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 For many years, my wife and I have actively fantasised about bringing others into our bed. For many years, I thought that was where it would stay, in the realm of fantasy.  Sally had other ideas, though, leading us down a path that opened our bed and our marriage.
With each new threshold we cross, Sally wants to take it further, and I’m right by her side.
Here is the MILF Street Collection: Take It All








Book 1: Seduction and Swinging at the Reunion


Chapter One

We were out for dinner when it started. Our usual spot is a small, family-run bistro that’s just a short walk from home. We can share a bottle of wine or a few cocktails and walk home without troubling the traffic police. It was our usual date night conversation, a little bit risqué, some teasing, some people watching, and usually some sharing of fantasies. It usually ended with us both heated up and frisky, barely keeping our hands off each other on the way home before falling through our front door in the throes of passion. We’d just finished our meal and were enjoying the last of the wine when Sally threw me a curveball.

"Who are these ladies in these pics?" Sally asks as she hands her phone across the restaurant table to me. I look at her phone, and she's been browsing through my social media, something I never do. She’s on a page for my upcoming school reunion, and there are pictures of people from my senior year.

“Just some girls I went to high school with,” I reply, “ancient history.”

"Did you fuck any of them?" She asks me, semi-seriously.

“No,” I replied honestly, “is that alright?”

“Why not, Michael?” She asked, “Didn’t you want to fuck them?

“It’s a long time ago,” I hedged, “I really can’t remember.”

“Did they want to fuck you?” She kept going.

It was thirty years ago. If I remember correctly, I probably wanted to fuck every girl I met. That was what it was like as a teenager. I took another look at the pictures again.

“That one, Lana,” I said and pointed at the taller, blonde girl with big tits, “once at her birthday, wanted to fuck me, but I was with someone else, and it never happened.”

“Do you think she would fuck you now? Sally asked me with a wicked grin, “Would you fuck her now, if you got the chance?”

“No, I don’t want to fuck her now,” I said, “Why would I want her when I have you? You are more than enough, Sally.”

It wasn’t a line; it was a true story. Even though we played this game regularly, I was very happy with Sally. Her body is as toned and firm as it was on the day we met, the product of a religious fitness routine. She’d had her boobs enhanced on her fortieth birthday, though she joked that it was really a present for me, because I love big-breasted women. Her skin is still smooth, and her sex drive has never wavered. She was constantly initiating sex or sending me messages telling me to hurry home and fuck her. I honestly had no interest in other women, despite our pillow talk.

“That’s so nice of you to say, Michael,” she smiled, “your reunion is coming up, what if she wants to fuck you? You are hard to resist.”

There was no value in continually reassuring Sally now. She didn’t want to hear it. It was time to lean in, tell her what she wanted to hear, take her home and go wild, then forget about it all until next time she gets a horny notion in her head. Besides all that, all this talk of fucking Lana was getting me horny. I’d seen her pictures now, and although she wasn’t up to Sally’s standard, she was still quite beautiful. She was easily the equal of most of Sally’s friends, whom Sally constantly teased me about fucking. As fantasies went, Lana was on the top shelf.

“She’s only human,” I replied, “so I suppose she might want to. I suppose I’d better give her what she wants.”

I could see Sally’s skin flush a little, and her nipples became rock hard. I had hit the mark.

“Mmmm,” she purred, “now there’s a development.”

“I’ll get the bill,” I said, “and show you exactly how when we get home.”

“Don’t just sit there,” Sally said raggedly, “let’s get moving.”


Chapter Two




Sally and I raced home, torn between wanting to walk quicker and wanting to stop and make out. Sally would rub my cock as we kissed, and I would lift her short dress and thrust my finger into her wet pussy. If we hadn’t moved a little quicker, we would probably have been arrested for public indecency. Finally, we tumbled into our living room.

“Get me a drink, lover,” Sally said, “and I might just show you my tits.”

“Is that so?” I asked, “Pouring us both a bourbon and sitting beside Sally on our sofa, “I’d like to do more than see them.”

“All in good time, Michael,” she said, taking a sip of her drink and then slowly unbuttoning her dress, “are they as good as Lana’s?”

“I think yours are marginally better,” I said, sipping my drink casually, “but until I’ve done a full test on both lots, I’m going to have to hold my answer.”

“What would that test involve?” Sally asked, rubbing my cock through my pants.

“Thorough scientific testing,” I said, “How they feel in my hands, in my mouth, even with my cock in between them.”

“Will you come on them?” Sally asked, putting her tongue into my ear, “Your tasty spunk all over Lana’s tits?”

“Of course,” I groaned, “I need to be thorough.”

Sally unzips my pants, working my achingly hard cock out of them. She starts to pull on my cock as she continues to tease me.

“Does she know how big your cock is?” Sally asked, “Once she knows about your cock, she won’t be able to help herself; she’ll be throwing herself at you.”

She bent over and took my cock in her mouth, alternating between sucking my cock and talking about me fucking Lana.

“She’s going to be so wet for you,” she said around my head, “you’ll give her the fucking of her life.”

More sucking and gagging as she took me deep into her mouth. I decided to join in her fun and turn the tease on her.

“You can suck my cock after I’ve fucked her,” I told her, “and taste her wet pussy all over my cock.”

“Mmmmm,” Sally moaned her agreement around my cock, her fingers furiously pumping in and out of her own, no doubt, very wet pussy.

“Once probably won’t be enough,” I told Sally, running my fingers through her hair as I did, “you’ll need to be sharing this cock with her.”

Sally decided that it was time to switch it up, climbing onto my lap and grinding her pussy on my thigh, while she played with my cock and started a bit of role play.

“Oh, Michael,” Sally put on a voice, I've been waiting years for this. Hurry up and fuck me.”

“Can you handle my massive cock, Lana?” I growled in Sally’s ear.

“Yes, I want your big cock,” Sally said, “it’s so much bigger than my husband’s puny twig.”

I picked up Sally by her hips and lowered her onto my cock, watching her smile blissfully as I filled her. She rocked her hips back and forward as she rubbed her clit and continued our dirty game.

“It won’t be the same now,” Sally groaned, “now that I've had your big cock inside me. I don’t want to go back to his toothpick.”

“It’s alright,” I soothed, “my cock is always available, and if you ask my wife nicely, she’ll guide my cock into you, and lick my spunk out of you when I’m done.”

This is Sally’s go-to fantasy, helping me seduce and fuck another woman, then licking her afterwards. We’ve never been remotely close to making it a reality, but we have talked about it plenty, and it always ends the same, with Sally having a toe-curling orgasm while she rides my cock, and me coming quickly afterwards. Tonight was no exception, as Sally went into delirious raptures as soon as the words left my mouth.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Sally cried as she threw her head back, “let me watch you fuck her.”

Her words trailed into sweet, sexy whimpers as her pussy clenched around my cock and she dug her fingers into my shoulders.

“That’s it, Babe,” I soothed, “that’s good.”

Her pussy was quivering around me, and I allowed myself to think about what fucking Lana would be like. We’d played this game a million times, but what Sally was saying this time made it seem more real, more like it could come true. Did I dare to dream?

“Why don’t you put a big load in Lana’s pussy?” Sally growled in my ear.

I lasted barely thirty seconds before I blew my load; it felt like bucketloads, as if I hadn’t come in months. Sally looked at me with a knowing smile, and we fell asleep, tangled on the couch.

I was in our king-sized bed when I woke. We must have come upstairs at some point in the night. Sally wasn’t in bed, but I could hear the sound of our coffee machine frothing milk. I knew if I stayed put, I’d soon be drinking coffee with a potential side of fucking. There was definitely no need to rush.

My instincts proved correct when Sally arrived at the door with two cups of coffee, her robe undone.

“Your coffee, Sir,” she said as she placed it on the bedside table, “you can tip me afterwards.”

“I will,” I said, “thank you very much.”

We sat in the bed silently enjoying our coffee, before Sally turned to look at me seriously.

“I want you to fuck Lana,” she blurted out bluntly.

“Oh, we’re playing this game again,” I said, smiling as I felt my cock start to stir.

“We can,” Sally said, “but later. I’m serious now. I want you to fuck her.”

I looked at her for a moment, waiting for the hint of a smile, or some other signal that this was just more foreplay.

“Lana specifically?” I asked, “Or any woman?”

“Do you have others in mind?” Sally asked, looking at me seriously.

“Ummm,” I pumped the brakes, “no, nobody specific, I mean, are you serious?”

“Yes,” Sally said, “I’m totally serious. I want you to fuck Lana. Is that alright with you?”

I looked at her, shocked. It’s easy to say it’s alright. Even easier when your dick is hard and you’re engaged in a passionate tryst and it’s driving you both wild.

“Is this a test?” I asked meekly.

“I’m going to start again here,” Sally says patiently, “I can see you like the idea, because you’re rock hard again, so that’s a given. Just sit and listen to what I’m thinking, alright?”

“Sure,” I said, “that’s a good idea.”

“We’ve had these fantasies for a while now,” Sally explained softly, “other people, threesomes, you know what I’m talking about. It’s been good fun, but I think we are in a position where we trust each other enough to make it real.”

“Go on,” I said, feeling a growing excitement. I knew that I needed to shut up and let Sally lead the way.

“I think there are a couple of my friends that would go for it,” Sally continued as I tried to think of which of her friends would be interested, “but the problem is if we ask, and they say no, well, what then?”

“But if they say yes?” I asked, forgetting my earlier resolution to let Sally do all the talking.

“Possibly even worse,” Sally responded, “let’s say Brenda says yes, I don’t really want to fuck Brad. Cheryl is single, and I know she would, but what if the others found out? No, it has to be someone outside our circle. At least until we get a handle on it.”

Sally was right, as always. However, I was excited to hear that Cheryl would be interested in joining us, something I would save for discussion at a later date.

“Good point,” I said, “go on.”

“So, if we are going to do this,” Sally continued, “someone who is not in our circle of friends is better, and someone who lives a long way from here is better still. The fact that Lana is still so hot is the cherry on top. I think you agree?”

“Well, yeah, sure,” I said, “she seems pretty nice.”

“She’s fucking hot, Michael,” Sally informed me, “I think your reunion is the place to do it. With any luck, I can join in afterwards.”

My cock swelled at this. Sally was giving me the green light to fuck another woman, and to top it off, she wanted a threesome afterwards.

“You’re the boss,” I said, “let’s make a plan.”

“You won’t be able to plan anything with your cock that hard,” Sally said, “lie on your back.”

I did as I was told, and Sally straddled me, my cock sliding easily into her wet pussy. She was obviously as into this idea as I was.

“Now,” Sally said as she rocked her hip, “tell me how you’re going to fuck Lana and send me proof.”

I groaned as a new game began.


Chapter Three




After the decision was made, Sally and I put a plan of sorts into place. With only two weeks to the reunion, I made contact with Lana and told her how much I was looking forward to seeing her again at the reunion.

She was initially surprised that I had contacted her, but we soon warmed up to some regular chats.

We discussed our current lives, careers, and marriages and eventually began talking about the past. I got the impression she wasn’t happy in her marriage, though she never said it outright. Nor did she say she was blissfully happy. She mentioned that she had a crush on me back at school and was disappointed that nothing came of it. I told her I regretted not making a move, and I should have given her more attention. She liked that, and after just a few days of casual chats, she was sending me pictures of herself, some almost naked, the others, totally naked.

She’s in good shape, toned and sporty, with big tits and a great arse. She ups the ante and asks me to send a dick pic. She also asks me about Sally’s and my marriage, literally in the same message. I reply honestly, telling her that Sally is on board with me seeing other women, so long as I keep her informed. I even offer her the chance to message Sally directly.

A few days out from the reunion, it’s starting to get very real. Neither of us has said it outright, but we’ve both come pretty close to confirming that at some point in the weekend, this affair will get physical.

The reunion is in my old hometown, a couple of hours away, so Sally and I booked a hotel just near the venue. Sally had booked a room with two king beds, hoping that all three of us would be spending the night. The main reunion was for former students only on Saturday night, followed by lunch at a winery on Sunday for students and any partners who wished to attend. Lana lives a little closer than we do, but she let me know that she and a friend were sharing a motel room not far from the venue, and that her husband wouldn’t be making the trip. I took the fact that she had told me that as a good sign.

When the night came, I was beyond nervous, and I could tell Sally was too. As I got ready in our hotel room, she ran me through plans and scenarios.

“Are you absolutely sure you want this?” I asked her for the thousandth time.

“Completely,” Sally answered, “and if Lana isn’t on board, we’ll find someone else.”

“It’s just a lot to put on her,” I continued, “to cheat is one thing, this is a little more.”

“She’s all but told you she’s going to fuck you tonight,” Sally reminded me, “it just gets down to whether we can make a party out of it.”

“You won’t get jealous if she only wants me?” I asked, once again, for the thousandth time.

“Of course not, Darling,” Sally soothed, “this is just a beginning. We are both going to enjoy many new things tonight, tomorrow, or whenever. Now you need to get going, you’ve got a MILF to fuck.”

Despite Sally’s encouragement, I was still nervous as I entered the venue. I grabbed my name tag, said a quick hello to a few people, and headed to the bar to grab a nerve-settling drink. As I took a gulp of bourbon and cola, I spotted Lana walking into the venue. She looked fantastic, her blonde hair and boobs bouncing as she strutted in, easily outshining her friend. Every eye in the room was on her, and she was making a beeline for me.

“Hello, Michael,” she beamed as she hugged me and kissed my cheek, before whispering in my ear, “it’s so good to see you.”

Our embrace lingered longer than it should have for two old friends, and I was sure everyone in the room was watching us. We came apart as her friend cleared her throat quietly.

“You remember Brenda,” Lana quickly recovered as she made the introduction. In truth, I didn’t really remember Brenda,

“Of course I do,” I lied, extending a hand, “how are you, Brenda? Can I get you ladies a drink?”

Brenda shook my hand and smiled. She was really quite pretty, but I only had eyes for Lana.

“I’d love a white wine, thanks, Michael,” Brenda smiled, before joking, “I can’t remember whether Lana prefers sex on the beach or a long, comfortable screw.”

“Shoosh, you bitch,” Lana said playfully, “I’ll just have a white wine, too, Mike. Don’t listen to her, she’s sex obsessed lately.”

“Just making up for lost time, Darling,” Brenda replied, “just like you should be.”

Lana gave Brenda a harsh look before looking to me to see if I had picked up on this comment. I smiled at her and raised an eyebrow, then turned to the bar and ordered drinks. With drinks in hand, we moved to a tall table in a quiet corner. Brenda quickly took her leave.

“I’m going to leave you two to catch up,” she announced, “I need to find Gary Bowen.”

I looked at Lana for an explanation as she walked across the room purposefully.

“Gary Bowen was her first,” Lana explained, “Brenda got divorced last year, and she has been chasing her sexual youth, and the attention her husband stopped giving years ago.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” I asked, fully aware that Lana and I could be doing the same thing, and that Lana might not be getting the attention from her husband.

“There’s definitely nothing wrong with that,” Lana replied, “I’m sure there are things we all wish we’d done then, and now.”

“I never paid you enough attention back then,” I said, “ I could make up for that now. If attention is what you need.”

“I see,” Lana said slowly, “it’s true my husband doesn’t pay me much attention anymore. It was nice to get your messages. Nice to be seen.”

“You’re very beautiful,” I said, “I want you to know that. I wish we’d been together then.”

Lana had moved closer to me; I could feel her almost touching me, her breath slightly ragged.

“There were rumours about the size of your dick,” she said, “I never thought they were true, but that photo you sent me. It got me thinking a lot.”

It was time to close the deal. We had danced around the inevitable too long. There was not a single other person at this reunion that I wanted to talk to; now it was time to see if this was real.

“I know you're married,” I said quietly, “but I know you came without your husband, and we’ve shared more than just friendly messages. Why don’t you come back to my hotel room, and we can make up for lost time?”

Lana paused to process what I had said. I wondered for a moment if I had blown it, until she subtly moved her hand and put it on my dick. She smiled as she squeezed my rapidly hardening cock. I groaned, wanting this more than ever.

“Is your wife back in the hotel room?” Lana asked, “Do we need to go to my motel?”

“I think we’ll only be cramping Brenda’s style,” I joked, “my wife Sally is currently having a cocktail in the bar of our hotel. She will stay there until we finish, or we message her to join us.”

Lana let out a slight gasp at this revelation, then shut her eyes as she debated with herself. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at me intensely.

“Let's go,” she said, “before I come to my senses.”

It was a short walk back to the hotel, and we rushed across the lobby. I paused to point out Sally in the lobby bar, and we exchanged a wave. I think this put Lana’s mind at ease.

As soon as we were in the room, we kissed and embraced. Lana’s breathing was hard and ragged, and I moved my lips down her neck.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”

I lifted her dress and pulled aside her g-string. My fingers explored her pussy as she moaned and panted in my ear. Her pussy was smooth, freshly waxed by the feel, and she was wet and excited.

“I went and got waxed just for you,” Lana said, “do you like it?”

“I love it,” I told her, “but I would love your pussy, whatever you did with it. I’ve been thinking about eating it for weeks.”

I squatted in front of her and pulled aside her g-string before I buried my face in her pussy. My tongue probed her wet hole as Lana filled the room with sounds of pleasure. Her hands gripped my head, holding herself steady while I licked her pussy like a man taking water after a week in the desert.

"I can't remember the last time he ate my pussy,” she told me between moans and pants of pleasure, “I’m going to cum. I can’t remember the last time he made me come.”

Her whole body shuddered as her orgasm wracked her body. She screamed through the waves of pleasure as I rolled my tongue around her swollen clit and sucked it into my mouth. She gripped my head as I kept tickling her clit with my tongue, keeping her coming for as long as I could. I wished Sally were here to see me please this woman, and I knew then that this was the future of our sex life. Pleasing others to please each other. With Lana’s legs quivering with pleasure, she moaned louder and pushed my head away, lying back onto the bed, still telling me how much she had enjoyed it.

"I need that cock,” she panted, “I want you to fuck me. I want to see your cock for real and feel your cock in me. Please fuck me, Michael.”

I stood and looked at her on the bed. Her body was amazing, and I was more than ready to fuck her, but I wanted to make sure she enjoyed every moment and that it was a night to remember.

“Why don’t you undress for me? I asked, “Then I’ll show you my cock, and give you everything you want.”

She didn't waste any time, springing to her feet and unzipping the front of her dress, the hint of cleavage previously on offer becoming a full view of her fulsome breasts. She steps out of the dress, then removes her bra, taking her breasts in her hands and pulling up her nipples to lick them for me.

“Do you like my tits, Michael?” She asked, “Do you want to suck on my nipples?”

“Yes, I do,” I said, “and I want to come all over them. We’ve got all night, though, and even tomorrow.”

“Mmmmm,” Lana hummed approvingly as she pulled her g-string.

“Will you leave your g-string for Sally?” I asked her, “She wants to know how good I treated you. I think your wet underwear will be good for that.”

“Oh fuck,” Lana quivered as she passed me her g-string, “you two are quite the kinky couple. I need to hear more.”

“We’ve got time for that later,” I said, “sit on the bed and I’ll show you something.”

Lana sat on the bed with her eyes glued to me as I unbuttoned my shirt and pants. I delayed pulling my boxers off, and she had to be content with the outline of my hard cock. She bit her lip and gave a small gasp as I freed my cock, and it waved proudly in the air. I moved towards her outstretched hands, and she took hold of it with both hands. She slowly stroked it, played with my balls and rubbed my precum all over the tip. Her hands were soft and cool against my hot, rock-hard cock. She worked without any urgency, like she had no rush to do anything else.

“Can I taste it?” She asked me.

She didn’t wait for an answer, and I wouldn’t have told her no, as she leaned forward and took the tip into her mouth. She started slowly but built up pace, bobbing up and down and moaning as she's sucking, as if she’s enjoying this as much as me licking or fucking her. For my part, I was loving it. Sally gives great head and can make me blow in just minutes if she wants to, but this was something else. Maybe it was just the thrill of a different mouth. I groaned softly, thinking about further research.

“You are so good at that,” I murmured, playing with Lana’s hair, “so good.”

Lana stops and looks up at me, smiling at the compliment.

“I’m out of practice,” she says, “if he won’t lick me, I’m definitely not sucking his dick. Now fuck me, please.“

“Are you ready for my cock?” I asked, “Are you ready to cheat on your husband?”

I’m not sure why I asked her; the last thing I wanted was for her to reconsider her infidelity. Something about saying those words made me so hard, though, and they did something to Lana, too. Something I couldn’t believe.

"Fuck me,” she commanded with authority, ”stretch my pussy like his dick never has. I want you to ruin me for his small prick.”

I climbed onto the bed and spread her wide, slowly pushing inside of her. The look on her face told me I was the biggest she had had, and that I needed to go easy.

“It’s so big,” she gasped, “I’m not sure I can…”
Her words trailed off as I slid further into her, and she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan.

“That’s it,” I said, “relax and enjoy it, I’ll just go slow.”

Lana’s eyes stayed shut as I filled her. Once I was all in, I started pumping slowly, her wetness providing some lubrication as her pussy stretched around me. It was exquisite, and as she warmed into it, she pulled me closer and urged me to fuck her faster.

“That’s it,” she yelled, “ride me hard.”

I had no hesitation, pumping into her and pushing her legs back further so that I could thrust deeper into her. I was pounding her hard now, her pussy fully accepting my cock, her eyes wild with the pleasure of being fucked intensely.

Suddenly, her back arched, and she screamed as her orgasm hit her hard. Her legs shook, and I lifted them up to go deeper again, kissing her calves as her pussy tightened around my cock and her orgasm washed through her whole body.

I fucked her slowly now, and played with her ripe nipples while her orgasm subsided and she looked up at me with bright eyes, a look of complete joy across her face. I handed her my phone.

“Press the dial button,” I said, “call Sally and tell her you liked it. Then tell her to come up here and watch me fuck you again.”

Lana hesitated, but I could tell she liked the idea.

“She just wants to watch?” She asked, “Doesn’t she want to fuck you?”

I pulled my cock out of her and rubbed my cock around her wet pussy lips, causing her to shudder with pleasure.

“She’ll fuck me after we’ve fucked plenty,” I tell her, “and you’re welcome to stay the night and watch us fuck. We even arranged a spare bed. Dial the number.”

I pointed at the second queen-sized bed in the room and pushed my cock back into her, causing a quick gasp. She pressed the button on my phone, and didn’t have to wait very long for an answer.

“Hello, is that Sally?” She asked tentatively, “It’s Lana, thank you for letting your husband fuck me.”

There was a pause while Sally replied, but I couldn’t hear what Sally said.

“He’s fucking me right now,” Lana continued, “and it’s amazing, but we think you should see it.”

Another pause, while Sally spoke.

“No, I won’t let him come until you get here,” Lana replied, “but hurry, because I want you to see me come, too.”

I slid my cock into her as she ended the call, and I started to pump back and forth slowly. I took the phone from her and we started to enjoy ourselves again.

“Sally doesn’t want you to come until she gets here,” Lana told me, “she wants to see you come in me.”

“I see,” I said, “and will you stay and watch me fuck her?”

“I’ll stay as long as you two will let me,” Lana said, “now get on your back. I want to ride you.

Sally walked into the room as I was lying on my back, walking straight over to the bed beside us and sitting down to watch.

“Don’t stop for me,” she instructed, “please carry on. Thank you, Lana.”

If Lana was disturbed or concerned by this, she didn’t let on; she continued in her stride, lowering herself onto my cock once again. Within seconds, she was bouncing on my dick, my size no longer an issue as she rides me. I turned to look at Sally’s reaction to this. Her mouth is open and she is breathing hard. Her hand is between her legs, as she furiously finger fucks herself. While I watch Sally watch us, Lana gives us a sudden reminder that there are three of us in the room.

"I'm coming,” she yells as she rides me hard, and squirts all over my cock, “Mike is making me squirt, Sally,” she says, “nobody has ever done that.”

I squeeze her nipples as she orgasms again, and I turn towards Sally, seeing that watching Lana orgasm had pushed her over the edge. The pleasure of this moment was all-consuming, and I felt my nuts tighten as I shot a steady, warm stream of my spunk deep into Lana’s pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Lana said, “It feels like a fire hose just spunked in me. Sally, how do you handle this man?’

Lana rolled off of me and lay beside me. Sally moved over to the bed and lay on the other side of me.

“Thank you, Lana,” Sally said, “I hope we haven’t scared you. We wanted to do this, and you caught my eye. You really are a stunning woman.”

“That’s very nice to hear,” Lana said, almost sleepily, “thank you for letting me fuck your husband.”

“I hope this won’t be the last time you do,” Sally said, “you’re welcome in our bed any time, isn’t she, Mike?”

“Absolutely,” I said, “I told her she should stay the night, too.”

“You definitely should,” said Sally, “but I hope you can sleep through me fucking Mike. I need to reclaim him.”

I felt my cock getting harder. Harder still when Sally’s hand started rubbing up and down it, her hand sliding along easily, lubricated by the mix of juices from Lana and me.

“If I can’t sleep, can I watch?” Lana asked.

“Of course you can,” Sally replied, “I hope you enjoy watching as much as I did.”

Lana kissed my cheek, then leaned over and kissed Sally gently, before moving across to the other bed. Sally had not stopped working my cock in this whole time, and I was now hard and ready for her.

“Fuck me from behind, Mike,” she commanded, “He feels amazing from behind, Lana. Do you want him to fuck you from behind?”

Lana nodded, her eyes glassy with pleasure again, as she fingered herself, her fingers coated in my spunk. I knelt behind Sally, and we both looked at Lana as I fucked her. Faster and faster, I pounded my cock into Sally, and she moaned and swore her way towards an orgasm. Lana looked at her and nodded, encouraging with her eyes, and her own pleasure.

“Can we have a threesome tomorrow, Sally?” Lana asked as she pinched her own nipples, “I want to fuck you both.

It was too much for Sally, she threw her head back and almost howled her orgasm at the ceiling.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she yelled as we both came together, “Oh fuck, yes.”

She fell forward off my cock, as I spurted another, much smaller load onto her arse cheek. We collapsed together in a sticky mess, falling asleep as we watched Lana slowly masturbating herself to sleep.


Chapter Four




I woke to see Sally sitting on the edge of Lana’s bed, sipping a takeaway coffee and chatting to Lana like an old friend. Sally was dressed in a short, summer dress, while Lana was naked with her hair tousled. Both women looked equally beautiful to me at this point, but Sally had the slight advantage of access to her clothes and makeup that Lana didn’t.

“Good morning, sleepy head,” Sally said, “I’ve got coffee for all of us, and there’s pastries. I didn’t think we’d want to go out straight away.”

“Good morning to both of you beautiful women,” I said, trying to be smooth as I reached for my coffee.

“Sally looks beautiful,” Lana laughed, “I must look like I’ve been through the spin dryer.”

“You look good to me,” Sally said, kissing her on the cheek, “I’m really glad you stayed.”

“Me too,” Lana said, “is everything still OK? With last night, I mean.”

“Very much so,” Sally said, “are you planning to go to the winery for lunch?”

“I was going to see how last night went,” Lana looked at me and smiled, “what about you two?”

Sally and I exchanged a glance before Sally put her hand on Lana’s shoulder.

“We were planning to go, to see if we could entice you back here for a threesome,” Sally said, “but as you’re already here, I’m not sure it’s worth the trip.”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” said Lana, “I’ve been thinking about this all night.”

Lana pulled Sally towards her and kissed her passionately. The two women were over each other in a flash, unable to contain themselves any longer. I sat with my coffee, watching my two beautiful lovers kiss and touch each other. Sally paused a moment to remove her dress, a short sundress that showed off her legs beautifully. I should have known she wasn’t wearing underwear. I can imagine her at the cafe ordering our coffees and pastries with just some thin cloth between her naked pussy and the world. I groaned as I felt my cock harden at my wife’s brazenness. I wanted to join the two women, but I knew I should let them play a while. I’d had a lot of fun last night, and there would be more to come; there was no need to rush.

The two women knelt facing each other, fondling each other’s nipples while they kissed, their level of arousal growing right in front of me. I watched as Lana’s right hand moved down Sally’s body, lingering over her trimmed bush, before sliding her middle finger into her.

“Oh, that’s so good,” Sally said, throwing her head back.

“You like that?” Lana asked, “Yes, you like that.”

Sally couldn’t quite answer, just nod and moan. I could tell she liked it. There are certain tells she gives away during sex, and I’d learned them all over the years. Now Lana was unlocking them, too. An unfamiliar ringtone interrupted our reverie, and Lana suddenly looked as though she’d been caught off guard.

“Oh fuck,” she said, “that’s Ross, my husband, pass it here.”

Taking the phone with her spare hand, she swiped to answer and put it on speaker before placing it beside her on the bed. At no point did she even contemplate removing her finger from Sally’s pussy.

“Hi Honey,” she said in her calmest voice, “I’m just packing, so I’ve got you on speaker.”

“Where are you?” Ross asked aggressively.

“I’m at the motel, Babe,” Lana said, a slight furrow on her brow, “like I said, I’m packing to come home.”

As she spoke, she continued to pleasure Sally, adding a thumb on Sally’s clit to the finger in her pussy. Sally put her hand over her mouth to stifle her moans as Lana smiled confidently at her.

“Don’t lie,” came the reply, “you’re at a hotel downtown, not the motel you said you would be at.”

Lana’s smile faded slightly, but she continued to pleasure Sally, her intent to make Sally happy undeterred by her husband’s accusations.

“Wait,” Lana hissed, “are you tracking me? Are you tracking my phone?”

“Just answer the question,” Ross hit back, “you’re the one who can’t be trusted.”

“This was going to wait until I got home,” Lana said coldly, “until I could look you in the eye and tell you, but seeing as you have chosen to spy on me, you can find out now.”

Sally and I exchanged a glance, and Lana was still pleasuring Sally.

“Do you want some privacy?” Sally whispered to Lana.

“Stay right here,” Lana whispered in return, before pointing at me, “and you stand up.”

“Find out what?” Ross demanded from the phone, “Who are you whispering to?”

“Ross, Darling,” Lana said slowly as she took my cock in her spare hand, “this has been coming for a while. In the kitchen top drawer is an envelope; it’s got our divorce papers in it. We are done.”

“What the fuck?” Ross bellowed, as Lana took a break in conversation to lick a tiny drop of pre cum off the tip of my cock, before leaning across and kissing Sally.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t seen it coming, Ross,” Lana said, “so it’s time to pack your bags. I won’t be home tonight, but you need to be gone by tomorrow.”

“Are you having an affair?” Ross asked aggressively, “Did that bitch, Brenda, put you up to this?”

“No, and no,” Lana replied tartly, “for the record, I’ve been faithful all along, but last night, a wonderful man from my school gave me more orgasms in one night than you have delivered in the past five years.”

“What?” Ross spat, “So you are cheating.”

“Don’t interrupt, I haven’t finished,” Lana continued, “I’m still with them now, and while you’ve been on the phone, I’ve been finger fucking his wife and pulling his cock. I’m going to have to go soon, because I’ve got an intense desire to lick Sally’s pussy while Mike fucks me doggy style. Oh, and one other thing...”

“What else?” Ross sounded beaten.

“Brenda is not a bitch,” Lana replied, “she’s a beautiful woman who decided not to take her husband’s shit anymore, and you know that better than anyone.”

“So you’re going to be a slut like her?” Ross bit back.

“Just like you wanted,” Lana said icily, “I saw your search history on porn hub, the snide remarks about me doing more for you, or asking me to bring Brenda home for a threesome. I guess you should be careful what you wish for, Ross. Now, if there’s nothing else, I’ve got a pussy to lick. Goodbye.”

Lana let go of my cock to hang up the phone, and laughed nervously as the call ended. Sally took her hand from her mouth and let out a soft moan of pleasure.

“Do you need some time?” Sally asked Lana, “Are you alright?”

“I’m sorry you had to hear that,” Lana said, “and in case you’re wondering, it’s been coming for a while. Nothing that’s happened between us three changed what happened with Ross.”

“As long as you’re alright,” Sally told Lana, “that’s the main thing.”

“I’m fine,” Lana smiled, “so let’s put it aside for now, so we can have that threesome.”

Sally kissed Lana again, and once more, I was relegated to the role of spectator. Just like last time, I could happily wait, watching these women enjoy each other would keep me content for a long time. My moment would come. It came sooner than I expected when Lana whispered something into Sally’s ear and lay down on the bed. Sally smiled at me and motioned me over as she lowered her pussy onto Lana’s mouth.

“I think this is something you’ve wanted forever,” she told me, “go ahead and fuck her while I sit on her face.”

It was something I’d wanted forever, and it was finally here. Sally leaned forward and gently spread Lana’s pussy lips so that I could slide easily into her wet, wanting pussy. I heard Lana groan loudly into Sally’s pussy, and it felt even better than it had the night before. Sally rubbed Lana’s clit as I pumped into her deeply, leaning forward to kiss Sally. As I kissed Sally, my body overwhelmed me. I like to make sure my lover comes first, but this was too much. Kissing my wife while I fucked our lover, who was in turn licking my wife, was just crazy.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, “I’m going to come.”

“Yes,” Sally said loudly, “don’t worry, I’ll take care of her.”

She smiled as she watched me thrust my hips and empty my balls into Lana, groaning with pleasure as I did. When I was entirely spent, she pushed me away and moved down into a full sixty-nine position. I sat and enjoyed my front row seat as my two wonderful lovers licked each other into a frenzy. I can’t tell you who came first; there were barely five seconds between them, but I can confirm that Sally had one of the biggest orgasms I’ve ever seen from her. She shouted and moaned as her entire body shook in ecstasy. For her part, Lana delivered one of the wettest orgasms I’d ever witnessed, soaking the bed and Sally’s face as she screamed her pleasure deep into Sally’s pussy. When the storm had passed, the two women untangled themselves, collapsing on the bed around me, slowly catching their breath.

“So, Lana,” Sally finally spoke, “do you want to come and stay at our place on the long weekend?”

It would be a four-hundred-kilometre round trip by my estimation, a big ask, even for a long weekend.

“If the sex is this good,” Lana giggled as she spoke, “I’ll drive up every second day.”

“I’d like that,” it was my turn to laugh, “but I’ll need a few days’ recovery.”

“We can always get on with things while you rest, Darling,” Sally advised, “can’t we, Lana?”

“Like right now,” Lana said as she reached for Sally’s hand.


Book Two: Welcoming the Horny New Neighbour


Chapter One




Sally and I have lived in our current house neighbourhood for about five years, moving from just around the corner, where we lived for another ten before that. We know most of our neighbours, most of whom have lived near us for the same amount of time. It’s a quiet little street and we like it.

The house next door has been empty for a few months now. Our neighbours, John and Cheryl, divorced and sold it. We keep in contact with both of them, but it’s harder now that they aren’t a couple any more. Just this week, a moving truck arrived, and furniture was being unloaded.

Sally wasted no time introducing herself and instructed me to make an effort to introduce myself. With Lana only able to visit every four weeks or so, she thought it might be time to spread our wings a bit, and I wasn’t going to say no to that.

I saw her out in the yard, putting out some rubbish, so I popped over to say hello. Kristy and her three teenage children had moved from interstate after Kristy’s work transferred her. She was recently divorced, and according to Sally, on good terms with her ex. Kristy looked phenomenal, I would guess mid-thirties, with long light brown hair and green eyes. Her body was exceptional, and when I first met her, it was on full display in tight black leggings and a white t-shirt. Her nipples were easily visible, and though I tried hard not to stare, she seemed to be happy for the attention.

After introducing myself and learning a little more, I could understand what Sally meant about Kristy. I was definitely keen to spend more time with our new neighbour, and I knew Sally would too.

“If there’s anything I can do to help,” I said, “don’t hesitate to ask. Sally and I are right next door.

“That’s so kind,” Kristy said, “I think we’ve got most stuff. I just need to keep these kids out of my hair until we get the internet connected.”

“How far off is that?” I asked, knowing full well that these things seemed to take forever in our city.

“About three to four weeks was all the phone company said,” Kristy shrugged,

“I need the internet for work, so I’ve asked them to move me up the list.”

“I can help with that,” I said, then thought I’d try something a little risqué, “I can extend my mesh network across both houses, as long as your eldest boy doesn’t hit the porn too hard.”

“He won’t, I promise,” Kristy said, “but I’m a single woman with very healthy desires, so I’m going to be streaming that stuff all night long, if you don’t mind.

We both laughed as she said it, but the look in her eye told me it wasn’t entirely untrue. Sally was right, but I just needed to bide my time.

“I’ll pop round tomorrow after work with the stuff,” I promised, “if that works for you?”

“I cannot wait,” she said with another flirty smile.

I left work early so I could get to Kristy’s to sort out her internet. When she opened the door, I was smitten once again. She wore short, silky pyjamas, as if she had just gotten out of bed. The top buttons at the front of her shirt were unbuttoned, exposing her cleavage.

“Sorry for being so casual,” she apologised, “one of the perks of working from home.”

“No apology necessary,” I replied, “you can wear what you like in your own home.”

I connected two new mesh points and linked them to our home network. After a few minutes and a speed test, Kristy and her family had access to high-speed internet.

“You are a lifesaver, Mike,” Kristy thanked me, “do you want a coffee?”

“I’d love one,” I said, eager for the opportunity to stick around.

I sat at the kitchen bench while Kristy fussed around preparing coffee.

She stood on the other side of the counter from me, and when she passed the coffee, she bent over so that I could see right down her shirt. She made no move to stand up again. I glanced quickly, and when I met her eyes again, she nodded and bit her lip. I sipped my coffee and wondered if now was the time to make the move.

Just then, her kids came in from school, and the moment passed. Kristy smiled at me as if we’d just gotten away with something. I finished my coffee and started to make my exit.

“Will I see you at Ray and Karen’s this Saturday?” She asked, “The kids are with their Dad, so I’m flying solo.”

“I’ll be there,” I replied, “I wouldn’t want to leave you lonely.”

She gave me a friendly hug before I left, which lingered for longer than friendly hugs do. Her tits pressing into my chest, and her thigh on my hardening cock.

“I’d like to be less lonely,” she whispered in my ear, “my bed has space for you.”

When Sally arrived home from work that night, I told her about my visit to Kristy that afternoon.

“She wants you, Mike,” she told me as I passed her a glass of wine, “you probably could have closed the deal today.”

“Other than the kids coming home,” I shrugged, “you’re right.”

She kissed me fiercely as we stood together.

“Have you told her I’m good with it?” She asked, “Do you think she wants us both?”

“I haven’t got that far yet,” I said, “but you know I will ask her. She’s coming to Ray and Karen’s this weekend, without the kids.”

“Will you fuck her then?” She asked, and I knew what was about to happen.

“Then, the next day,” I said, “and every chance I get after that. If you can’t join us, you can always suck my cock straight afterwards.”

Sally kissed me again, her hand rubbing the front of my shorts furiously. My cock was rock hard, and the game was about to start. I put my hand up her skirt while we kissed, rubbing her pussy through her very wet knickers.

“Dinner is in the oven,” I told her, “but it’s an hour away. Why don’t you come and tell me how much you want me to fuck Kristy?”

Sally shuddered and groaned. This had been our game for years, talking and fantasising about who we would like to fuck. The game became real just a few months back when I had fucked a high school friend, Lana, at a reunion, and Sally had joined us for a threesome. Now, all bets were off, and the game was even better.

“What are you waiting for?” Sally gasped, “You could have fucked her on the kitchen bench. Now you’ll have to fuck me there.”

Sally unzipped her skirt and let it drop to the kitchen floor, before I lifted her onto the countertop. I rolled her soaking knickers down over her legs as she unbuttoned her blouse. As soon as her knickers were off, I bent over and started to lick her. I knew this was not going to take a long time; Sally always comes quickly when we talk about other women. I ran my tongue through her folds before rolling my tongue around her clit.

“She’s going to love your tongue on her bud,” Sally shouted as she wrapped her legs around my head, “she’s never been licked like you do it.”

I sucked Sally’s clit into my mouth, knowing this was the moment that would send her over the edge.

“Oh fuck, she screamed,” Yessssss.”

I hoped that Kristy could hear Sally coming and that she was patiently waiting for her turn. As Sally came down off her high, I stood up and took off my shorts, pulling Sally off the bench and bending her over in front of me.

“Is this how you’re going to fuck her,” Sally gasped as I plunged my throbbing cock into her, “bent over the bench.”

“Yep,” I grunted, “I’m going to pump her on her kitchen bench, then I’m going to fuck her in our bed.”

“Ohh fuck, yes,” Sally groaned, “fill me up.”

I gripped Sally’s hips tightly as I slammed into her pussy, fucking her hard while I thought of fucking Kristy hard. Saturday could not come soon enough.

“I’m coming,” I grunted, “Oh fuck.”

I stopped thrusting as I shot my load into Sally, the day’s pent-up arousal finally finding its release. When I pulled out, Sally dropped to her knees and licked my cock clean, making loud noises of pleasure as she did. When she had finished, she looked up at me and smiled.

“Let’s have a shower before dinner,” she said, “and you can tell me more about Kristy.”


Chapter Two




Saturday couldn’t arrive soon enough. I tried to keep myself busy, but all week my mind turned to Kristy. Sally didn’t help, bringing her up at every opportunity, even during a call with Lana.

When Saturday finally arrived, I was eager to get over to Ray and Karen’s. We usually head over mid-afternoon, put on some music, barbecue some meat with salads that everyone has brought and just catch up. We do it every three weeks, and take turns in hosting it. It used to be full of kids, but as most of the kids got older, they would hang out at home or in our case, off to college. So they’re a lot more adult-focused these days.

Kristy arrived about half an hour after Sally and me. I didn’t rush over to greet her; I left that to Sally and our host, Karen. While they were making a fuss of her, I stood back chatting with Mike and Karl. Kristy wore tight-cut-off denim shorts and a white midriff shirt. Her flat belly was on full display, and I swear her tits could fall out of the top at any minute. We all sat out in the backyard, chatting and eating until it got dark. As seems to be the way with these things, the men and women separated to chat. I’d much rather have been talking to Kristy and Sally, but I knew the time would come.

It gets cold as soon as it gets dark at this time of year, and most of us had dressed for the warm sunny day, Kristy especially. We decided to call it a night.

“Mike can walk you home, Kristy,” Sally said, “he’ll keep you safe and warm. I’ll meet you at home, lover ”

I wondered if anyone else had heard that as I walked her back to her house, and we stopped to chat just outside her door.

“I know you’re into me,” Kristy said abruptly, “and I get the impression Sally is too?”

“I won’t lie,” I said, “I haven’t stopped thinking about you since you moved in.”

She put her arms around my neck and hugged me, her thigh pressing into my hard cock.

“I like the way you look at me,” she said, “it’s not sleazy, but I can see you want me.”

“You’re a beautiful woman,” I replied, “with a wonderful personality. Yes, I definitely want you. If it bothers you, Sally is alright with it?”

“Really?” Kristy said, “She must be one hell of a woman.”

“I could tell you all about it,” I replied, “just not now, come for dinner one night.”

I pulled her closer and kissed her. It was happening now, and I wasn’t going to slow down for anyone. She kissed a little longer and then dropped to her knees, stroking my dick up the leg of my shorts.

“Wow, you’re pretty big,” she told me, “I like some size”

“A couple of people have mentioned it lately,” I said, “but I don’t go around talking about it.”

“Well, if you did,” Kristy told me, “you might be getting more blowjobs on your neighbour’s porches.”

She pulled down my shorts, pulled out my hard cock, had a good look at it, before beginning to lick the shaft.

“Mmmm, that’s so good,” I murmured as her soft lips slid up and down my stiff shaft. I was in heaven as she started to lick the head; the strings of my precum forming between her lips and my head.

She cupped my balls as she put my cock into her mouth, sucking slowly up and down. It was amazing, and she continued to make eye contact while she delivered a top-shelf blow job.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, “you are amazing.”

Kristy paused to reply to my compliment.

I love giving blowjobs”, Kristen said, “I could do it every day.”

“I would love that,” I said, “and I love eating pussy too, so we can keep each other very happy.”

Her eyes lit up with excitement as she got back to sucking my cock like there was no tomorrow. She went faster and faster, using her hands to cup my balls while she did.

“I’m going to cum,” I groaned as Kristy doubled down and sucked me harder as the first rope of hot spunk coated the back of her throat. She took every drop like a pro, thoroughly cleaning my cock. When she was done, she stayed on her knees and looked up at me.

“Holy shit,” she panted, “that was a lot of spunk. Have you been saving it?”

“When someone as beautiful as you sucks that well,” I replied, “it’s just bound to happen.”

“Well, I can’t wait for my next serving,” she smiled as she got to her feet, “but you’d better get home to your beautiful wife.”

“I can stay longer,” I said, “Sally won’t mind.”

“Next time,” she said, “I don’t want to rush this, and I want to be sure your wife is as into this as I think she is.”

We kissed goodnight, and I walked back home, wondering what would happen next.

Sally was waiting in our bed, propped up on a pillow and in a tiny red nightdress.

“I assume you got lucky,” Sally smiled, “unless you walked really slow.”

“I did indeed,” I said, “Kristy gave me a blow job outside her front door.”

“Is she as good as me?” Sally asked, “Does she drain your balls like I do?”

“She was perfect,” I replied, “and she did drain my balls, but I’ve always got something left for you.”

“Good,” Sally said, “get in here and fuck me hard while we both think about Kristy. I’ve already come twice, fingering myself, just imagining what you two were up to.”

I was happy to oblige, stripping down and jumping onto the bed.

“She wants your blessing to fuck me,” I grunted as I slid my cock into her incredibly wet pussy, “she’s very concerned not to be the other woman.”

“She’s a sweetie,” Sally said, “but I hope she fucks like a slut, and I hope I get to watch.”

“Don’t you want to fuck her too?” I grunted as I fucked Sally furiously.

“I’m happy for whatever happens,” Sally groaned, “she won’t be the last one. Come in me, Mike.”

Sally’s nonchalance about me fucking other women, and the way she pulled me in closer, was all it took to finish me. I’d thought after Kristy’s blowjob I might struggle, but in seconds I was filling Sally’s pussy as she encouraged me to keep going. As I pumped the last of what I had into her, she grabbed me and whispered into my ear.

“I’ll phone her tomorrow and invite her over,” she hissed, “maybe I can watch you fuck her.”


Chapter Three




It was a few days before I saw Kristy again, and I was cautious about pushing too hard, despite Sally telling me to strike while the iron was hot. Soon enough, my opportunity arrived. I was coming home from work and saw that Kristy was watering her front lawn. She waved as I pulled up, so I went over to say hello. “Howdy, neighbour,” she said as I wandered over.

“Hello yourself,” I said as I walked towards the fence.

Kristy was dressed for business, a tight, black, knee-length skirt and a blouse that could have been a little bigger to accommodate her boobs.

“Do you want to come in for coffee?” She smiled, “The kids won’t interrupt us this time.”

“Absolutely,” I said, “We need to be a little careful, though. Sally’s happy for you and me to play; she just doesn’t want it getting around the neighbourhood. Sound carries around here.”

“I know,” she said as she nodded, “I’ve heard you and Sally fucking like animals the last two times you’ve left me.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, despite not being sorry at all.

“Mmmm,” she sighed, “don’t be, “I like where this is going. Sally is a very special woman.”

“How’s that Wifi going?” I asked.

“Not as fast as it could be in my bedroom,” Kristy said, “perhaps you could come and see?”

“Well, that would seem like the right thing to do,” I said.

Kristy rushed inside, and I was right behind her. I was so hot for her it was ridiculous. She leads me to her bedroom, and we start to kiss with an urgency that tells me how much she wants this. I want it too; this is more than Sally’s new kink at play. She unzipped my pants and freed my hard-on as I tugged at the buttons of her blouse. She starts to drop to her knees, but I pull her back to her feet.

“You first this time,” I said.

Kristy stepped back and unzipped her skirt, revealing her lacy underwear. I step forward again, but she raises a hand to stop me. She starts teasing me with a slow unbuttoning of her top, revealing a bra that matches her panties.

Unclipping the bra and throwing it aside, she makes a show of pinching and teasing her nipples before rolling her panties down her legs and kicking them in my direction, before sitting on the edge of the bed. She spreads her legs to give me a clear view of her pussy. I drop to my knees in front of her and begin kissing and caressing her legs. I don’t rush to her pussy, and I can sense her impatience.

“Mmmm,” she sighs, “come on.”

I reach her pussy and begin gently licking her pussy. She lets out a moan, and I stop again for thirty seconds, testing her patience. When I start going again, I tongue her pussy slowly, ignoring her clit for the moment. I take my hands and run them along her legs. Her legs are smooth as silk.

“Your pussy tastes so good, “I say quickly before getting straight back to the job at hand.

With Kristy’s low moans encouraging me, I move my attention to her clit, rolling my tongue around it as she pushes herself up into my face. With my middle finger, I began to rub up and down her pussy until her juices were flowing, and she was super wet. Slowly, I slid two fingers into her pussy and crooked them in a come-hither motion to stimulate her G-spot. All the while, gently flicking my tongue over her engorged clit.

“Oh my fucking god,” she shouts, her voice raspy and her breathing rapid, “yes, that’s it.”

Whatever she said next might as well have been in an entirely different language, because it was unintelligible. All I know is that, in whatever language it may be, it means that someone is enjoying themselves. A lot. She came so hard, and all her pussy juices poured over my face. She screamed at the top of her lungs in pure ecstasy. As she came like a woman should, I continued to pleasure her, letting it run and run, until she finally begged me to fuck her.

“Get up here and fuck me,” she groaned, “I’m not waiting a minute longer for your cock.”

I stood up to unzip my pants, standing in front of Kristy, stroking my cock with a casual smile.

“Have I told you how big your cock is?” Kristy asked me.

“Yep,” I said, “a couple of nights ago, just before you gave me a fantastic blow job, as I recall.”

“I spent a lot of time thinking about that,” she said, “did you fuck Sally afterwards?”

“I did,” I said, “right after telling her all about how good your blow job was.”

“Mmmmm,” Kristy let out a sigh, “you are a lucky man, and she is a wonderful woman. I think we need to spend more time together.”

“Should I call her to come over now?” I asked, “She should be home from work by now.”

“Next time,” Kristy said, “I don’t want to wait any longer.”

I stepped towards the bed as Kristy moved further up the bed, before spreading her legs, and then with two fingers, deftly parting her lips for me. With my hands on her knees, I slowly guided my cock into her pussy. She was tight, but very wet, and gasped slightly as I started to fill her.

“Go easy, stud,” she whispered, “I haven’t had anyone that big down there in a while.”

“But you have had someone this big before?” I asked curiously.

“Yes,” she gasped as I slid further, “but I can’t remember what box I packed him in, so I’ve had to resort to seducing neighbours.”

We both giggled, and the slight relaxation it caused let me slide right in.

“Oh fuck, that’s so good,” Kristy sighed, and I leaned forward to kiss her, rocking my hips gently, fucking her slowly as we kissed. She placed her hands on my shoulders and pulled me in closer, her hips now working in concert with mine. Her pussy was like a glove around my cock, and I revelled in her tightness and her enjoyment. I could have fucked her all night like this, sensual and gentle. Her soft moans filled my ears like sweet soul music. Right up until she squeezed my shoulders hard, digging her nails right in, and staring fiercely into my eyes.

“This is good,” she gasped at me, “Oh so fucking good, but I need you to fuck me hard and fast right now.”

I looked at her blankly, unsure why she wasn’t enjoying it. Kristy sensed my uneasiness and immediately put me at ease.

“I want to be fucked like you can’t wait to fuck me,” she said, pinching my nipple as she did, “I want you to fuck me like I’ve been the only woman you’ve been thinking of since you saw me. I want to feel like I’m irresistible.”

“You are,” I said, “I’ve wanted you since I saw you.”

“Good,” she said raggedly, “so fuck me like you cannot wait a moment longer.”

She bit my ear, and I sprang into action, raising myself to my knees and pulling her ankles up over my shoulders. I started to thrust hard, plunging deep and hard into her tight pussy.

“I’ve wanted this so long,” I grunted, “I’ve dreamed about fucking you.”

“Faster,” Kristy gasped, “harder.”

I slammed my hips forward, grunting with each thrust as Kristy shouted at me to go faster and harder. As I pushed her legs back further, I felt myself go deeper and deeper. As we fucked furiously, Kristy encouraged me to fill her pussy with my spunk, and let me know in no uncertain terms that I was the most enormous cock she had ever fucked.

“I’m coming,” she shouted at me, “keep going.”

I felt her pussy twitch and tighten around my cock as I squeezed her arse cheeks and held my cock deep inside of her, enjoying the sound of her voice while she came, along with the feel of her pussy on my cock.

“Fill me,” she sighed, “I want to have all of it.”

With three quick thrusts, I was coming, a massive, ball-emptying load of spunk.

“Oh, fuck,” I grunted, “that was so good. You are amazing.”

I collapsed onto the bed beside her, and we kissed before lying back and panting, both of us needing to catch our breath.

“When can we do it again?” Kristy asked me, “Did you mean it when you said Sally would join us?”

“Sally definitely wants to join us,” I said, “is that something you want to do?”

“I left my husband because he was sexually unadventurous,” Kristy said quietly, “I wanted to sleep with women. I wanted to have a threesome. He didn’t want any of it, so I went and got it myself.”

“Do you always get what you want?” I asked her as I rested my hand on her abdomen.

“I just got what I wanted then,” she smiled as she stretched like a cat, “so I guess so. Now, why don’t you go home and tell Sally how much you enjoyed fucking me?”

I reached for my phone and tapped out a message to Sally.

“That’s a good idea,” I said as I got up and found my clothes.

“What did you tell her?” Kristy asked.

“I told her that my cock will taste of you,” I said, “and that she should be ready to suck it in just a few minutes.”

“That’s so hot,” Kristy said, “Hey, I have to go away for a work trip next week, the boys are going to their Dads. Can we pick this up when I get back?”

“Totally,” I said, “but don’t forget to message.”

I kissed her and left, both of us looking forward to the next time.


Chapter Four




I walked in through the kitchen door to the sound of music playing in the lounge. Sally stood in the lounge in some silk pyjama shorts and a shirt unbuttoned, just barely covering her tits. She kisses me quickly and sharply before breaking off to question me.

“Was she good?” Sally asked.

“Very,” I told her, “she has a very tight pussy, and she loves to have it filled.”

Sally kneels in front of me, her hand slowly rubbing up my thigh until she starts to rub the bulge in my pants. I pull down my shorts, letting out my hard cock still slick with Kristy’s and mine juices.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, “I can smell her on you.”

“You can taste her too,” I said as she grabbed my cock firmly, stroking it as she guided it into her mouth.

Sally slowly puts her lips around my cock and licks and sucks Kristy’s juices off me. Sally gives great head, and it’s even better when I’ve only just finished fucking someone else. I know the next time it happens will be instantaneous, my cock will go straight from Kristy’s pussy to Sally’s mouth and vice versa. I also know that they’ll bypass my cock completely and lick each other. I let out a low groan of anticipation.

“She likes being fucked hard,” I tell Sally, “she loves it fast and hard.”

Sally looks up at me, letting my cock fall out of her mouth for a moment.

“Show me,” she commands.

I pull her up to her feet, turn her around and bend her over the armrest of the sofa. She’s wet and open as I push my cock in and start fucking her hard from behind. She is screaming each time I thrust my cock into her. With both of my hands on her tits, I pinch her nipples as I pump her hard and fast.

“Fast like this,” I said, “she loved it like you do.

I moved one hand to her clit, rolling in a circular motion as Sally moaned louder and louder, pushing back hard onto my cock.

“Fuck me,” she yells as I pound her, “fuck me like you fuck your other women.”

I can tell she is enjoying it when she starts mentioning the others. It seems like we’ve been fucking all night, but in all likelihood, it was just a few minutes.

A few minutes was all it needed, because suddenly she was having an intense orgasm, her body shaking uncontrollably while she screamed and moaned loudly. I hope Kristy can hear us. I grab her by the hips and pull her onto my dick forcefully.

“Do you like getting fucked hard?” I ask her.

“Yes, fuck me hard, “ she responds, “I want you to fuck me just like Kristy.”

“I’m coming,” I grunt, “Fuck.”

I shoot big ropes of spunk into Sally’s pussy. I know I’ve filled her. Less than an hour from filling Kristy, my spunk is leaking out of Sally’s pussy while my cock is still in her.

“It’s dripping out of my pussy,” she says happily, “I wish Kristy were here to lick it out.”

We collapsed, both of us, naked, out of energy, sweaty, and lay on the couch, cuddled up next to each other, closed our eyes and fell asleep spooning on the couch.

Epilogue

I find myself daydreaming at work plenty these days. Mainly thinking about the new adventures that Sally and I have embarked on, firstly with Lana, and now with Kristy. I fantasise about what’s next, and who. While my mind races with possibilities, I think about what I can do for Sally. How can I take things to an even higher level for her?

Today, while I was sitting, trying to concentrate on my work, my messenger app interrupted me. Kristy had created a message group for Sally, her and me. In a cute moment, she’d labelled it: Neighbours with Benefits. I opened it to read the first message.

Hello Sally and Mike, I thought we shouldn’t go without a bit of fun while I’m away. I’ll post some pics here, and hopefully you both do too. Hotter the better. Nothing is off limits for me, so let’s have some fun while I’m away and when I get back. I’ll start with the bikini I intend to wear at the hotel pool.

Kiss Kiss

Kristy.
 

The picture she sent was definitely not safe for work—Kristy in a tiny white string bikini. The top barely contains her boobs.

Before I can respond, Sally has sent through a picture of her from our last holiday, in a slightly more modest bikini, but still sexy as hell.

I respond with heart emojis to both, then message back that I love this idea, but I have to work. Perhaps they could save it for later.

It’s going to be a long day.


Book 3: Rules Of Engagement


Chapter One

Sally was down in our gym working out when I got home from work. When I say gym, it’s just a large room that was added to the house before we bought it. With the kids at college, we didn’t really know what to do with it until Sally had the great idea of turning it into a gym. We were both regular gym users, going four to five times a week. We used our home gym even more and found a lot of fun teasing each other while working out together. More than one weight session had turned into an impromptu naked cardio session. I popped my head in to see how she was going.

“Hey,” I said, “you’re looking great. I’ll join you as soon as I change.”

“Sure thing,” Sally smiled, wiping her face with a towel before she kissed me, “I’ve only got a few sets left, but then I was going to hop on the rower.”

“Great,” I said, “I’ll be back soon.”

“Have you looked at Kristy’s messages today?” She asked me as I turned to leave.

“No,” I smiled, “I can’t risk it at work, I was going to have a look now.”

“Do that,” Sally smiled, “but I warn you, they are smoking. I hope you can work out with a hard on.”

I smiled and went to get changed into some workout gear. Once I was ready to work out, I sat on the edge of our bed to scroll through the photos.

In the first one, Kristy was sitting on her hotel balcony wearing nothing but a cover-up, which covered very little. The thin white cotton caught the light, making it virtually see-through. There was a series of shots, and in most of them, I could clearly see her nipples or her pussy. In one shot, she was flashing her cleanly shaven pussy at the camera. I assumed she had some sort of tripod set up, or a selfie stick.

The following pictures were of someone else, and not necessarily taken with a tripod; they were a touch shaky and at an angle, though I could completely understand why. They were of a woman wearing only a maid’s apron, legs spread and fingering herself with her boobs spilling from each side of her apron. I’m unsure of whether she was genuinely the maid or whether she and Kristy were just involved in some fun role-play. Then I wondered why it even mattered. This was a very sexy picture being sent to Sally and me by my lover. Don’t overthink it, Mike.

The maid had light brown skin, brown eyes, and dark hair. I assume she was Filipino because that’s where Kristy’s conference was. Her tits were round and globular, and she had huge areoles.

Next in the set was a video, and I’m immediately intrigued. I put in my earphones and hit play. The phone must be propped on a table as it takes up most of the room. The maid is cleaning and tidying up. Kristy walks into the shot and whispers something to her before reaching around and fondling her boobs. She begins to lick, suck and kiss the maid’s ear and neck as the maid tilts her head back, enjoying the attention. Kristy gently tilts and turns the maid’s head towards her and kisses her, all the while leading her towards the bed. The maid removes her top to reveal a lacy bra, possibly a size too small for her enormous tits. Kristy kisses the tops of her tits while she undoes her bra and lets her tits spill free. As she sucked on one nipple, she lifted her skirt and rubbed her pussy through her underwear. The maid unzips her skirt before Kristy pulls her onto the bed. The two women make out on the bed, Kristy pulls off her cover-up, and they come together again. It’s an intensely erotic scene, and I can tell that both women are enjoying themselves a lot.

The maid starts sucking on Kristy’s nipples as she moans loudly and pulls the maid’s head down onto her chest.

“Fuck, yes,” Kristy says as the maid works her way down Kristy’s abdomen, spreading her legs as she reaches her pussy. Kristy writhes in pleasure as the maid’s tongue explores her, holding the maid’s dark hair to keep her in precisely the right spot. With each lash of the maid’s tongue, Kristy’s breathing gets heavier. I see her body tense as she orgasms. It seems like she will go on forever, with the maid showing no sign of stopping and seeming to enjoy giving as much as Kristy enjoyed receiving.

Finally, the maid pauses, looking up at Kristy, both women grinning at each other. The maid stands up on the bed and removes her panties, revealing a smooth, shaven pussy. She drops her panties onto Kristy’s face, and Kristy makes a show of sniffing them before pulling her down onto her and passionately kissing her, tongues dancing in each other’s mouths. Kristy rolls the maid onto her back, eager to lick her pussy. Kristy licks with intent, then puts a finger into the maid, then another and another. I grunt as I realise she’s got three fingers in this woman’s tight pussy. The maid is getting louder and louder as she starts cumming and squirts all over the bed and Kristy’s face.

The two women are spent, but Kristy turns to wink at the camera.

The video ends, and I’m sitting on my bed with a massive hard-on. Fortunately, I know exactly what to do. I head back to the gym where Sally is finishing up her workout.

I walk in quietly and sit on a bench, taking the time to look at Sally’s toned legs and enjoy her sweaty form. She looks fantastic when she’s working out, especially in those tight shorts and a grey sports bra. As she finishes her set, she walks towards me, smiling slyly.

“Hot video, huh?” She said, “Our girl, Kristy, is quite the dark horse.”

She sits down and straddles me; her nipples are hard, almost poking through her sports bra.

“It was good,” I said, “I wish we could have been there.”

I begin to caress her nipples; they get harder as Sally grinds her pussy against my thigh.

“So you could fuck the maid, or Kristy?” Sally asked me, a wicked grin on her face.

“I think either would be nice,” I said, “so I would have let you choose.”

“Hmm, tough choice,” Sally replied, “that maid was pretty damn hot.”

“She was,” I said, “and if I think about it, I’ve already fucked Kristy, so I’d choose the maid.”

“It’s a numbers game now, is it?” Sally smacked me playfully.

“Just want to have a better range of stories to tell you, my darling,” I shot back.

“Good point,” she said, “and for the record, I would have chosen the maid too. Kristy lives next door, we can fuck her any time.”

We laughed as Sally continued to grind her pussy on my thigh and rub my cock with her hand.

“Stand up and pull your shorts down,” she commanded, dropping to her knees in front of the bench.

I pull down my shorts, and my rock-hard cock springs out. Sally wastes no time, first licking the underside of my shaft, then moving to the top. She flicks her tongue around my head, doing everything but putting my cock in her mouth.

“That feels amazing,” I say, “but…”

“Hold your horses,” she says abruptly, “even cocks need foreplay.”

Despite her teasing, she begins to suck the tip of my cock, giving my head plenty of attention before taking my whole length into her mouth, sucking slowly and gently. Her tongue is moving around my shaft. A shiver goes through my body as she plays with my balls. Sally usually likes to suck me quickly, but tonight is the slowest, most sensual blow job she has ever given me.

I can’t hold back anymore.

“I’m coming,” I say.

Sally just looks up at me and nods imperceptibly. I could see the smile in her eyes as I came so hard I thought I might have hurt her. She let my cock out of her mouth after the first shot, grabbing my cock and continuing to pull it, guiding my next ropes of spunk onto her tits. While she is still on her knees, she rubs my spunk over her chest, then puts her fingers in her mouth, while looking up at me. She looked beautiful there, covered in my spunk, smiling like she’d just gone out for ice cream.


Chapter Two




Kristy had returned from her conference, and Sally had arranged for the three of us to go out to dinner at our favourite local bistro. My preference had been a quiet night in for the three of us, but Sally had organised it before I’d had any input. It shouldn’t matter too much as it’s only a short walk away, so if things go to plan, we’ll be home before we know it.

I walked into the ensuite while Sally was finishing her makeup.

She was wearing a short, dark blue sundress with spaghetti straps. It showed her toned shoulders and curves nicely. Of course, it showed her legs off as well, and I suddenly felt that dinner could wait. I walk up behind her, wrap my arms around her waist, and begin kissing her neck. She grabs my hands and guides them down her legs; the material of her dress feels soft and silky. I press my hard cock into her.

“Mmmm, that’s nice,” Sally purred, “do you think we’ve got time before Kristy arrives?”

“Only one way to find out,” I groan as she guides my hands to her pussy, and I gently rub her clit under her dress. Sally moans and holds my hand in place. As I slipped a finger into her wet slit, the doorbell rang.

“Fuck,” Sally cursed the timing.

“Great timing, Kristy,” I mutter, “we can let her wait a minute, surely?”

“You open the door, while I finish my makeup,” Sally tells me, “We can finish this later, maybe with Kristy. I’ll be ready in ten minutes.”

I opened the door, and my jaw dropped. Her hair was slightly curled, and she had this white sundress with ruffles at the bottom. The dress shows off her legs and her cleavage, and I had to stop myself from grabbing her right there. Her tits looked fuller and tanner. In fact, her whole body seemed nicely tanned, offsetting the dress’s white.

“Are you going to say something or invite me in?” She asked.

“Come in,” I said, “you look great.”

She brushed past me, her heels clicking on the tiles of our hall. Kristy leaned closer to me and kissed me as she guided my hand to her pussy. She isn’t wearing any underwear, and I put one finger into her pussy, probing her wetness. As we hear Sally’s footsteps, we stop.

“Don’t let me interrupt,” Sally purrs, “or at least let me join in.”

Sally hugs Kristy, reaching up to kiss her cheek. I wonder how I’m going to control myself at dinner.

“Let’s start walking,” I said, “I’m getting hungry.”

The walk to the restaurant took longer than usual, because Sally or Kristy would stop to kiss me or tease me. As hungry as I was, I could happily take a lot longer to get there if this was what was involved. We are regulars at this restaurant, and the staff know us, but it raised an eyebrow or two when we asked for a table for three. We are seated, with Sally beside me, and Kristy across from us. We order a bottle of wine, and start chatting, laughing and having a great time.

While we talk, I caress Sally’s leg, she opens her legs, allowing me to move my hand to her pussy. I gently massage her pussy as I feel her juices flow. Initially, she tries to keep the conversation going, but Kristy knows what is occurring. She gave us both a huge, knowing smile.

“His fingers are so good,” Sally tells Kristy, “so are mine. I can’t wait to show you.”

Sally gives my ear a little kiss, and I’m rock hard. Suddenly, Kristy’s foot is on my leg, while Sally is rubbing my cock through my pants. They both smile as Sally unzips my pants and pulls my cock out. Suddenly, Kristy has her feet wrapped around my hard cock under the table. I try so hard to keep my body still while Kristy is wanking my cock with her feet. I don’t want to draw any attention, but I slide my left hand up Kristy’s leg and the other hand up towards Sally’s pussy and begin to rub her clit in a circular motion.

“This could be a problem,” I say to both women.

“How so?” asks Sally.

“I want to fuck you both right now,” I groan, “but our meals are on the way. I can’t do both.”

I guess we have to wait until we get home,” Kristy says, “can you wait, Sally?”

The server was on her way to our table with our meals, causing Kristy and Sally to stop playing with my cock. Sally tries to push my cock back into my pants, but it’s too inflexible, so she gives up, leaving it out under the table.

Our waitress, Candy, placed our mains in front of us. She is young, beautiful, with wavy shoulder-length chestnut brown hair, sparkling emerald eyes, and an even tan. Sally has talked me to orgasm after many meals at this restaurant with the thought of fucking Candy. Sweet, sweet, Candy. I sit and think about whether it might happen now that Sally and I are turning fantasy to reality, and my cock twinges even more. Then again, I shouldn’t be greedy; I’m already fucking two of the most beautiful women in the restaurant. I smile at Candy, and she smiles back, with a wink. Does she know what’s been happening under the table?

We struggled to focus on dinner, and nobody did anything to dial the situation down. Sally kept me hard with her hand, and Kristy would rub my cock with her foot. Once we finished our meal, Kristy moved to sit next to Sally, apparently to make conversation easier. I place my hand on Sally’s thigh, slowly moving it up to her pussy, sliding a finger in and enjoying her shiver as she grabs Kristy’s thigh, looking at her questioningly.

“The answer is yes,” Kristy says, “to whatever the question is?”

Kristy takes Sally’s hand and guides it to her pussy.

“That’s it, finger my pussy,” Kristy gasps slightly.

“I haven’t ever fucked anyone in public,” says Sally, “it’s so good.”

“It’s the best,” says Kristy, “the thrill of wondering who knows.”

“What if we get caught?” asks Sally.

“We won’t,” said Kristy, “but what if we did? I’d like Candy to catch me, wouldn’t you?”

Sally groaned as quietly as she could as I finger fucked her steadily. She is very wet; it feels like everyone can hear the sound of my fingers in her pussy.

Kristy lets out a sigh as she, too, tries to hide her moans of pleasure while Sally fingers her. I kiss Sally so she doesn’t get too loud. She is moving her hips to fuck my fingers as I feel her breathing faster. Her pussy clamps around my fingers, and her body begins to shake. As Sally is coming hard on my hand, I look across the restaurant and make eye contact with our waitress, Candy. I smile, and she smiles back, knowingly, as Sally comes down from her orgasm.

“That was amazing,” she tells me as she turns to whisper in Kristy’s ear, “you now.”

I sat back and watched my two beautiful lovers make out. I can’t see it, but I know Sally is fingering Kristy’s pussy. I can tell from the way Kristy is gripping the table and kissing Sally. Her orgasm is intense, but muffled. I look around to see if anyone is aware of what is happening at our table, but all I see is Candy, staring and biting her lip. As Kristy catches her breath, she smiles at us both. Sally licks her fingers, sighing contentedly.

“Your pussy tastes so good,” she told Kristy, “can I take you home and lick it?”

“Good idea,” I say, “I’ll go and sort out the bill. Meet you outside.”

We compose ourselves, and Sally and Kirsty head outside to wait for me as I walk towards the front counter.

“Did you enjoy your meal?” Candy asked me with a knowing smile and a wink.

“Everything was perfect,” I said, “thank you, Candy.”

Candy processed my payment, and I left a cash tip for her. She smiled again, and I could swear she was flirting with me.

“If you need dessert delivered,” she said with a devilish smile, “call me.”

I went outside to meet Kristy and Sally with a massive smile on my face.


Chapter Three




“Finally, I get to fuck Kristy,” Sally says to me as we reach our house, “I can’t wait for this, Kristy.”

“I can’t wait, either,” Kristy says, “how have we taken this long?”

“Well, you went away,” I said, “but at least you got to fuck that maid.”

“I have to confess, Mike,” Kristy says, “she didn’t really work at the hotel; she was one of my work colleagues.”

“She was smoking hot,” Sally said with a husky voice, “I’ve been thinking about you and her a lot.”

“I hope it was more me than her,” Kristy said as she cuddled up to Sally, “but I could probably introduce you sometime.”

“Maybe we could send her a video of us two,” Sally said.

“Yes,” Kristy said, “but tonight should be an undressed rehearsal.”

We laughed as I followed the two women through to our bedroom. They stopped to kiss at the doorway, and in a flash, both of their dresses were on the floor, and they were wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed against each other as their passion took over.

I join them at the doorway, but I’m reluctant to interrupt them, my two lovers, now finally coming together, both of them uninhibited by any strangers.

Sally reached out to me with her hand, drawing me in closer, and soon I’m kissing the back of her neck, my hard cock rubbing through my pants onto her pert arse.

“Why is he still wearing clothes?” Kristy asks, “We need that cock out and on display.”

“Get on the bed,” I instructed, “and I’ll show you what you two have done.”

Kristy and Sally lie down on the bed, still kissing and teasing each other, but with an eye on me. I kick off my shoes, then slowly unbutton my shirt.

“The teasing was done at the restaurant, Mike,” Sally says, “if you want to join us, get moving; otherwise, sit in the chair and watch.”

With a newfound urgency, I unzipped my pants and pulled them down, letting my hard cock spring free.

“Your husband has a beautiful cock,” Kristy said, “do you mind if I suck it?”

“I’d like to see that,” Sally smiled, “he raved about your blowjob the other night.”

“I like giving head,” Kristy smiled, “so I’ve had plenty of practice.”

“Practice makes perfect,” Sally groaned as she watched Kristy drop to her knees in front of me and take my cock into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm, fuck that’s good,” I groaned as I watched Sally finger herself while her eyes were locked on Kristy’s head, bobbing up and down on my cock.

“You are really good at that, Kristy,” Sally purred, “but don’t let him come, I want him to fuck us both first.”

Kristy pulls her mouth from my cock, and long strings of precum stretch from her lips to my head. As quick as a shot, Sally is on her knees beside Kristy, and licking my head, as they both clean me up.

“I thought you didn’t want me to come, Sal,” I groaned, “if you keep this up, I’m going to shower you both.”

“Mmmmm, fuck, yes please,” Kristy groaned.

“No, not yet,” Sally commanded, “come on, our guest needs cock.”

Sally pushed me back slightly and took Kristy by the hand, leading her back to the bed. Sally lay back on the bed and opened her legs, inviting Kristy to taste her. It’s the only invitation Kristy needs, and before I know it, she has dived in and started to lick Sally’s pussy. Lapping with long, slow strokes of her tongue as if she was enjoying an ice-cream or a lollipop. Sally let out a large sigh each time Kristy’s tongue ran along her slit, and my cock quivered every time I heard her. I moved behind Kristy, teasing her by sliding my finger only one knuckle deep, then turning it, but going no deeper. She tries to push her arse back towards me, but I’m too quick. I pull back and hear her moan into Sally’s pussy.

While she feels frustrated by me, she is still intent on giving Sally the time of her life. I move to the side a little, where I can see Kristy licking and sucking Sally’s engorged clit while stretching her tight hole with three fingers.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Sally shouts, “you’re filling me, oh fuck.”

“Is it too much?” Kristy stopped momentarily to ask.

“Fuck no,” Sally yelled, “keep going. Mike, are you fucking Kristy or just standing around?”

I stammered, caught out teasing, instead of delivering.

“Just put your cock in me already,” Kristy commanded, “I need to be fucked.”

She looks around at me as I grab her hips firmly and slam my hard cock into her pussy. She is wetter than earlier and her pussy expands around my throbbing cock as I start fucking her like there is no tomorrow.

“Oh, Fuck yes,” she shouts before returning to pleasuring Sally.

I can tell from Sally’s breathing that she is about to cum.

“Oh, right there,” she pants, “don’t stop, keep going, fuck I’m going to come so hard.”

Within seconds, her body is shaking violently as she is having an intense orgasm, almost off the Sally scale. She squirts on Kristy’s face, and Kristy laps her juices hungrily. As Sally comes down from her orgasm, she looks at me and smiles while I pound Kristy from behind. I feel like I’m pretty close to my own orgasm.

“Put her on her back, Mike,” Sally commands, “fuck her missionary.”

I love it when Sally takes command, whether it’s just the two of us or with a third. It’s a whole other dimension of fucking. I smiled and nodded my head, grunting as I flipped her onto her back. Sally lies beside her, kissing her and playing with her nipples. I stand above her, pulling my cock and rubbing it against her clit, before sliding it into her wet pussy. I leaned back and started to thrust upwards, hitting her G-spot hard as she gasped and got even wetter.

“Oh fuck,” she screamed, “that’s it.”

Sally sucks on Kristy’s left breast as she starts playing with her clit.

“This is so fucking amazing,” yells Kristy, “you two are, ohhhh.”

Hearing a compliment like that, and having been teased all night, I didn’t think I could hold back much longer.

“In her or on her?” I ask Sally, then to Kristy, “Where do you want me to come?”

“In her,” Sally says.

“Yes,” Kristy gasps, “fill my cunt, Mike.”

Before I can fulfil their wishes, Kristy beats me to it.

“Oh Fuck yes, yes, yes,” she yells as she bucks her hips up into me and her pussy clenches tightly around my cock. I grunt loudly as I explode into her, shooting multiple loads into her pussy. It feels like the biggest load I’ve ever come, filling her up, like I was twenty again. I collapse beside both women as I recover.

“That was the best fucking I have had in ages,” Kristy smiled, “it really helps having an extra pair of hands, and nothing beats eating pussy while you get fucked from behind.”

“We aim to please,” I said, “don’t we, Sal?”

“Of course,” Sally smiled, “and Kristy, you are a wonder with your tongue, you said you were good at sucking cock, you never mentioned how good you were at eating pussy.”

“I don’t like to brag,” Kristy says with a smile, “but once again, I like to practice.”

Sally is casually playing with Kristy’s spunk-filled pussy, and makes a small show of licking her fingers. She wasn’t petite or elegant, leaving smears of spunk around her lips. It was sexy as hell.

“His come tastes so good from your pussy,” Sally said, “I think it’s my new favourite thing.”

Kristy licks Sally’s face to clean it up, before taking her finger and smearing some more on her and Sally’s face.

“He does have pretty tasty spunk,” Kristy says, “and I think it tasted better out of my pussy. I think I need to taste it out of yours next time, for comparison.

“Yes,” Sally said, “we need to do more comparison.”


Chapter Four




I wake up with a massive morning hard-on. I’m not sure if it’s just regular morning wood or the effect of Sally and Kristy’s mouths. As I slowly open my eyes, my first sight is the vision of Sally and Kristy licking and sucking my cock.

“Well, look who is finally awake,” says Sally, “hello, sleepyhead.”

“I thought we might have to fuck him to wake him,” Kristy said, “rise and shine.”

“I can go back to sleep if you want me to do that,” I say, reaching towards them, “you are both dream lovers.

“That would involve us doing all the work while you sleep,” Sally said, “so that’s a hard no, but now that you’re awake, we can have some fun.”

“So you two weren’t having fun without me?” I asked, wondering how late it was.

Sally came and lay beside me, while Kristy continued her blowjob practice, licking, stroking and sucking my cock like the master that she is. Sally rubs my chest as I get harder in Kristy’s mouth, her breath on my neck as she watches Kristy suck my cock.

“Kristy fingered me before you woke up,” she told me, “four times I came, and you slept right through, you must have been tired.”

“I’m sorry I missed it,” I said, “next time, I’ll set an alarm.”

I kiss Sally, and Kristy leaves my cock and kisses her way up my torso until she is sucking on one of my nipples. I feel her pussy grinding on my thigh, her wetness lubricating her motion. Sally starts stroking my hard cock, and I feel like I could come right there.

“I want to eat your pussy, Kristy,” Sally says, “Mike can wait for his orgasm.”

Kristy immediately lies down on the bed beside me, and within seconds, Sally’s face is buried in Kristy’s pussy. Her tongue swiftly moves along her slit and probes into her hole.

“You taste so good,” Sally moaned, “so damn good.”

I lie back and watch as Sally pleases our lover, alternating action with her fingers and tongue. She is a master at pleasuring women and men, and I suddenly wonder whether she would like another man, the same way she has encouraged me to be with other women. I make a mental note to bring it up with her, although I imagine if it were something she wanted, she would say so. After all, she hasn’t been at all backward in encouraging me to pursue first Lana, and now Kristy. I think for a moment about what I would feel about Sally with another man, and then I look at her licking and eating Kristy’s pussy, and I realise nothing matters now. We love each other, and we love each other being happy. We’ll always come back to each other.

As I watch Sally pleasuring Kristy, I see that Sally’s pert arse is pointing up in the air, and a thought hit me. I knelt behind Sally, spreading her arse cheeks and exposing her pink puckered arsehole and her pussy.

“Mmmm,” I hear Sally groan as she feels my breath on her pussy, “yes.”

I roll my tongue around her cute, puckered rosebud, and I hear her squeal with delight, before I put my tongue into her pussy, probing deeply while I rub her clit. I enjoy the unmistakable sounds of pleasure both women are making, Kristy’s loud and clear, Sally’s muffled by the fact that her face is buried in Kristy’s pussy. Both are breathing fast, and I can tell they’re getting close.

Kristy grabs the sheets as her body tenses and screams at the top of her lungs.

“Oh, Oh, Oh,” she screams repeatedly, wrapping her legs around Sally’s head, and holding her mouth on her pussy, “fuck, fuck, fuck.”

Sally’s body shakes as she soaks my face, and screams her pleasure into Kristy’s pussy. Kristy finally releases Sally from her grip, unable to take any more pleasure, and Sally finally gets to scream at the top of her lungs as she rides wave after wave of orgasm.

“Oh fuck, Mike,” she panted, “oh fuck that is so good.”

As Things calm, Sally slips off the bed, turning and kissing me, tasting herself on my lips, hungrily enjoying the aftermath of our pleasure. With Sally and me at the foot of the bed, Kristy came down and looked down on us, smiling.

“Mike still needs to come,” Kristy smiled, “if he’s got any left after last night?”

“He always seems to have one more in him,” Sally said, “he’s still rock hard.”

“God, he’s always hard,” Kristy said, “you’re such a lucky woman, Sally.”

“You share my good fortune now,” Sally said, “we’ve usually played a lot further from home. You were too good to turn down.”

“There are quite a few hot looking people in this street,” Kristy said, “I don’t know how you’ve been so disciplined.”

“It wasn’t discipline,” Sally said, “it was the worry that someone would say no, and the whole street would think I was some kind of depraved slut.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being a depraved slut,” said Kristy, “especially when you are as hot as you are.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” Sally said as she kissed Kristy’s cheek, “there were also a few couples that we couldn’t quite get our heads around. Steve and Tania, for example.”

“I get that,” Kristy smiled, “I’d fuck Tania in a heartbeat, Steve’s let himself go.”

“Exactly,” Sally said, “it’s a tightrope.”

“We can sort something, I think,” Kristy said, “why don’t we start with Candy?”

My ears pricked up. Candy had been a long-term fantasy, and last night, it seemed like it might become real. Now, Kristy and Sally were openly discussing bringing her into our tryst.

“What do you think, Mike?” Sally asked, “Shall we invite Candy?”

I smiled, practically grunting a yes as my cock twitched again.

“There’s your answer, Babe,” Kristy giggled, “he wants her too. Stand up, Mike.”

I stood in front of them, Kristy on the bed, her mouth just inches from my cock, her lips looking so welcoming. Sally was looking up at us, her face blissful and content.

“Tell Mike who you want, Sal,” Kristy instructed, “and we can make it all happen. One glorious night at a time.”

Kristy licked around my head, just talking the tiniest part of it into her mouth. I groaned in pleasure and frustration.

“I want him to fuck Candy from the restaurant,” Sally started, “but then I need to fuck her, to eat that fresh young pussy. He can’t have all the fun.”

“Mmmmm,” Kristy murmured in agreement, “that’s so true.”

Kristy took more of my cock into her mouth, her tongue dancing around the underside.

“I want to fuck another man,” Sally said without warning, “maybe even with Mike watching.”

My cock twitched like crazy in Kristy’s mouth. I really loved that idea.

“He really wants that, too,” Kristy said, taking a moment’s break from sucking my cock, “don’t you, Mike?”

“Yes,” I groaned, “yes, do you have anyone in mind?”

“Nobody local,” Sally said, her breathing ragged and aroused again, “not the first time.”

“There’s nothing better than a cock in your mouth and your pussy, Sal,” Kristy said, “you should try that.”

“Ohhhh,” Sally moaned, “yes, we should try that, Mike.”

I grunted again, and this time Kristy took my cock right to the base. I felt like I could come at any time. Sally was busily fingering herself while looking up at Kristy delivering a blow job master class.

“I want to fuck Jackie at work,” I blurted out, thinking that this would add to the passion and excitement of the moment.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” Sally hissed, “don’t even think about fucking her.”

I looked at Sally with shock. Kristy also had a strange look, pausing my stroke on my cock.

“What?” I asked, confused.

“I’m sorry,” Sally said, “I shouldn’t have been so forceful. What I mean is I want to choose women for you, and I want them to be the women I want, too.”

“That is so hot,” Kristy whispered around my cock, “you are a lucky man, Mike.”

“I want to find you women,” Sally continued, “to help you seduce them, maybe even seduce them myself. Jackie is beautiful, but she’s your fantasy. I want our fantasies, like Kristy was.”

“Oh fuck yes,” I groaned, “that’s perfect. I love you, Sally.”

“I know,” she said, smiling up at me, “I love you too. Now let me see you come on our faces.”

Kristy giggled as she resumed sucking me with a force and urgency that had been missing earlier. I pushed my cock deeper into her mouth as I watched Sally furiously fucking herself with her two middle fingers. My balls tightened, and I barely had time to warn them.

“Oh fuck,” I grunted, “I’m…Uhh.”

My first load shot straight down Kristy’s throat, and she pulled back enough for my second to hit her cheek, leaving a runny smear of jizz rolling down her cheek like a tear. I gripped my cock and started to pull it, landing my next load on Sally’s face, and then just managing another, final, smaller load on her tits.

Kristy reached down over Sally’s shoulders, rubbing my spunk all over Sally’s tits as she pinched her nipples. Sally threw her head back and screamed as she came again, her whole body tensing in one brief, but intense moment of pleasure before she relaxed and slumped against the bed.

“That was beautiful, Sal,” Kristy sighed whimsically, “and fuck me, Mike, how much of this stuff do you produce? I’ve never been with a man who produces as much spunk as you do. You put most twenty-year-olds to shame.”

“You should have seen him when he was twenty,” Sally said, “he’s slowed down.”

The two women giggled as I stood above them, waving my cock, and trying to coax a little more for their entertainment.

“Stop that,” Sally said, “and go and make us a coffee. I need coffee.”

“Mmmm, me too,” said Kristy.

“Let’s get in the shower, Kristy,” Sally said, “then we’ll have our coffee.”

“And while we have our coffee,” Kristy said, “we can work out where to find you another man.”

Sally looked at me as if for approval, and I just smiled and nodded.

“That sounds like a good plan,” Sally said, “now that Mike and I have worked out our rules, this is going to be so good. Thank yo








Book Four: Good Things Come In Threes


Chapter One

‘

For the first time in weeks, I was nervous about sex. More particularly, I’m anxious about what would happen tonight. The hotel was stunning, and I tried to focus on the bar’s decor. It was all wood panelling and a giant chandelier. In the corner, a woman in a black cocktail dress played piano. We ordered some drinks and chatted. Sally looked smoking hot in a tight black dress, and her boobs were practically spilling out of the top. She looked amazing as always.

I leaned into her to smell her perfume and nuzzle into her neck.

“If he doesn’t arrive soon,” I groaned, “I’m going to take you back to the room and fuck you myself.”

“Relax,” she said, “he’s not even late yet. Be patient.”

“Is this seat taken?” A voice interrupted us.

It was Charles, I recognised him immediately from the pictures Kristy had sent. He was handsome, muscular; you could tell immediately that he worked out a lot. He had darker skin. Kristy had mentioned he had Spanish parents, but his accent was local. Sally leapt up immediately and introduced herself, before turning and introducing me.

I went to the bar to get us all drinks, letting him and Sally talk for a minute. When I returned, Charles backed off a bit, almost apologetic for appearing to chat up my wife. This was the plan, though, he and Sally had been messaging for days after Kristy had made the recommendation and introduction. Now it was face-to-face. 
We hit it off well, and as we talked, I found myself enjoying his company. He was a cool guy and someone I could easily be friends with. Sally appreciated his personality and his looks. It was easy for me to spot her arousal. When I returned from the bar with another round of drinks, Sally started rubbing her hand over my cock, I was rock hard. I knew she had her hand on Charles’s cock, too; she’d take her hand off my cock to sip her martini while giving me a sweet look. I knew that look. The look that told me we were about to go on another adventure in the bedroom.

“Should we head back to our hotel room?” Sally asked, “I think we’ve talked enough.”

It was alright by me, this was, after all, the plan. I’d offered Sally the opportunity to meet Charles on her own and to enjoy the same pleasures she had let me enjoy with Lana and Kristy. Sally had said she’d prefer both of us, and I was happy to grant her wish. It’s impossible to refuse a woman who grants your every desire. Now, we sat in this hotel bar, three people about to fulfil each other’s fantasies.

“I’d love to,” Charles said, “if it’s alright with both of you?”

“Everything Sally wants tonight,” I said, “let’s go.”

We were so excited to get back to the room that we left our drinks and raced towards the elevators. As we rode up to our floor, Charles and Sally were kissing passionately as I fingered her pussy. I’m so glad nobody else had gotten in the lift; none of us could have contained ourselves any longer.

As we burst into the room, Sally pulled the top of her dress down and exposed her perky tits. Charles and I sucked on a nipple each until she pushed us away and dropped to her knees.

“Come on, boys, don’t be shy,” she smiled up at us, “let me suck your cocks.”

I unzipped my pants, pulling my cock out for Sally to suck. Her mouth was so wet and warm, it felt incredible. Sally gives great head, and it’s even better when she’s excited. This was peak excitement. As she was sucking my cock, she reached over and grabbed Charles’s colossal cock. I’m big —I get that feedback reasonably regularly —but Charles was in another league. Sally stroked it as she continued to suck me. I could tell from the way Sally moaned around my cock that she was enjoying herself. She had a definite tell.

When she switched to sucking his cock, it really hit me what we were doing. I was loving seeing Sally take this monster cock as deep as she could. I was amazed at how much pleasure I got from seeing her pleasuring someone else.

Most of our friends, neighbours and colleagues know Sally as an innocent, straight-ahead wife. But for the past few months, she’s shown another side of herself to me, some now very close friends, and, of course, to Charles.

As she tried her best to take this massive cock I was getting so turned on that I needed to fuck her.

“I need to fuck you,” I groaned to Sally, “while you suck his massive cock.”

“Mmmmm,” I heard Sally groan her assent around Charles’s girth, as he nodded at me.

Sally moved onto the bed, peeling the rest of her dress off before getting onto all fours. With her arse in the air, I grabbed her hips and rubbed my cock around her pussy while she groaned.

Charles lay down in front of her and waved his monster hard-on around her face as she tried to catch it with her mouth. I watched this tease show for a second before I thrust my cock into her wet pussy.

“Oh fuck, Ooh,” she let out the sexiest little moan, before it was muffled by Charles’s head slipping into her mouth.

She arched her back as her lips slid up and down his shaft. I never knew I’d enjoy watching Sally suck cock. It was doubly enjoyable that she was doing it while being fucked by me, hearing her muffled moans as I was pistoning my cock in and out of her. I didn’t know how long I could last without coming, and I knew what she really wanted.

“You should fuck her, Charles,” I grunted at him, “you should stretch my wife’s tight pussy.”

The smile on Charles’s face told me that he was more than happy to oblige, and the louder moans and extra wetness of Sally’s pussy all but confirmed that this was a great idea.

I pulled out of Sally, and she spun around to reverse our position, her pussy facing our new friend. Charles got to his knees and rubbed his cock on Sally’s pussy lips. I could tell she was a little nervous. This was going to fill her, and she wasn’t sure how she would manage his size.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as he entered her, “Oh fuck, yes, fuck me, Charles.”

He started slow and gentle, letting Sally’s pussy adjust to his size. As she stretched and encouraged him, he got his rhythm down and began to really pound her as she started to suck my cock again. Sally’s moans vibrated on my cock. I knew I couldn’t last; this was too much. I knew Sally was close, too— the sounds and movements she made gave me every clue. Her body tensed, and my cock slipped out of her mouth as she screamed. Her orgasm reverberated around the whole room as she shook and bucked on Charles’s massive prick.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as she collapsed onto the bed, instructing us desperately, “Come on me, both of you.”

I knew I was ready to explode, and I assumed Charles was too. Sally reached up for our cocks, stroking them as we both groaned. Charles came first, painting her face and tits with his cum. The smile on his face was broad and happy as he used his own hand to milk out the last drops.

I came just as he was finishing, my load adding to the spunk all over her tits.

“Thank you, Charles,” Sally said as he smiled and nodded an acknowledgement, “I hope we can do this again.”

“I hope so, too,” said Charles as he started to collect his clothes.

Sally got to her knees and motioned to me to put my cock in her mouth again, draining every last drop, and working me to hardness again.

Charles dressed and left the room, shaking my hand and thanking me on the way out. It was an odd sensation, shaking hands with a man while Sally sucked my cock. An odd sensation that made me instantly hard again. As the door closed behind Charles, I was grabbing and putting her on her back, her legs over my shoulders as I plunged my hard again cock back into her.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Sally moaned, “I’ve been a slut, Mike. Punish me.”

I hadn’t heard Sally talk like that before, but it was new and exciting.

“Yes, you’re a slut,” I improvised, pounding my cock forcefully into her, “and you’ll need to be punished. Slut, Slut, Slut.”

Each time I plunged into her, I called her a slut, and each time she responded with a moan and shriek. Neither of us lasted long. Sally was writhing and coming on my cock quicker than ever, and with a final shout, I blew my load again, this time filling her stretched, well serviced pussy.

We collapsed on the bed, Sally covered and filled with come, smiling blissfully.

“Good?” I asked.

She nodded and smiled, still unable to speak.

“Do you want to do it again?” I asked, hoping desperately that she would say yes.

“With some changes,” she said cryptically.

“Such as?” I questioned.

“Maybe more men,” she said, “and there’s a couple of other things, but we can work them out as we go.”

I nodded and thought about my wife’s ever-evolving sexual energy.

“Don’t panic,” she reassured me, “you’ll get plenty of action. Now come and fuck me in the shower.”

I smiled as we headed to the shower together. I knew this was another great beginning.


Chapter Two




Other than messaging, we hadn’t had much chance to speak to Kristy about our hookup with Charles, much less thank her physically. We decided to head out to our favourite local for dinner, hopefully taking Kristy along.

Sally is wearing a loose-fitting top, a bikini top, and cut-off jeans. As we walk across to invite Kristy, I can see Steve down the street checking her out.

Kristy is out front of her house washing her car in a skimpy bikini and shorts. Very short shorts.

“Hello neighbours,” she says sweetly, “you look hot, Sally.”

“Thanks, Babe,” Sally said as they hugged and kissed like old friends —not lovers, “you look pretty damn hot yourself.”

This was a sexy sight. I looked again to see Steve staring at both women. He looked away guiltily when he saw he’d been spotted.

“Can you wash mine when you are done?” Sally asks Kristy.

“I’d rather wash you,” Kristy says suggestively, “I need to hear first hand about you two with Charles.”

“We’re heading out to dinner,” Sally replied, “do you want to come with and I’ll tell you all about it?”

“I need to take a conference call in about half an hour,” Kristy said, “just some work planning, maybe you two could come by for dessert?”

“Mmmmm,” Sally practically hummed, “could we have a little hint of what’s on the menu?”

“Come around behind the car,” Kristy said, “no point in giving the whole street a preview.”

Kristy undoes the string of her bikini and lets her tits drop out for Sally to see, then kisses her. As I walk to that side of the car, I see that Sally is fingering Kristy through the leg of her shorts. I’m instantly hard and start grinding my cock against Sally’s arse while I reach around and massage her tits.

I can’t believe that this is happening in our neighbour’s front yard.

I drop to my knees and start to rub Sally’s pussy through her cutoffs. I reach and finger Kristy’s pussy, working in unison with Sally as Kristy moaned quietly.

“Should I keep going?” I ask, “Or are we doing dessert before dinner these days?”

Kristy and Sally exchange a glance, one that says they don’t want to stop anytime soon.

“We need to get to our reservation,” Sally said in a disappointed tone, “Kristy has that call, we can swing by and finish what we started after dinner.”

“That felt great,” Kristy sighs, “I think I might need my toys to get me through this conference call.”

“Will you still need us?” Sally asked, almost despondent.

“Fuck, yes, Sal,” Kristy said, “I still need to hear about Charles, and to eat your pussy. I always need my Sally time.”

When we arrive at the restaurant, we are seated in Candy’s section, towards the back, in what now appears to be our regular table. We make silly small talk while we wait for Candy to arrive and take our drink order.

“Hi, welcome back,” she says sweetly, “I’ve been hanging out to see you both again. Just two tonight?”

I thought back to the last time we’d been here with Kristy, and the show that Candy had certainly seen. I knew she knew about us, and her offer of home-delivered dessert still stuck in my head.

Candy is stunning, with chestnut hair, green eyes, tanned skin, and a fit, firm body. Tonight she’s wearing tight, black pants that highlight her arse and the restaurant’s shirt, which is struggling to contain her ample breasts.

“Just us two tonight,” Sally said, “but Kristy is expecting us for dessert, unless we get tempted by something on the menu here.”

Watching my wife come on to this beautiful creature was a thing of beauty. I felt all three of us get instantly hotter and tenser. Candy bit her lip as her nipples tried to bore their way through her cotton shirt.

“I think our desserts might tempt you,” Candy leaned forward and said huskily, “but the best desserts are usually eaten naked, back in bed at home.”

“I’m Sally,” Sally said breathlessly, “this is my husband Mike. We would love to share dessert with you one night.”

“I’d like that very much,” Candy said, “can I get you two a drink?”

Candy takes our drink order and heads to another table to check things are alright before heading to the bar to get our drinks. Sally turns to me, smiling proudly.

“I think you just about seduced her,” I told her, “that was amazing to watch.”

“Was it too forward?” Sally asked, “I don’t want to scare her off.”

“I don’t think you scared her,” I told her, “but she might enjoy seeing more of what we showed her when Kristy was with us.”

“Maybe if we show her a bit?” Sally mused as she loosened her bikini top to the point that her tits were nearly falling out of them.

When Candy returns with our drinks, she leans over to give me mine. Her hand brushes across Sally’s hard nipple, and Candy smiles at her to let her know she knows exactly what she is doing. We watch her pert arse as she leaves our table and tends to other guests.

I put my hand on Sally’s leg and slide it up to her pussy, sliding my finger up the leg of her cut-offs and around her bikini bottom. I start rubbing her clit, as she stifles a moan on my shoulder.

As Candy returns with our meals, she can tell that something is going on under our table; her wide, sly smile gives it away. Sally’s hand is rubbing my cock, and I’m rock hard.

“That looks like fun,” Candy says quietly, “when can I join you both?

“We would welcome you any time,” I said, “but I’m guessing we might get kicked out if we take this further here.”

“I’d lose my job too,” Candy said, “probably worth it.”

“Don’t put your job at risk for us,” Sally purred, “but I think we could find a way.”

“Enjoy your meals,” Candy purred, “and let’s find a way soon.”

We try to compose ourselves and focus on our meals, as we think about Candy and the wicked fun we might have with her. We ate our meal with determination, as if it was only refuelling for our next romp, only occasionally stopping to whisper something to each other about what we would like to do and with whom. As we finished, we watched Candy approach us again.

“How were your meals?” She asks, “I hope everything was satisfying.”

The way she said ‘satisfying’ rather than ‘satisfactory’ makes my ears perk up.

“Delicious as usual,” says Sally, “the chef is almost as good as the service staff”

Candy comes closer and looks at us both intensely.

“Would you like dessert?”

“We’re ready for dessert,” says Sally, “but I don’t think you’re going to serve that in here.”

Sally looks around the restaurant to see if anyone is looking, then pulls my cock out for Candy to admire.

“I’d like to join you two for dessert,” Candy says, sitting down at the table beside Sally, “when can I join you?”

“Any time you want,” says Sally, “but I usually have Mike spend some time with someone before I join them. Are you good with that?”

Candy just nods and runs her hand up Sally’s leg to her pussy, giving it a light rub. Sally shudders with pleasure.

“Not right here,” she says, “you’ll lose your job and we’ll be banned from our favourite restaurant. What time do you finish?”

“Horribly late tonight,” Candy says, deflated, “but I’m off tomorrow night. I can come over then?”

“I’ll grab your check,” Candy says, “I’ll put my phone number on it. Text me the address and I’ll let you know when I’ll be around.”

“That is a great idea,” Sally says.

Candy smiles and gives us a wink as she heads off to get the check.

On the walk home, Sally sends a message to the number Candy provided.

Candy,

Thanks for your fantastic service. Our address is 69 Milf Street, Bayview. Mike and I cannot wait to reciprocate.

Gail.

“Now, let’s go and see if Kristy is still horny,” Sally said, “I’m ready to explode.”

Before we even reached Kristy’s door, Candy had messaged back. First, with the time she’s arrived, and then some pictures of her fingering herself on her break.

“If you’re going to fuck Candy on your own tomorrow night,” Sally said quietly, “I think I might fuck Kristy on my own tonight.”

“That seems fair,” I said, wondering what the hell I was going to do with my pent-up sexual energy, “Can I still pull my cock?”

“Mmmm, let me check with Kristy,” Sally said, “we might let you finish when we do.”


Chapter Three




Sally knocks on the door while I cuddle up to her, my erection poking into her arse. Kristy opens the door, wearing just a skimpy, silky robe.
“I’m glad you too finally arrived,” Kristy smiled, “I’m horny as hell.”
We walk in, and while I’m closing the door, Kristy and Sally embrace, pressing their bodies firmly together and grabbing each other’s arses.

“Me too,” Sally gasped, “Candy was so flirty tonight, I need you so much. Mike’s going to watch, aren’t you, Mike?”

I nodded dumbly as Kristy led Sally upstairs. They start making out on Kristy’s bed as they remove what little clothing they’re wearing. I sit in the chair that is in the corner of the room and watch these two beautiful women.

Kristy moves to sucking on Sally’s nipples while she fingers her pussy.

“I love your fingers in my pussy,” gasps Sally, “fuck me with your hand.”

“Your pussy feels amazing,” Kristy says, “so wet. Dinner must have been good.”

“It was,” Sally agreed, “Mike, take some photos and send them to Candy.”

I grab Sally’s phone and start taking some photos of Kristy and Sally, sending them off almost as quickly as I take them. Candy immediately messages back asking what I’m doing while I take the photos.

I drop my shorts and begin to rub my cock, taking a picture of me pulling my dick, sending it straight to Candy. Sally is now fingering Kristy’s pussy while Kristy does the same, so I send a picture of that to Candy, too. They both moan in pleasure.

“Oh, this feels so good,” Sally pants breathlessly.

Candy messages back: Don’t you wish that was my pussy wrapped around your cock?

I reply: I’m all yours tomorrow night.

I return my attention to Sally and Kristen, who are whispering to each other while they continue to finger each other.

“I ran myself a bath before you arrived,” Kristy said, “do you want to join me?”

Sally nods, and they move to the bathroom, get into the huge tub and get wet. Kristy sits on the edge of the tub and spreads her legs wide open. Sally begins to slowly lick her pussy, and I stand in the doorway, slowly pulling my cock.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” says Kristy, “fuck yes.”

Kristy begins to play with her tits and suck her nipples, as Sally inserts a finger into her wet pussy, then another. When Kristy reacts loudly, she puts a third finger, slowly finger fucking her as she gets wetter and louder.

“Oh shit…that feels so….fucking…..good,” Kristy screams, “Yes”

Her body shakes uncontrollably as she screams at the top of her lungs, and her orgasm vibrates around the whole bathroom. I stand watching, not daring to touch my cock in case I blow my load and paint the tiled walls with my spunk.

I move closer and look at Sally sitting in the tub, watching Kristy come down from her orgasm. I detect a look of pride on her face; she alone had delivered this pleasure to our lover.

Kristen pulls her towards her, kissing and licking all of her juices off Sally’s mouth.

“Damn, you know how to use your tongue, Sal, Babe”, Kristy tells her between kisses and laps of her tongue, “That was intensely good. “Now, what shall we do with you?”

“I’m in your hands,” Sally purred, “I want to do whatever you want.”

“Do you want to play with my toys?” Kristy asked.

“Yes,” Sally smiles, “that would be fun, and Mike loves seeing me with a toy.

I nodded and grunted my agreement as the two women towelled themselves off.

“Open the top drawer of my dresser,” Kristy instructed, “and tell me which one you want.”

I walk over with Sally to take a look as she pulls open the drawer. There are so many dildos and vibrators that Kristy could open a sex shop.

“Wow, that’s a lot of toys,” says Sally, “do you use them all?”

“I have my favourites,” Kristy came through smiling, “but I’m not using them as much since I moved in next door to you two. They’re not as good as the real thing, but they’re always available.”

“I want to try this one,” Sally said, picking up a giant wand, “I haven’t got one, and I want to see if it’s worth buying.”

“It’s worth every penny,” Kristy said, taking the toy from Sally, and checking it is charged, “can I eat your pussy first since you did such a good job on mine?”

“That sounds good,” Sally smiles, as she lies down on the bed.

Kristy begins kissing Sally and slowly rubbing her pussy, moving from kissing her lips to sucking on her hard nipples, kissing down further over Sally’s abdomen until she reaches her pussy. She uses her fingers to slowly separate Sally’s pussy lips, then puts her tongue into her wet, needy pussy. She licks intently, up and down Sally’s slit as Sally moans and bucks her hips into Kristy’s face.

“Oh, yes,” says Sally, “come and pull your cock, Mike, while Kristy makes me come.”

I stand over the bed, pulling my cock as I watch Kristy pleasure Sally.

“Don’t you come before she gets the wand,” Kristy told me sternly, “she’s got more to go yet.”

I groaned and slowed down, fighting the urge once again to come all

Kristy returns to licking Sally’s pussy, and I move even closer, watching the subtle changes that come over Sally as she gets closer to coming.

“Oh shit, this feels so fucking good,” Sally tells me, “Oh fuck, Mike.”

She shakes and her muscles tighten and her back arches upwards, finally pushing Kristy’s mouth away from her throbbing clit when she can take no more.

“So….” She trails off again, unable to put her pleasure into words.

I stopped pulling my cock to grip her hand as Kristy reached for the wand. She squeezed my hand tightly and smiled while she caught her breath.

“Are you ready to come even harder?” Kristy said with a devilish grin on her face.

“I don’t know if I can come harder than that,” Sally said, “but let’s see how we go.”

“Shall we let him finally go off?” Kristy asks Sally.

“Okay,” says Sally, “how do we want to do that. Shall we suck him?”

“I don’t think he needs it,” Kristy said, “but I’d like him to come all over my tits, what about you?”

I nod eagerly as Sally looks at me for clarification.

“Yes,” Sally agreed, “but not until I’ve come.”

“Not until we’ve both come,” Kristy chimed in, as Sally looked at her quizzically, “now let’s get on with it.”

Kristy sits across from Sally on the bed, arranging their legs so that their pussy’s are almost touching. She switches on the wand and smiles, pushing its vibrating, bulbous end between them and onto Sally’s clit. She shuffled closer as Sally’s eyes lit up, and both of their clits were stimulated by the toy.

“Uhhhhh, says Sally, “Oh Fuck, that’s the spot.”

“Like I said,” Kristy looks up at me with a sly grin, “when we both come.”

Kristy moves the wand up and down, stimulating both clits, turning the speed up as their breathing grows more laboured. Sally’s body begins to shake violently, and her screams of pleasure could probably be heard down the street. I feel myself go past the point of no return; the sight of my wife coming on my lover’s sex toy pushes me over the brink.

“Oh fuck,” I grunt as a stream of my spunk flows through the air and lands on Sally’s chest.

I worry for an instant that I haven’t followed Kristy’s instructions, and that I’ve come too soon, until I see her body tense as she screams her pleasure almost as loudly as Sally had. I continued to jack my cock, letting another stream of spunk fly in Kristy’s direction. In my excitement, my accuracy suffers, and I hit her shoulder, but she’s too busy coming to notice. The two women collapse onto the bed, Sally still spinning and shaking, and looking more satisfied than ever, even accounting for our recent adventures. Kristy discards the toy and moves toward Sally, kissing her lightly as they hug.

“That was insanely good,” says Sally, “I need to get me one of those. Mike, will you buy me a wand?”

“Of course,” I said, as I lay on the bed, “anything for you, my darling.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” says Kristy, “but don’t rush on buying your own. I want you to keep coming here and enjoying mine.”

“Well, when you put it like that,” Sally said, “plus all those other toys. I need to try them all.”

“Why don’t we do it again tomorrow night?” Kristy said, “While Mike is fucking Candy.”

“Mmmm,” Sally murmured, “that’s a great idea. Mike, don’t you agree?”

“Whatever makes you happy, Darling,” I murmured as I lay beside her, “I’m happy when you are.”

“He’s so sweet,” Kristy teased, “you’ve trained him well.”

“I only married him for his cock,” Sally giggled, “the sweetness was a bonus.”

“He does have a pretty fine cock,” Kristy smiled, “thank you for sharing him.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Sally murmured, “it’s all pleasure.”

“Speaking of sharing,” Kristy said, “and sweetness and pleasure. Will you be sharing young, sweet Candy with us, Mike? Or are you going to keep her to yourself?”

“I think she wants to enjoy all of us,” I said, “so it’s up to her. I promise I won’t leave you out.”

“No, you won’t,” both women said in unison.

I knew my place, and I wouldn’t want it any other way.


Book 5: A Taste Of Candy


Part One: A Taste of Candy




It had been a long day at work, knowing what the evening promised. I left early, promising myself that I’d finish the report I was working on later in the evening. I knew it was an empty promise. Candy is coming over tonight, so there will be no getting my head back into work. Even after she is gone, I know I’ll be busy replaying the night with Sally.

When Candy arrives at our door, I’m blown away. Her hair is pulled back in a ponytail, and she’s wearing a tight white tank top and tight, tiny red shorts. She has no bra on under the tank top; her large red nipples are clearly visible. I stand and look at her for a moment.

“Hello,” she says, “are you going to stand and stare, or shall we go inside so you can touch as well?”

“Hello,” I say, “please come in, how was your day?”

“It was good,” Candy said, “I spent my day off watching videos that a horny couple sent me, while I fingered myself. How about you?”

“I spent the day thinking about a hot, green-eyed server,” I replied, “I hope you didn’t wear yourself out.”

“Nope,” she hugged closely into me, pressing her boobs against my chest, then kissing my cheek, “you ever have one of those days when no matter how many times you came, you just wanted to come again?”

She looked at me with her glittering green eyes, holding my gaze as I processed what she was telling me.

“Yeah,” I said softly, “but today I’ve saved it all up for you. Do you want a drink?”

“Sure, I would love to,” she says, “but I’m happy to skip the drink.”

She brushes past me and walks through to our living room, turning to face me in the middle of the room as she looks at me with a horny look of desire.

“Is Sally with your friend?” Candy asked me, her hand toying with the bottom of her tank top, “Is she licking her pussy?”

I reach out to her and pull her towards me. I can feel her hard nipples pressing into my chest as I kiss her. I can feel my desire matches hers.

“I’d expect so,” I reply, “should we go over and see? Would you prefer she were licking your pussy?”

“Hmmmm,” Candy muses quietly, “I would like to eat pussy, but I came here tonight to fuck you. So the pussy will have to wait.”

“There’s no reason we can’t do it all tonight,” I said, “and if we don’t, you’re always welcome in our bed.”

“I like that,” she swoons, “most of the guys I get with get possessive, same with the girls. I just want no strings fucking.”

“You’ve come to the right place,” I told her, “we can deal with that.”

She lifts her tank top and moves my hand to her toned, smooth torso. I reach for her right breast and roll her nipple between my fingers as she moans softly.

As I tease her nipple, Candy starts to pull down her tiny shorts, revealing her pussy with a small strip of chestnut pubic hair. With her shorts on the floor, she starts rubbing my cock through my shorts.

“I love your hands on me,” she says, “you have such a confident touch.”

“I could say the same,” I groaned, “I love your hands on me, too.”
I start kissing her neck as I feel her silky-smooth skin. Candy unbuttons my shirt, pulling it off me as she pushes me away and kisses across my chest, pausing to suck on my nipples. I groan with the exquisite pleasure she is delivering. While I’m enjoying her tongue on my nipples, she unbuttons my shorts, and they drop to the floor. My hard cock is straining through my boxers.

“Mmmmm,” Candy says, “that’s what I came for.”

I remove her tank top slowly, releasing her perky boobs. I begin to nibble her ear and start kissing her down the side of her neck when I finally reach her tits. I gently put it in my hand and began to suck lightly. Her nipples are hard and erect in just a few seconds.

“Oh, that’s how I like it,” she says, “young guys are too rough.”

I didn’t like the implication that I was old, but I took the compliment; after all, she was here with me right now.

“I always aim to please,” I said around her nipple.

I return to sucking on her nipples, alternating between them as she arches her back in pleasure. I could suck on these perfect young tits all night, but I know what she came for, and I’m determined to give it to her. I lift her onto the arm of our sofa, which has a nice, high, firm arm, something I’ve used to bend Sally over or rest her on on many occasions. I looked forward to sitting here later with Sally and telling her how much Candy had loved it, too.

I kiss down her flat torso until I reach the top of her tiny red shorts. I softly spread her legs apart, and she reacts by opening her legs wider, revealing a dark, wet patch. I rub her clit through the fabric, enjoying the feel of the damp cloth on my fingers.

“You’re so wet,” I say, “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.”

“Yes, I am,” she moans, “go faster”

“I can,” I reply, “or I can make the fun last.”

Candy groans partly in frustration, partly in ecstasy as I continue to rub her pussy through the fabric.

“Ohhhh,’ Candy moans, “Oh fuck yes.”

I stop rubbing her pussy for a moment to pull her shorts down. Candy helps me by lifting her arse and rolling her shorts down her perfect legs.

I stop to admire her perfect body. Slim and toned, smooth skin, and everything in perfect proportion. Her tits sat up perkily even without a bra, and her pussy was a bright pink, glistening with her anticipation.

“I shaved today for you,” she smiled, “do you know how horny shaving makes me?”

“I can tell,” I smile at her, “can I tell you that you have a fantastic body?”

“You can tell me that,” she giggles, “but I think your cock already did. Take it out of those boxers, I want to see it.”

I oblige and pull down my boxers, letting my hard cock spring free. Candy lets out a little gasp and bites her lip before dropping to her knees, her face now level with my hard cock. She wraps her hand around it and strokes it slowly.

She looks up at me, her eyes and her smile are huge as she puts the tip in her mouth. I almost cum right on the spot. Her lips are so soft and warm against my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I groan with pleasure.

She proceeds slowly as she takes more of my cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around my shaft and head while maintaining eye contact with those big green eyes. With every stroke, she speeds up, my cock twitching and quivering in her mouth as she takes all of me.

“Oh, God,” I groan, “keep that up, and I’m going to come.”

“That’s the plan,” Candy gasps around my cock, before doubling down on her efforts. Squeezing my arse for good measure.

With Candy’s permission and her extra enthusiasm, I knew it wouldn’t be long. When she gently cupped and squeezed my balls, there was no going back.

“Ohhh, fuck,” I grunted, as my cock twitched in Candy’s mouth.

She didn’t slow down at all, swallowing every drop as I pumped my load down her throat. The whole time, her eyes glistened with pleasure, smiling up at me as she swallowed my spunk. As I finished, she licked around my head, making a show of it all.

“That’s some tasty spunk there, Mike,” she purred, “no wonder Sally and Kristy are always smiling.”

“That was amazing,” I tell her, “but they smile because I lick them every time. Why don’t you hop on the couch and I’ll make you smile, too?”

“Mmmmm,” Candy smiles as she moves towards the sofa, “I love it when guys return the favour.

Candy sits on the leather couch as I start kissing her boobs, sucking on her nipples while I run my hand up and down her soaking wet slit. I slip a finger up to my first knuckle, causing her to moan with pleasure. As her breathing gets more ragged, I kiss my way down her body until my face is level with her magnificent pussy. I pause to savour the beauty of it.

“Sally’s going to love this,” I tell her, “almost as much as I will.”

I give her slit a long, slow lick, tasting her for the first time. She tastes so good. I never want to stop. Judging from her reaction, she never wants me stop either.

“Fuck yes,” Candy groans, “keep going.”

I slide a finger into her pussy, gently working it in and out of her while I lick her clit.

“Ohhhhhh, Fuuuccck,” Candy moans longer and louder.

I work a second finger into her tight pussy, turning it upwards and crooking it in a come-hither motion. It delivers, and suddenly Candy’s whole body is shaking in a room-shuddering orgasm, while she delivers a string of expletives and sounds that I never thought I’d hear from her mouth. She slams her hips up into my face as her pussy clenches my fingers.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she screams, coming down slightly, as she pushes me off, her orgasm overwhelming her, “Oh fuck.”

I gave her a moment, letting her take stock and recover. Her whole body is covered in goose pimples, and her nipples are protruding like bullets. Her eyes are closed, but her smile is serene. I kneel and watch this young goddess for a moment, as I gently push my fingers in and out of her.

“Where the hell did you learn that?” Candy asks me dreamily, “Nobody has ever made me come like that.”

“I’ve had a bit of practice,” I tell her, “and your pussy is very inspiring, you taste amazing.”

“As good as your wife?” She asks, arching her back.

“As good as Sally’s,” I tell her sincerely.

“As good as Kristy’s?” She continues to question me.

“As good as Kristy’s,” I reassure her, “Have you ever tasted yourself?”

“All the time,” Candy said as she sat up, “but I’d much rather be tasting another woman’s pussy.”

“Do you prefer women to men?” I asked, suddenly wondering if I should have had Sally here from the start.

“That’s a good question,” she mused, “I like men who know what they’re doing, but I like the fact that the girls I fuck taste so good, and always come back for more. I think you should fuck me now.”

Candy reaches and hugs me, wrapping her legs around my waist and deftly slides my cock into her pussy. I groan with her tightness, sliding in and filling her.

“If you ask me now,” she groaned, “I prefer cock. Your cock mainly.”

Kneeling in front of her, I’m at the perfect height to thrust deeply into her. She’s flexible and spreads her legs wider, which helps me get even deeper.

“You are so tight,” I tell her.

“I know,” she says, smiling proudly, “but you feel so good in me. When you cum, can cum on my tits? I don’t want you to come in there.”

“Wherever you say,” I tell her.

She smiles even more as her pussy clenches around my cock. She is tight, but remarkably wet. I don’t know how long I’ll last with this exceptional tightness.

“I say fuck me,” Candy commands, “fast if you can.”

I grip her hips and gently increase my speed. She gasps, and I’m unsure if it’s pain or pleasure. I slow my thrusting, but before I can ask, she is issuing more commands.

“Keep going,” she yells, “quick, I love your cock pounding me.”

She reaches down between us, rubbing her clit as I pound into her pussy, her moans increasing as her wetness does. Her breathing gets more ragged as her pussy pulsates around my cock. If this keeps up, I’m not going to last, and I’m worried I’m not going to pull out in time. Suddenly, I don’t care; all I care about is seeing this beautiful young sprite come again and again. I reached one hand and pinched her nipple; it was rock hard in my hand, and she moaned with delight as her body began shaking again.

“Oh, Oh, Oh,” she screamed, then stated the obvious, “don’t stop, I’m fucking cumming.”

With her orgasm in full swing, I rise to my feet, continuing my thrusting as I lift her hips. With her arse off the couch, now I’m slamming downwards into her, and her pussy feels even tighter, and her perfect tits are bouncing as I fuck her.

I can’t hold back much longer, and I suddenly remember my promise not to come in Candy’s pussy.

“I am going to cum,” I say, barely able to squeeze out the words.

I reluctantly slide my cock out of her, lowering her back onto the sofa, while her finger still furiously frigs her clit, and her whole body convulses.

“Paint me, Mike,” she moans, “cover me in your spunk.”

A shot of my spunk flies across the room, landing on her neck. I get a hold of my cock and pull it now, improving my aim as a second huge load flies out of my balls and lands perfectly between her breasts. I know I’ve got more, and I pull my cock even harder, straining to put even more on her. Candy rubs the spunk that I’ve already delivered all over her tits in a sticky, gooey mess.

“Come on, Mike,” she teased, “one more for Candy.”

With a grunt, I shoot my final load, this time it’s on her flat stomach. She takes some onto her fingers, then licks it off her fingers.

“That’s pretty tasty spunk, Mike,” she smiled up at me, “and so much of it. I’m going to love sucking your cock every time we play.”

I sit next to her on the couch, spent for the moment, but already thinking about the next time that I can pleasure this woman, and how much Sally is going to love her playful sexiness. My cock is still semi-hard, and there’s a fat drop of spunk on my head. Candy sits up beside me and starts rubbing the holdout spunk over my head. It feels exquisite.

“We should send Sally a picture,” Candy suggested, “let her know that you fucked me good.”

“Or you could tell her in person,” I said, “she loves hearing about it.”

Candy reaches for her phone and takes a few selfies, mainly showing her come-covered tits. She then messages them to Sally. Sally responds almost immediately, telling us she’ll be home in fifteen minutes.

“Fifteen minutes is a long wait,” Candy sighed.

“Come and have a shower,” I said, “and then we can all get messed up again together.”


Part Two: Sally has a Taste of Candy




Fortunately, the previous owners of our house had anticipated our needs by installing a double walk-in shower with dual rain shower heads. It’s perfect for sex, or washing your lover, or washing your lover while you wait for your wife to join you.

“Wow, what a fancy shower,” Candy gushed, “you must take your swinging really seriously.”

“It came with the house,” I laughed, “but I have to agree, it’s great with friends.”

I turned the water on, letting it run a little while to reach the right temperature.

Candy steps into the shower first, looking back over her shoulder, her green eyes sparkling as she smiles at me. I follow her in, reaching around her to grab the soap, and she pushes her body back into me.

“You need to wash all of this spunk off my tits, Mister,” Candy whispered to me, “so that Sally can suck on my fresh, clean nipples.”

“I will happily clean every part of you,” I said, “but I do like it when you are a dirty girl.”

Candy shuddered as I started to soap up her tits, moving my hands down her body to her legs. She pushes her arse back onto my cock, grinding it slowly over my stiff cock.

“Mmmmm, you bounce back quickly,” she murmurs, “how many times can you go in a night?”

“It depends who I’m with,” I say quietly, “lately I’ve been almost constantly horny.”

“Because your wife lets you fuck other women?” Candy asked, “Or am I that attractive?”

Candy turns to face me, pumping another handful of soap into her palm, and begins soaping up my cock, rubbing it and wanking my soapy shaft.

“It’s a lot of both,” I reply, “my wife is very sexy and sexual, and you are amazingly attractive.”

“God, it looks so good with your hands on it, Candy,” Sally interrupted us, “did he look after you?”

Sally was standing in the shower entrance, naked and flushed, her arousal showing all over her body. Candy startled, immediately let go of my hard cock.

“It’s okay,” Sally said soothingly, “don’t stop on my account. I came to see this.”
Sally steps into the shower to join us, kissing me quickly before turning and kissing Candy.

“Sorry,” Candy stammered, “I still don’t expect to be greeted so positively by my lover’s wife.”

“Have you been caught with many husbands?” Sally asked, “No judgment, just curious.”

“Once before,” Candy said sheepishly, “I like older men, but I’ve sworn off the married ones. Until now.”

“What about married women?” Sally asked as she slowly rubbed her soapy hands over Candy’s upper body.

“When they have an amazing body like yours,” Candy responded, “I can’t say no.”

We’re squeezed in tightly, but Sally and Candy seemed to move even closer to each other. Candy confidently caresses Sally’s boobs as Sally’s breath catches in her throat. We move around subtly so that Sally is positioned between Candy and me. As we both rubbed Sally’s body with soap, Sally pushed her arse against my hard cock while she lightly caressed Candy’s arms and thighs. Candy shivers slightly, despite the warm water.

“Is that alright?” Sally asks

“It’s amazing,” Candy said, “more than alright. I’ve been thinking about this moment from the moment I first seated you at the bistro.”

“That long?” Sally questioned, “I wish we’d known sooner.”

“It wasn’t until I saw you with Kristy that night,” Candy explained, “that gave me the confidence to show my hand. I’m going to dry myself now”

Candy steps out of the shower and starts drying off.

“How did her pussy taste, Mike?” Sally turned to me and asked, “Was it as good as it looks?”

“It tasted amazing, and it was tight,” I said, looking over to make sure Candy heard my compliment.

Sally kisses me passionately, her passion flowing through me like electricity, her hands covering every part of my body. We suddenly remember that Candy was still with us and looked over to her. She stands, her eyes fixed on us.

I turn off the shower, and Candy hands us each a towel. Sally and I decide to dry each other off, not wanting to leave each other alone for a moment.

We concentrate less on drying each other, as our hands roam over each other’s bodies, and our tongues probe each other’s mouths. Suddenly, my fingers are in her pussy, it’s wet and accommodating, and I start to finger fuck her quickly and firmly while she tugs on my hard cock.

“Is that how Kristy fingered you?” Candy asked, “Can I have a turn?”

Once again, in our passion, we had forgotten our guest. She was sitting on the bench top, her leg propped up as she slowly fingered herself with one hand while pulling hard on one of her nipples with the other.

“Of course,” Sally moans slightly, “Mike, we are being so selfish.”

I take Candy’s hand, helping her down from the bench. I guide her hand to Sally’s pussy, holding on while she starts to rub it gently. Candy bends over, sucking Sally’s hard nipples. I take my hand off Candy’s, and she puts a finger into Sally’s wet pussy, then a second, and finally a third. With three fingers in my wife’s pussy, she starts a steady rhythm, fucking faster as Sally began to moan louder. Without losing any focus on Sally, she reaches back and wraps her hand around my impossibly hard cock.

“Wow, you are hard,” Candy gasped, “even harder than earlier. How do you do that?”

“You two do it to me,” I groaned, moving in closer so that I could play with Candy,

I run my finger along her lips, and she shudders against me, squeezing my cock even harder. I slide a finger into her wetness, and she lets out a large breath of pleasure. We both look at Sally, whose breathing quickens. I can tell she will orgasm soon, I know her signs.

“Keep going, Candy,” I whisper in her ear, “make my wife come.”

As I said that, I spread my fingers in Candy’s tight pussy, causing her to gasp and moan. I think she followed suit with her own fingers, because within seconds, both women are screaming in ecstasy as they share a shuddering orgasm.

“Oh fuck,” Sally moans, “your fingers are amazing, Candy.”

“Ohhhhh,” is all Candy can respond with, as both women lean into each other for support.

While they recovered, Candy continued to pull on my cock, and then removed her fingers from Sally’s pussy, putting them in her mouth and sucking them.

“You taste so good, Sally,” Candy whispered hoarsely, “I can’t wait to taste you properly.”

“What are we waiting for?” Sally said breathlessly, “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Both women take my hands as we cross the hall to the bedroom. When we reach the bedroom, I expect that I might be surplus to requirements, but I don’t mind. Seeing my wife with another woman is just fine by me, especially when it’s a woman I’ve already spent the last hour or so with. Little did I know I would be pleasantly surprised.

“Sit on the bed,” Sally instructs me, “will you show me how you sucked his cock, Candy?”

“Sure, I will,” Candy says coyly, “but why don’t you come along with me, so I can see why Mike raves about you.”

If it were possible at this point, my cock got even harder, as Candy and Sally dropped to their knees in front of me. With a devilish smile, Candy starts to lick around my head, her sweet hand clutching at my base. She stops momentarily to give Sally a turn, and before I know it, both of them are all over my cock, taking it in turns to suck on my cock, and my balls.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, “this is so good.”

“Don’t get too excited,” Sally pauses from sucking my balls to tell me, “you’ll need to fuck us both. You’ve got some work to do.”

“I’m ready when you are,” I said, wishing this fantastic head job would go all night, but knowing that it was essential to give Sally what she wanted now. If I did what I was told now, Candy and Sally’s sweet lips would be on my cock again before too much longer.

Candy reluctantly stops sucking my cock, and I help her stand up. She, in turn, reaches out a hand to Sally, pulls her to her feet, and kisses her passionately.

“Can I please lick you while he fucks me, Sally, Darling?” Candy asks politely.“

Sally looks at me with a lustful look in her eyes.

“I’d like that a lot, Candy.” She tells her.

Sally quickly reorganises the pillows and cushions on our bed so that she can be propped up slightly, before lying back onto them like they were a throne.

“I want to see Mike’s face while he’s fucking your sweet pussy,” she explains to Candy, “and I want him to see how much I’m enjoying you.”

“You two are so fucking delicious,” Candy said, “I hope we can do this more.”

“You’re welcome any time,” Sally said shakily, “any time you like.”

Candy knelt on all fours with her arse facing me, leaning forward and taking a few tender laps of Sally’s pussy.

“Oh my god, Candy,” Sally sighed, “you might need to move in. Fucking Hell, girl, that is divine.”

“Oh, I’m just getting warmed up,’ Candy said sweetly, “just you wait, now Mike, will you get started, I’m aching for that cock.”

I rub the tip of my cock against her wet pussy, then push my head in before taking it out.

“Come on,” she said,” no more teasing.”

“Stop fucking teasing her and fuck her,” commands Sally, “we all fucking want it.”

I don’t answer, instead I plunge my hard cock into Candy’s tight, wet pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Candy gasps, “fuck yes.”

Candy’s moans of pleasure are muffled, then replaced by Sally’s as Candy’s tongue finds her clit. I watch Sally’s face as I’m fucking Candy, and it’s a mask of pure pleasure. I squeeze Candy’s arse as I thrust in and out of her; her pussy is so tight around my cock that I feel like she could break it off, or milk it for days. I slow down; I need to make myself last at least until Sally comes.

“She’s so tight,” I say to Sally, “and she tastes so good. I can’t wait to watch you eat her pussy.”

“I can’t wait….” Sally started, but either my dirty talk, the thought of eating Candy’s pussy, or maybe something that Candy did with her tongue or fingers at that moment drove her over the edge. Perhaps it was the combination. In any case, Sally unleashed the wildest combination of expletives, moans, and shouts that I have ever heard from her. I have witnessed a lot of Sally’s orgasms, and quite a few in new situations since we started taking other lovers, but this was the most intense that I could remember. Sally’s whole body continued to shake as she yelled incoherently, her skin red and her nipples larger than ever. It seemed to last forever. For her part, Candy continued to lick Sally, not slowing for a minute as her own pussy contracted and squirted around my cock, almost pushing me out. I squeezed her arse as I continued to fuck her, and watched my wife come down off her high peak. When she stopped shaking, she took hold of Candy’s hair, gently pulling her off her pussy.

“Come and kiss me, Candy,” she whimpered, “Mike can wait a moment.”

Candy obliged, sliding off my cock with a loud plopping sound, then crawling up and kissing Sally passionately. I watched contentedly as my two lovers shared a blissful moment.

“That was insanely good,” Sally said eventually, “I think I love you.”

Candy giggled and kissed Sally again, quickly this time.

“My flatmate and I practice a lot,” Candy explained, “she’s in another league. I can bring her around sometime.”

“Is she as fun and beautiful as you?” Sally asked.

“I think so,” Candy replied coyly, “but you can be the judge.”

“I’d like that, Candy,” Sally said, “would you like that, Mike?”

“I’d love that,” I said, still standing at the end of the bed with my rock-hard cock.

“We like to practice giving head, too,” Candy smiled, “so perhaps you could pop over and help us with that, Mike?”

I looked at Sally, and she smiled broadly while she nodded at me.

“You’re quite committed to your craft, aren’t you, Candy?” She said with a smile.

“I like to do everything I do well,” Candy said thoughtfully, “even sex. Now, is it OK if Mike fucks me again?”

“It’s more than OK,” Sally smiled, “do you mind if I just watch? I’m a little spent.”

“That’s perfectly fine,” said Candy, “you two are so sweet and polite, can I ask you for something else? It’s a little bit different.”

“Whatever you want,” Sally smiled, “I think we are pretty open

She kissed Sally again, then whispered something in her ear. Sally looked a little concerned, then she smiled and kissed Candy again.

“Are you sure?” She asked Candy.

“Absolutely,” Candy said, “Trust me, I will love it, and I hope you do too.”

Candy moves from Sally’s side and gets up on all fours before turning toward me.

“Time to fuck me, Mike,” Candy said, “and I want you to fill my cunt with spunk.”

I was a little shocked at Candy’s use of that word, but my cock twinged with anticipation anyway. I stand behind her, and this time I don’t tease. I want to fill her tight pussy, and I want to come deep inside it. I slide my cock in and start to slowly fucking her, both of us groaning happily as her pussy stretches around my cock again.

“Mmmm, that’s it, Mike,” Sally encourages, “fuck that little slut.”

I almost stop as I look at Sally, who smiles at me while she rubs her pussy slowly.

“You heard me,” she said, “our little slut, Candy, wants to fucked and called a slut, now get on with it.”

“Yes, call me a slut,” Candy commands, “and pull my hair.”

I grab her hair and pull it gently, not wanting to be too aggressive. Candy lets out a moan of pleasure.

“Pull it harder,” she yells, “fuck me harder.”

I pull harder on Candy’s hair as I fuck her even harder. Her arse jiggles and she moans even louder. Soon, Sally is beside me, reaching under Candy to rub her clit as I continue to fuck her.

“Does that feel good, slut?” Sally asked, smiling at me.

“It would be better if you licked me,” Candy said breathlessly, “get a close-up of your husband’s cock in my tight slutty cunt.”

Sally’s whole body shook, and she broke out in goose pimples all over.

“Are you alright?” I mouthed silently.

She nodded, then leaned forward and whispered in my ear.

“This is so fucking hot,” she breathed, “I love this dirty talk. Keep it going.”

“You heard the slut,” I replied loudly, “she wants you to lick her. If you do a good job, I might come on your face.”

Candy’s pussy quivered around my cock, and Sally looked like she would come on the spot, dirty talk doing all the work. With some deft manoeuvring, she slides under Candy into a sit nine position with my cock leaving Candy’s body.

I grab Candy’s hips and start slamming my cock into her. Sally licks her clit when she can, but is getting pushed around by my cock slamming into Candy.

“Oh fuck,” Candy moans, “I want your come in my cunt. Hurry up and do it.”

Hearing the command is more than enough encouragement. Any thought of holding back is gone now.

“I’m coming,” I groan, stating the obvious.

My whole body stiffens as my cock twitches and releases what feels like a litre of spunk into Candy’s pussy. I hear Sally moan appreciatively as she starts licking at Candy’s clit, and drops of my spunk leak out of Candy’s pussy.

Candy leans forward, licking Sally’s pussy, and soon the two women have once again forgotten me. I lay on the bed beside them, watching them lick each other. Candy comes first, a squealing, tiny sound coming from her as she tries to keep pleasuring Sally. Sally follows suit, and soon both women are quivering and moaning while I watch them. My cock is still twitching as I watch them guide each other through an intense orgasm.

Eventually, neither woman can take any more, and they untangle, lying beside me, panting contentedly.

“That was fun,” Sally sighs whimsically, “I don’t think I’ve ever come so many times in one night.”

“Did Kristy make you come tonight?” Candy asked in a sultry voice.

“So many times,” Sally said, “but I never came so hard as when I was calling you a slut. I’m sorry, I’m usually a bit more respectful.”

“Don’t be sorry for that,” Candy reassured, “I get so wet when people talk dirty to me. I’ll be your slut anytime.”

“I’d like that,” Sally said, “and Kristy would like you to spend some time soon, too.”

“Maybe we could have a girls’ night?” Candy asked, “Wine, toys, tongues and fingers.”

“I cannot wait for that,” Sally says, “do you want to stay the night?”

“That would be nice,” Candy said, “then we can do all of this again in the morning.”

“All this and more,” Sally smiles, then kisses Candy, “all this and more for our little slut.”


Thanks

Thanks for reading MILF Street Collection. If you liked what you read, please leave a five-star rating and/or review. Your support helps to get my work noticed and enables me to produce more titles like this one.
Please also follow my author page to stay up to date on my latest releases and explore some of my other titles. Stay tuned for more exciting releases.

Thanks


Matt
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Matt Black is a currency trader who started writing erotic fiction after he and his two lovers moved to a small coastal town on the east coast of Australia. Something about the fresh salt hair and two beautiful women by his side unleashed his creativity. He writes about Hotwife, MILF and swinging.With no shortage of life experiences to draw on, and a healthy network of “friends with benefits”, Matt is a welcome addition to the Velvet Pages Team.
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Harem Share House: A Slice Of Life Contemporary Harem

The rising cost of living had forced our hand. After twelve months of home ownership and the freedom that it offered, we would need to take in a housemate. Soon, our freewheeling days of wandering around naked or fooling around on the couch will come to an end.
Just as we were starting to think the share house nightmare was going to return, in walks Sally.
Smart, funny, able to pay her way, and sexy as hell. Our prayers are answered.
There’s just one problem: My previously straight and faithful girlfriend, Tania, falls madly in lust with her.
I can’t blame her, I feel it too.
And while we both fantasise about the beautiful woman just down the hall, our sex life goes into overdrive.
But can we make the fantasy a reality without risking it all?

Harem Beach House: A Slice of Life Contemporary Harem 

It was supposed to be a seaside holiday for my girlfriend, Rachel and me—a chance to relax, regroup and reconnect in the bedroom. Maybe even try out some new things. Work had been hectic, and our time together had been rushed and routine. Now we had two weeks of relaxation, fun, sun, and sand- with no distractions from the outside world. Or so I thought.
Our quiet beach time is interrupted by the arrival of Rachel’s friends(and my fantasy), Brandy and Annie, and what the three women have planned involves a lot of fun and sun, but not much relaxing.
Brandy wants Rachel, Annie wants to lose her gold star, and Rachel wants to see me with other women. While I don’t want to be greedy here, I want them all.
My dreams have come true, my formerly vanilla girlfriend has revealed a side to herself that I had always asked for, but can I keep up with her newfound kinks?
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