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Laura stretched and yawned, then rubbed her
tired eyes and looked at the clock again. She shook her head in
resignation. It was late, again. Another twelve hour day. Jack was
going to be pissed off at her.

She didn't blame him, but on the other hand
there wasn't really anything else she could do. As a newly minted
lawyer she was lucky to have even landed a spot on a prestigious
firm like Macmillan and Rand. She sure wasn't going to complain
when they loaded the work on her. That was just normal for a junior
lawyer.

So it tired her out, she could take it. She'd
spent enough long cram sessions during college devouring the
knowledge. She had always known that the start of her legal career
would involve long hours.

If only Jack would be more understanding.

She stood up, then reached down and pulled
her jacket off the back of the chair. She slipped into it, then
brushed her hair back.

She had a vague wish that she could work in
jeans and tank top, something comfortable. Macmillan and Rand was
too formal for that, though. She wasn't even allowed to wear pants
at all, and had to wear skirts that were covered her knees.

She didn't HAVE to wear a jacket, just like
she didn't HAVE to tie her hair back tightly. They were helpful,
though, in concealing that she was female. Macmillan and Rand was
just as sexist as any other conservative Law firm.

It wasn't that she'd be sexually harassed,
exactly. It was more that she wouldn't be respected if she wore her
hair long and loose, as it was now, or if she didn't wear loose
tops and jackets that helped conceal the size of her bust.

Late in the evening, with all the partners
gone, she could at least take off her jacket and let her hair
down.

She shoved some more papers into her
briefcase, then turned off the desk lamp and went out into the main
office. She passed a few late working clerks and saw a few lights
on under the doors of summer law clerks and other new
associates.

She passed them by, in a hurry to get back
home.

She took the elevator to the parking level
and got into her five year old Chevy. She had thought she'd be
driving BMWs and Porsches once she was a lawyer, but she had
forgotten how much money she'd owe in student loan, and how little
associates were paid.

Once she was a partner, of course, she'd
really rake in the money. And if that involved years of hard work
and brown nosing around the partners then so be it. She'd come too
far to turn back now.

Half an hour later she was pulling into the
driveway, fighting off a headache, and hoping Jack wouldn't be too
upset at her. Maybe if she was lucky he'd be satisfied to fuck her,
rather than bitch and complain all night.

Of course, he complained about that nowadays
too. Like it was her fault she was too exhausted to put much effort
into it.

She opened the door and stepped inside, then,
yawning again, closed it behind her. She set down her briefcase,
then opened the closet and took off her jacket.

"I'm home, Jack," she called.

"Laura?"

She hung up her jacket, then closed the
closet and walked into the living room.

"Oh," she said.

"Laura, this is Michael and Brianna Jones,"
Jack said, standing up as she came into the room.

"Uhm, hello," Laura said, looking up at the
two as they too stood up.

She had to fight to keep from staring. They
were such a gorgeous couple. Mike was tall, with dark hair and an
almost pretty face. He had bangs over his face, gorgeous teeth, and
the most amazing eyes. Laura found herself instantly attracted to
him. She turned her eyes on the woman to break that thought at
once.

Brianna was like her husband, beautiful, with
long, silky black hair, and a pale, but somehow foreign face,
somewhat eastern. Her eyes were dark, and slanted somewhat, her
nose aristocratic, her lips thick, full.

Both were tall and slender, athletic
looking.

"How do you do, Mrs. Connor?" Michael
said.

"Fine, thank you, though a little tired,"
Laura smiled. "You're English?"

"Yes," he said, the accent distinctive,
thick.

"We've just arrived here," Brianna said, her
accent similar to her husband's.

"They've moved in next door," Jack said.

"Oh, well, it's about time. That place has
been empty for a year," Laura said.

"Yes, the recession," Michael shrugged.

"So what do you two do here?" Laura asked,
sitting down.

"I'm in public relations," Michael smiled. "I
work for Glacine Electronics."

"And I look after Michael," Brianna said,
throwing an adoring smile at her husband.

Laura groaned inwardly. This was just what
she didn't need right now. Jack had never actually suggested she
quit, despite the fact he was making enough money to support them
now, but she knew he would have loved it if she did.

She quickly found herself uncomfortable with
Michael and Brianna. They had that aloof European attitude that
made her feel gauche and cloddish, and she simply didn't understand
many of the things they said. She'd been far too busy to follow
politics, fashion, or art.

Jack, on the other hand, got along like a
house on fire. His work as an architect had him associating with a
lot of wealthy, sophisticated people. He didn't spend his days
buried in books like her.

"I don't know how you can stand your job,"
Brianna sighed.

"What?" Laura blinked, her mind having
strayed.

"Well, everyone knows how overworked and
mistreated junior lawyers are, and when you add in the sexism...
well," she shrugged.

"Macmillan and Rand aren't a particularly
sexist firm," she said defensively.

"They needn't be to be hideous," Brianna
smiled.

"I'm comfortable there," she said
stiffly.

"Are you really?" Brianna said in surprise.
"What about those clothes? Surely they're not your choice?"

"What's wrong with them?" Laura demanded
uncomfortably.

"Well, they're so... sexless."

"I don't need to be sexually provocative at
work," Laura said.

"Well, no, but one likes to feel like a
woman," Brianna said. "I bet you have to pull your hair back in a
bun too."

"I... well, it keeps it out of my face,"
Laura said lamely.

"You have lovely hair," Michael said. "Tis a
crime to scrunch it down all mannish like."

Laura shrugged helplessly.

"Oh come on, honey," Jack said. "You know you
hate those clothes you wear." He turned to Michael and shook his
head. "Do you know she even wears a special bra to hide the size of
her chest?"

"Jack!" Laura said.

"I've never heard of one of those," Brianna
said with a sly smile.

"It's not...exactly a bra," Laura said,
blushing.

"It's a kind of halter," Jack shrugged,
sipping from his glass.

"What size are you?" Brianna asked.

"What?" Laura gaped, blushing.

"She's a thirty-eight C," Jack said. "You
wouldn't know it to look at her now, would you?"

"Jack!" Laura snapped angrily, blushing
more.

"Most law firms are quite sexist," Michael
said. "It's hard to be taken seriously as a woman, especially a
beautiful one."

Laura looked at him in surprise. She
certainly didn't consider herself beautiful, not compared to
someone like Brianna anyway. Her eyes locked with Michael's for a
moment and she felt an odd little tickle of slow heat ignite within
her.

She jerked her eyes away, blushing again.

"I seldom have that trouble," Laura lied.

"Well, you're much better than me, then,"
Brianna smiled sadly. "I have to have Michael do everything for me.
The men you have to deal with, you know, they don't take me
seriously. All they do is strip me naked with their eyes.

"Not that I blame them," Michael smiled. "I'm
quite lucky to be able to do it with my hands." He turned and gave
Brianna a smirk, which she returned.

The Connors looked on uncomfortably.

"We're quite lucky, aren't we, Jack," Michael
said. "We both have lovely, gorgeous, sexy wives that all the other
men lust after."

"Oh stop," Laura said.

"I just wish mine was around me as much as
yours is," Jack said.

"Well, she's a career woman," Brianna said
lightly, implying that that was a silly thing to be.

"I couldn't just sit around the house all day
doing nothing," Laura glared.

"Oh, I seldom do that," Brianna laughed.
"Except when Michael leaves me all tied up on the bed."

Again she and her husband exchanged a
smoldering, sexy look, and Laura had the distinct suspicion she
wasn't kidding.

Europeans were supposed to be quite sexually
free compared to Americans. Maybe the two of them did fool around
with bondage.

The image of herself naked, hands tied behind
her, kneeling in front of Michael, suddenly came into her mind, and
she swallowed nervously, trying several times before she was able
to cast it out.

She and Jack had a... well... an ordinary sex
life. Well, perhaps less than that. Often there was no time, and
when there was time it was usually for a hurry up sex with little
real satisfaction for her. Even when they'd had time, they had
never experimented with any kinky stuff, both being kind of
conservative in sexual areas.

She broke the image off and turned to Jack,
who was looking at Brianna in a way Laura definitely didn't like.
Was he thinking of Brianna naked and tied up? Laura frowned at that
thought. Would Jack ever consider adultery? With Brianna?

Probably. The Englishwoman seemed to radiate
sexuality. She had a beguiling, seductive face, and a body that was
more than ample she wore clothes that did little to hide that fact
either. Certainly the light summer dress she now wore displayed her
charms well, and made it obvious she had no bra on beneath.

"We'll have to go out somewhere together,
Jack," Michael said. "Take the ladies out and show them off, make
all the men jealous."

"If we can find the time," Jack said.

"Well, we really must be going," Michael
said, getting to his feet. He reached down and took Brianna's hand,
lifting her to her feet, then moved to the door, still holding her
hand.

"Drop by any time," Jack said.

"Yes, of course," Laura echoed
insincerely.

They saw them to the door, where Brianna
turned and put her arms around Jack, then kissed him.... on the
lips.

Laura's mouth opened and she stared at them
for a moment, but then Michael was in front of her, his arms around
her, and then his lips pressed down on hers.

The kiss was - amazing. She felt a sudden hot
rush of heat to her loins, and felt the urge to press herself
against him. His hands slid onto her back very softly, and she knew
he wanted to slide them lower.

Then he broke off, smiling casually, taking
Brianna's hand and easing out the door with her. Laura swallowed
repeatedly, her hand going to her throat as she blinked her
eyes.

"Good night," Jack said.

Laura folded her arms across her chest,
astonished to feel her nipples pushing out hard and erect. She
turned away from the door as Jack closed it.

"They seem nice," Jack said. "We're lucky to
find neighbors our own age. Most of them are a lot older."

"Uhm, yeah," she said.

He came up behind her and draped an arm over
her shoulders, then pulled her around and in against his body. He
bent and kissed her, his hands sliding up and down her back.

"I'm sorry I'm late again," she said when he
pulled back.

"I'm always sorry when you're late," he
said.

He leaned in and kissed her again, his lips
sliding hungrily over hers as his hands slid down onto her ass. She
instantly thought of Michael.

She groaned as Jack's hand slid up her belly
and squeezed her breast. Their lips slid from side to side with
almost bruising force as he forced her head up and back and mashed
his lips against her. She staggered back in his arms and
stumbled.

His weight bore her to the floor, yet his
lips never left hers and his hands continued to maul her body. She
felt a deep, sensual desire as his fingers excitedly unbuttoned her
shirt, and his mouth slid across her face and under her ear.

He jerked her halter up over her breasts,
then his mouth darted down, his lips suckling on her hard left
nipple. He sucked in a mouthful of soft flesh around her nipple and
rolled it with his tongue as he sucked. His teeth bit down and she
gasped in surprise, pain, and pleasure.

"J-Jack," she gasped.

His hands excited, much rougher than usual.
He mauled her breasts, squeezing and kneading them, working his
hands up, then down, then mashing her breasts flat so the soft
flesh oozed out between his splayed fingers. His mouth was ravenous
as it sucked and chewed and licked and bit on her soft, tender
breasts.

One of his hands found the zipper at the side
of her skirt and jerked it down, then shoved at her skirt, forcing
it lower, before wriggling inside. She jerked in surprise as his
hand slid in between her thighs and squeezed her pussy, then
slipped inside her panties.

His fingers rubbed up and down at her pussy
silt, hard and insistent. Then he pulled back to his knees, panting
for breath, as she was. He gripped her skirt and jerked it down
hard, drawing another cry of surprise from Laura. He was always
soft and gentle and romantic. Yet she found herself becoming
incredibly turned on by his - his heat, his excitement, his
dominance.

He ripped her skirt off and sent it flying
across the room, then tore her panties off. She stared up at him
with wide eyes, excited but also shocked at his behaviour.

He dove atop her, his bulging cock pressing
into her soft, bare, underbelly as he crushed his lips down on hers
once again. He fumbled at his pants, jerking them down, pulling his
cock out. She felt its heat against her bare skin and spread her
legs excitedly.

Then it touched her slit and thrust into her
hard. She gasped again, her opening abruptly stretched wide around
his rounded, red-nosed cockhead. He clutched her head, her hair,
pulling at it as he crushed his lips down once more.

His cock thrust down into her hard, thrusting
aside the soft folds of her sex, driving deep into her belly as she
moaned and writhed beneath him. His hand kneaded her breast as he
jerked her hair back hard and bit down on her exposed throat.

She cried out in dazed disbelief and hot,
passionate sexual desire, humping up at him as he screwed his hips
down against her. He ground his flesh into her and twisted his cock
around deep in her belly, then began to thrust into her, his ass
rising and falling at a furious rate as he pounded his cock into
her.

His face was strained, teeth clenched, eyes
wild as he thrust into her with savage force, his long, thick cock
spearing up into her belly again and again, painfully slashing
through the depths of her abdomen as his hips crushed and bruised
her thighs.

Her legs were wide, splayed uncomfortably,
her heels bouncing on the floor as he drove himself into her. Her
expensive stockings were rasping against the rug, and her buttocks
ground into the floor painfully hard.

His hands were everywhere, mashing and
squeezing and groping and pinching and pulling, even as his mouth
darted from her lips to her throat to her breasts and back again.
His cock thrust furiously inside her, his hips working like a
jackhammer as he speared her with his furious rutting.

She had never had sex like this, so... so out
of control, so wild and frenzied and raw and carnal. She could only
lay there helplessly as her body was battered from within and
without, as his hips bruised her thighs, his fingers left raw
gouges in her buttocks and breasts, and his teeth bit into her
throat and breasts.

He stiffened and quivered, grinding his teeth
and pulling his head back as he came. She grunted, partly with
relief, her mind blasted by the hot, furious sexual attack, shocked
at the experience.

But then instead of settling down with a sigh
of relief he mashed his lips down against hers again. His tongue
shot into her mouth and flickered around as he ground his hips
against her and continued to squeeze and knead her breasts.

He began pumping again, his cock still thick
and hard as it moved within her. She marvelled at it at the same
time as her mind was assaulted by both relief and frustration. His
cock started moving faster and faster and she winced in pain as his
hips continued to grind and crush her thighs.

His hands slid down beneath her, cupping her
buttocks easily, jerking her upwards to meet his strokes. She
gasped in pain as his cock rammed up into her. He began fucking her
with a deep, stabbing thrust, jerking her hips upwards each time,
making his cock impale her again and again.

"J-J-Jack," she gasped. "S-stop!"

Her feet bounced on the floor, one of the
heels breaking off her shoes. She gasped and groaned and grunted
with each hard, savage thrust.

Sweat stood out on her forehead and her body
flared with heat. She panted helplessly, grunting repeatedly as he
rammed his cock up into her. He was like an animal, like a wild
beast mauling her. He jerked his hands out suddenly, then gripped
her thighs and forced her legs up and back.

He jammed her legs back against her chest,
his hands going behind her knees. He rose up over her, supported on
his hands, mashing her legs into her breasts as he began to stroke
furiously. His cock was a blur as it sawed in and out of her
pussy.

This was not a position she had ever allowed.
It was degrading and disgusting, and made her feel like a hole for
him to jerk off in. Yet she had no choice in the matter, not now,
and could only lay there, crushed in two as his cock pounded into
her and his hips hammered against her buttocks.

At five feet four Laura was not a large
woman, and was totally overwhelmed as her husband's weight crushed
her down into the floor. She stared up in disbelief as his eyes
gleamed hungrily and his teeth glistened.

She whimpered in pain as her legs mashed and
crushed her breasts, much of his weight above them. Her groin was
lewdly displayed, gaping open and utterly vulnerable to his cruel,
battering cock. It pumped furiously inside her, setting off a
burning heat inside her belly.

It was, she thought, the heat of friction,
rather than lust. Yet there was no denying that other heat was
there too. Her entire body throbbed with it, and as her mind
abandoned outrage and shock and settled in to the hard, furious
fuck, she felt her body begin to come alive with heat, a shimmering
crackle sexual electricity running over her skin and up and down
her spine.

Her breasts were hard and swollen, and each
time her legs crushed and rolled them she was hit by contrasting
sensations of burning hot pleasure and aching pain. His cock was
sawing across her taut sex lips like nothing she'd ever felt.

It was a hot, furious fucking... that was
what it was, she thought. This could not be called making love, not
by any stretch of the imagination. Jack was fucking her; he was
fucking the hell out of her, screwing her. She was outraged, yet
strangely, also excited by the spontaneous display of passionate
lust.

She gasped for breath, grunting and moaning
as he continued to ride her, continued to fuck her into the ground.
She felt the sudden jolting blasts of sexual pleasure that
precluded an orgasm and threw herself open for it, eagerly
welcoming the hot, roaring blast of ecstasy as it tore into
her.

It was big, huge, she realized. The pleasure
rose higher and higher, making her quiver and jerk spastically. Her
mind was gripped by a massive, feverish sex-heat, and she gurgled
insanely as the prolonged orgasm shattered her thinking processes
and ripped through her body.

Jack's mind was awhirl as he jammed Laura's
legs back against her chest and pounded his hips down against her
upturned buttocks. He realized, of course, that what he was doing
was far from their normal regimen. He'd never taken Laura like
this, so roughly, so suddenly, just... just using her.

And inside he gloried in it, gloried in
throwing the bitch on the floor and ramming his cock up her hole so
hard it hurt her. He'd endured too many months of having to
schedule time for even a quickie, of her casual response to their
love making, of the impression she left that she was practically
tolerating it, just letting him jerk off in her so he could go to
sleep and stop bothering her.

It'd been three weeks since the last two
minute "jerk off" inside her. Three weeks of frustration and
resentment had been abruptly polarized by the visit of Michael and
his beautiful, seductive, attentive wife. He'd spent more than an
hour watching her firm breasts shifting below her thin shift,
watching her nipples move beneath the surface of the thin
fabric.

He was sick of the outfits Laura wore, sick
of the way she kept her hair pulled back, sick of the boredom of
their lives, especially their sex lives. It had been building up
inside him and been set off by the hot, obvious sexuality shared by
Michael and Brianna, their teasing remarks that hinted at a
provocative, sensual existence far beyond his own pale boredom.

Now he pounded his cock into Laura, stabbing
down as hard as he could, watching her face as his cock thrust home
again and again, willing her to come, to come around his cock,
wanting to fuck her to an orgasm despite herself, to force her to
come.

He pulled himself further forward on her
body, bringing more pressure against her clit as he rammed his cock
down into her. He saw her eyes glazing over, saw her head twitching
and jerking and rolling, and heard the new passion in her groans
and grunts and moans.

Then she came. He felt her pussy sucking and
squeezing and spasming around his cock as he plunged it into her to
the hilt repeatedly. He let out a bellow of triumph, though he made
no sound. He watched and felt her writhe and jerk beneath him as
her orgasm washed over her and felt like a conqueror.

He released the long held hold on his own
cock, and felt the bubbling heat taking hold. Even though he'd
already come once, he was nearing a second massive climax. He
couldn't remember the last time he'd fucked her right through his
own come, been able to continue without pause, not since before
they were married, that was sure, maybe even not then.

Her face shifted briefly, her hair turning a
dark, raven, her features narrowing into Brianna's seductive face.
Then they shifted back to Laura, panting, mouth wide, eyes closed,
head bouncing as he hammered his heavy body into her.

He came again, his cock firehosing white hot
cum down into her belly, flooding her with his salty seed as he
groaned in relief and victory, buried the last inch of cock in her
hole and let himself come down fully atop her.
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Laura glared at Jack over her coffee, daring
him to make a remark, or even give her a look. She was on the edge
of an all out broadside attack, and the only reason she didn't let
it loose now was because she didn't have time before work.

She was wearing a dull brown business suit,
long skirt and heavy jacket over white blouse. Her hair was pulled
back tightly, and she had little makeup on.

It was simply the way to dress. Junior
associates did not dress to be noticed unless they had done
something good, something that would draw praise. Otherwise you
scuttled around hoping not to be noticed, not to be loaded with yet
another research job.

As for last night, they hadn't spoken of it
afterwards. He'd climbed off and staggered away. She'd done the
same, had a shower, then gone to bed.

She was sure that his sudden passion had been
caused by the visit of their new neighbors, specifically, Brianna.
Laura had never appreciated hard, grunting, rutting sex, and
appreciated it even less when she was being used as a substitute
for another woman.

It might have been her Jack fucked like a
maniac last night, but in his mind she was sure it had been
Brianna. She was the one, however, that was left with the bruises,
the sore thighs and breasts, and the need to wear a high collar to
hide the red and purplish marks on her throat.

She felt betrayed, as if Jack had slept with
another woman. Not only that but his behavior was inexcusable. She
enjoyed making love, and saw no other reason for sex. If he wanted
quick release he could damned well masturbate.

She had been caring enough to allow him to...
to use her body over the past few months, letting him get on top
and hump away for a few minutes until he came, even though she was
too tired to enjoy it. She'd done that for him, and what was her
reward, almost being fucked to death while he fantasized about
another woman.

He would deny it of course, the bastard, but
she knew it was true.

It wasn't as if she wasn't sexually
frustrated herself at times. How else to explain the way she'd
responded last night to a brutal sex that could almost be termed
rape? How else to explain...the way she'd thought about Michael? It
wasn't as though she didn't want to make love more; she simply
didn't have the time.

Maybe Brianna could play the seductive boy
toy with her husband, but she didn't have a job. She had plenty of
time, and nothing to do with it but please the bread winner.

"What time will you be home tonight?" he
asked.

"I don't know," she snapped.

He shrugged and she glared at him. She stood
up, put her cup in the sink, then strode out of the room without
another word. She picked up her briefcase and went out the door,
slamming it behind her.

Jack opened the sunroof and turned the radio
up a little. It was a gorgeous afternoon. He had finished up work
and was heading home... well, to the pool. He'd have a little
swim... by himself.

His pleasure at the day began to evaporate.
He was going to go home and swim alone, then watch TV alone, then
eat alone. He might as well have stayed at work. Maybe he would
call one of his pals and go out to a ball game.

He parked the car and went into the house,
through it, really. He went right out the back and into the yard.
The water looked gorgeous and...

"Hello?" Brianna smiled.

"Uhm, uhhhh...Br-Brianna," he gulped in
shock.

"I'm sorry," Brianna smiled, folding her arms
across her bare chest and sitting up. "You did say you wouldn't
mind if we used your pool now and then."

"N-no, of course not," he gulped.

"I didn't expect you so early. I hope you're
not offended."

"No, no," he said, shaking his head
rapidly.

"You Americans can be so prudish about nudity
sometimes," Brianna smiled.

"Uh, yes, some of us are," he agreed, his
vision still filled with the sight of her hard, firm, cone shaped
breasts with their tiny pink nipples.

"It was such a lovely day that I decided to
work on my tan," Brianna smiled.

"You go right ahead," he said, working up a
smile of his own.

"Are you going to join me?"

"What? Oh. Well, as a matter of fact I was
thinking of taking a quick dip."

"Good. It's lonely sunbathing alone."

"I'll uh, be right back," he said, turning
and heading back into the house.

"Jesus Christ," he whispered as he passed
through the kitchen.

His cock was already semi-hard. He was lucky
she'd at least been wearing a thong bottom. If she'd been naked he
was sure he would have creamed in his pants.

He stripped up in his bedroom, then jerked
open the drawer of his dresser and pulled out several bathing
suits. Usually he wore boxers, but, he considered, it would be
better to wear the tighter, smaller briefs instead. It wasn't that
he was trying to show off his bulge, quite the contrary. If his
cock got a little hard it would be easier to conceal in the tight
briefs.

He tugged them on, then grabbed a towel from
the hall closet and headed back downstairs. He didn't pause to
wonder what Laura would think if she came home and found the two of
them in the back yard. In his own mind he wasn't doing anything
wrong, and anyway, Laura wouldn't be home for hours.

He paused in the kitchen door.

"Would you like a drink, Brianna?" he
called.

"Got one, thanks," she said, holding up a
glass.

He got himself a beer, then headed out to the
pool.

He was both relieved and disappointed to see
that she'd put on a top. It wasn't much of a top, though, a tiny
pair of triangles held together by string.

She was lying on the ground. He considered
pulling over a couple of chairs but rejected the thought. He sat
down beside her, spreading out his towel and setting down his
beer.

"It's a beautiful day, isn't it," she
sighed.

"Gorgeous," he agreed.

"This is the kind of day where it's a crime
to be working indoors."

"I agree," he said, his eyes sliding up and
down her slender, willowy body.

She was so different than Laura in so many
different ways. She was tall where Laura was short, had long, loose
raven hair that shone like silk in the sunlight where Laura's was
blonde and short and usually pulled in tight to her head. She
was... graceful, cultured, urbane, where Laura was brusque, open
and down to earth.

Laura's body, for all it's small size, was
lush and full, with large round breasts, big nipples, round
feminine buttocks... an hourglass figure. Brianna was kind of on
the skinny side, her legs incredibly long but not as full, her
buttocks somewhat boyish. It was a slim, athletic body, rather than
the soft curves he was used to seeing when Laura was naked, or
nearly naked.

Not that he'd seen much of that lately.

And her face, it wasn't the round, pleasant,
big eyed, sweet, doe face Laura had, but a sensual, seductive,
exquisitely fine featured, fine boned face, with narrowed eyes and
a kind of quirky, knowing smile, like she had a secret... or maybe
could read his mind.

Her movements were so smooth, so graceful.
She was like a cat, a tawny, sleek feline.

"When is Laurie getting home?" she asked.

"Uhm, probably not until late," he said.

"Pity. What a shame, such a pretty young
thing stuck in a boring office all the time."

"I agree," he nodded.

He didn't correct her use of Laura's name.
Laura hated the term Laurie, thinking it was meant for a girl, not
a woman. Nor did he think anything strange of her words, though
Laura would have bristled at being described as a pretty young
thing, especially by a woman who couldn't be much older than
her.

"You really should have a talk with the girl,
Jack," she smiled.

He shrugged.

"You should have trained her better, you
know."

"What?"

"Well, Jack, you're the man. It is her duty
to support you, to see to your needs."

"That's a very old fashioned notion."

"I'm an old fashioned girl," she sighed,
lying back on the grass.

Her arms slid up above her as she
spread-eagled herself on the towel. He felt his cock twitching,
felt the desire growing to jump her, though he dismissed it, of
course.

"Michael would never stand for me not being
available of him," she said, eyes closed. "He has his needs, you
know." She opened her eyes and turned her head towards him.

He nodded again.

"I don't think there's a lot I can do," he
said.

"Well, maybe you've left it too late at
that"

His eyes flickered longingly over her body
and he turned his head away before his cock betrayed his
thinking.

"You don't want a job?" he asked.

"Oh, I find plenty to do. I like being
available for Michael, anyway. Anyway, he wouldn't let me
work."

"How would he stop you?"

She batted her eyes at him. "He'd... punish
me," she said, with the hint of a smile.

He swallowed and looked at the water. "I'm
gonna take a dip," he said, getting to his feet and padding over to
the edge of the pool.

He dove in and swam several laps, letting the
cool water chill his ardour. Brianna stayed on the towel
motionless, absorbing the sun.

He climbed out of the pool, dripping water,
and walked back to her. She opened her eyes, shading them from the
sun.

"You must work out," she smiled.

"I have a lot of time for it," he said,
shrugging like he didn't care.

Inside, he felt a surge of pride and
straightened slightly, pulling his stomach in a little more. He did
work out a lot. Usually he stopped off on the way home and spent an
hour or more at the gym.

It was something to do.

He toweled off and sat down beside her,
meeting her eyes only briefly before turning away. The woman
radiated sexuality, and he didn't want to say or do something that
would get him in trouble.

"You should put on some oil," she said, as he
lay back.

"Oh, I won't be long," he said.

"Shouldn't take chances," she smiled, sitting
up.

She picked up a bottle of lotion, then turned
and knelt beside him. She smiled that strange little smile at him
and squirted oil over his chest.

Her hands were incredibly soft as they slid
over his pecks, rubbing softly, sliding down the sides of his thick
chest, then up again, sliding over his shoulders, caressing his
skin.

He swallowed nervously as her hands worked
over his chest and shoulders. Then she straddled him, smiling,
smiling, sitting down on his lower belly. He felt her soft ass skin
pressing against his abdomen and his cock gave a violent lurch.

"I - ."

She pressed a finger to his lips, then slid
her hands around his neck, stroking it on either side. She eased
backwards, her ass brushing the top of his bathing suit as her
hands worked down along his washboard stomach, moving down the
sides to his hips, then up his chest again.

If she eased back any more she was going to
be sitting on his cock, which was now approaching the composition
of solid steel. As she started to slide back his hands darted out
and gripped her hips.

"Tha... that's enough," he gulped.

"Don't be silly," she smiled, rising up.

Her knees pressed tightly against his sides
as she shuffled further down, her hands caressing his chest and
belly. She looked down at his bulging shorts, then up at his face,
smiling, smiling.

"What's this?" she purred, sliding his trunks
down, exposing the bright red, hard head of his cock, then the
shaft below it.

She slid her oily fingers around it and
pulled it from his trunks, pointing it at the sky, then squeezed
it.

"Wha...what are you doing?" he gasped, his
head reeling.

"It must indeed have been a long time," she
smiled.

She squeezed his cock, her fingers working
from side to side around the shaft. She lowered her lips and then,
hesitating only long enough to flick her eyes up at his shocked
face, kissed the head of his cock.

She pushed her tongue out and, holding his
cock firmly in both hands, exposing just the head, licked at it
like it was an ice cream cone. Her tongue twirled all around the
head, then lapped directly across the little piss hole.

She laughed in amusement, then pulled up,
taking a hand off his throbbing boner. He watched her lift up the
suntan oil, or what he thought was suntan oil. She popped it open
then turned it upside down, squeezing the bottle and sending a
stream of clear liquid into her open mouth.

She let it fill her mouth, then closed her
mouth and set down the bottle. She bent over his cock again,
smiling, even with her lips closed. She rubbed her hands over his
cock, then gripped it tightly and pressed it against her lips.

She pressed down, letting his cock slowly
force its way through her tight lips. She kept her lips so tightly
closed that no oil trickled out as his cock slid up into her mouth.
He gasped in pleasure and shock, digging his fingers into the grass
as he felt his cock engulfed in her hot, liquid filled mouth.

Her tongue licked around his cockhead as she
took his cock into the back of her mouth, then she slid her lips
back up so that only the head was inside and... eased her lips
apart just the slightest bit.

Sun warmed oil slid down his cock shaft on
all sides and soaked his balls and crotch as he watched in
astonished lust. Then her hands gripped his balls and squeezed
them, rolling and massaging them as she bobbed her lips rapidly up
and down his cock.

He clenched his teeth but couldn't hold back
the explosion of pleasure. His prick blasted out a thick stream of
semen, sending wads after wad shooting into her mouth. She
continued to bob her full lips on his cock, as his own juice
trickled down the sides of it like an erupting volcano.

He arched his back and dug his fingers deeper
in the earth, groaning in pleasure as his body quivered and jerked
in spastic release. Then he went limp, sighing in relief as he laid
his head back on the grass.

"Jeeeesssuuuuuuuuu," he groaned.

But Brianna wasn't finished. Even as his cock
softened she continued to work on it with her lips and teeth and
fingers. She rubbed and squeezed his balls as she took his cock
into her mouth once more. She sucked gently on it, then took it out
and rubbed it up and down across her face.

He gulped in surprise as he saw her rubbing
his cock over her cheeks, her eyes slits of pleasure as his oily
boner pressed against her lips and nose and forehead.

"I loooove coooocckkk," she sighed.

She unclipped her bra, then squeezed her
breasts around his cock. She rubbed her breasts up and down his
cock, mashing the soft flesh around his boner as she smiled at
him.

He could not help contrasting this... this
hot slut with Laura, drab, boring Laura. Laura wouldn't suck his
cock. She thought it was dirty and disgusting. She would seldom let
him eat her pussy either, for the same reason. Nor would Laura do
anything she considered degrading to women.

That certainly included mashing her breasts
over his cock. How many times had he fantasised about fucking her
big round tits? Laura considered that disgusting and degrading
too.

His cock pulsed with life. Less than a minute
after he'd blown his cork in her mouth and his cock was hard again!
He'd never met a more exciting, sensual woman.

She bent over, sliding his cock over her face
again, then taking it into her mouth. She slid her hands down her
hips and pulled her tight little thong bottom down, never taking
her lips off his cock.

She straightened up then, back straight, eyes
burning embers, teeth glistening. She turned around, her back to
him, then dropped onto all fours. She crawled a little ways away,
her ass swinging from side to side, then she halted, legs spread,
ass high.

She had no pussy hair at all, and her hot,
pink slit peeked out at him as she knelt invitingly.

On all fours was another position Laura
considered degrading. She would not be "ridden like a bitch in
heat", as she said.

He scrambled to his knees, cock bouncing as
he shuffled in behind her. His hands gripped her hips, squeezed her
ass, then slid under and cupped her pussy. She moaned in pleasure,
screwing her hips around in a circular motion as he rubbed his
smooth hand over her puffy bald pussy mound.

"Fuuuuuck meeeee," she groaned.

"Jesus Christ!" he gasped.

He shoved his cockhead at her slit, punching
it through her lips, then gripped her hips and thrust hard. She let
out a soft cry, her head jerking up and back, then sinking down
again as he fed the last inch of cock up her pussy.

He almost came right there and then, with the
tightness of her pussy squeezing down around his prick. He
shuddered with the effort to restrain himself, his fingers digging
into her flanks as he held himself pressed tightly against her
buttocks.

He drew in a deep breath, then another. He
gazed won along her body in wonder that he was doing this. Then he
began to fuck, using long, deep strokes, slapping his oiled hips
against her oily buttocks, pumping his big cock inside Brianna's
warm depths.

He felt her working her pussy over his boner,
squeezing down each time he withdrew, and marveled at this sexual
creature, so different from his wife, or any other woman he'd
known.

His hands slid up and down her sides, then
eased under her to cup her wobbling, swinging breasts. She cooed
and moaned in delight, humping back against him, driving her hot
pussy over his red cock stick.

"Haaaaardddd! Fuck me haaaaarrdddd!" she
moaned.

He cursed, pounding his cock into her with
desperate desire, crushing her buttocks with each savage stroke.
His fingers mashed her breasts as he rode her like... a bitch in
heat.

He jerked her back to meet his strokes, his
fingers tight on her flanks as he spiked his cock into her
pussy.

"Spank me!" she gasped. "Spank me! Spank my
ass!"

Eyes bulging, he licked his lips, then raised
a hand and slapped it down on one buttock. She yelped in pleasure
and rutted back harder. Again he slapped his hand down, then again,
the sound echoing across the yard as she whimpered and moaned and
humped desperately.

He slapped at her oily bottom, turning it
bright red as he drilled his cock up her pussy. He felt his blood
boiling, his heart pounding, his guts cramping as he tried to hold
back the flood of sensory overload shooting through him.

Brianna whimpered and moaned, then starting
jerking her head up and down like a wild horse, grunting and
yelping and moaning as an orgasm rippled up and down her body.

"YeeeeEEEeeEEEessssss," she hissed.
"Yesssssss! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yeeeesssssssssssssss!"

He stabbed his cock up her hole with savage
thrusts, grunting as his body slammed against her. He came, his
balls exploding his juice gushing out the tip of his cock, pouring
down into her squeezing, sucking sex tunnel.

He slapped her ass again and again, then
clutched her hips and slammed her back hard against him, jamming
every last inch of prick up into her belly, mashing his loins
against her crotch and buttocks as he shuddered and collapsed over
her.

He dropped her to the ground, draped heavily
over her body, then he rolled back, and they lay on their sides,
his cock still in her, his arms around her, his hands squeezing her
breasts and stroking her sleek, oily body.

"W-we shouldn't have...done that," he
panted.

"Why not?" she sighed, pushing her ass back
against him.

"Your... husband. My wife," he sighed.

"What about them?"

"Michael would be furious?"

"No he wouldn't," she said, pulling his hand
more firmly against her breast.

"You don't think so?" he asked in
disbelief.

"Michael says the purpose of women is to
please men."

"I don't think he meant you in
particular."

"He doesn't mind me fucking other men. I do
it all the time. Sometimes he brings his friends home to fuck
me."

"You're kidding?" he gasped.

"Americans are so prudish," she smiled.

"It's not... prudish, exactly. I just can't
imagine Laura..."

"Laura is a beautiful woman. She could give
pleasure to many, many men."

"Ha," he snorted. He'd be happy enough if she
gave pleasure to him.

She rolled over on her other side and smiled
at him. "You should encourage her to fuck other men, lots of
them."

"I don't think so."

"You would find your sex life much better if
she did. I can't tell you how... free and alive I felt after my
first gang bang."

"Ga... gang bang?" he gulped.

"Michael found eight men to fuck me. It was
wooooonderfull. At one point three men fucked me at the same time,
one in my pussy, one in my mouth, and one up my ass."

"Jesus. Laura would go crazy if you even
suggested she let someone fuck her in the ass."

"She is repressed. She needs to be exposed to
the pleasures of the body. Her silly little job would hold less
interest if she could enjoy her own body more, and - ." She smiled
and cupped his cock and balls "the bodies of men."

He kissed her and she smiled and licked a
trail up his chest.
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Jack was still asleep Saturday when Laura
rolled out of bed. She glanced at the clock. It was just shy of
six. She hadn't been able to sleep in late for years.

She slipped on a pair of panties and an
athletic bra, then stepped into a pair of orange nylon shorts. She
pulled on a tank top, then got her running shoes and headed
downstairs.

The air was cool and fresh, the dew still on
the grass. She locked the door behind her then started jogging down
the street. She liked jogging early, before there were a lot of
people out and about. She liked the coolness of the air too.

She rounded the corner, then went about six
blocks before turning again. She took a meandering path through the
neighborhood, then headed back to her place. She was weary and
sweating when she turned onto her own street. She jogged down the
last half block, then turned her head at a hale.

"Hi there, Laura," Michael called from his
porch.

She raised her hand to wave, intent on
passing him by, but then, for some reason, turned down his walk,
still jogging. She halted in front of his porch, jogging in
place.

"Lovely day, isn't it?" she smiled.

"It is that. Been out for a spot of
jogging?"

"Just a spot," she laughed.

"I always wanted to jog," he said.

"Why don't you?"

"Too bloody lazy."

She laughed in amusement. "Well, I have to
get into the shower," she said.

"No, not the shower," he glared,
mockingly.

"I'm all sweaty," she said, aware of a subtle
sexual tension between them.

"If I had just jogged for miles and was hot
and sweaty, and if I had a swimming pool in my back yard, I think
I'd just run right up and dive in head first."

"I'd get my clothes all wet."

"You have to wash them anyway, right?"

"You're right," she said, still jogging in
place. "It's an appealing idea."

"Go for it."

"I can't," she smiled.

"Live a little."

"My... my shoes are all dirty," she said. "I
can't put them in the pool."

"Well then, there's only one thing to do.
You'll have to strip before you dive in," he smiled, wiggling his
eyebrows. "Go skinny-dipping."

"Michael!" she gasped, reddening
slightly.

"Think of your overheated body sliding
through that cool liquid." he teased.

"Mmmm," she smiled. "You just want to peep at
me."

"Would I look at a lovely naked woman
swimming nude in a pool?"

"I think most men would."

"You're probably right."

"I have to go, Michael," she laughed.

She jogged up the walk, but then hesitated.
She turned and grinned at him, then headed between their two
houses. She jogged to the gate, then realized just as she reached
it that it was locked from inside. She sighed in disappointment,
then turned and started to jog back.

Michael appeared and she laughed and stopped
in front of him. She stopped jogging finally, leaning back against
the wall of her house.

"You coming to watch me swim?" she
smiled.

"Why not? It's early. There's little to
do."

"You just wanted to see me naked," she
teased.

She was aware that she was flirting
outrageously, but felt safe to do so, considering how close she was
to home, and how beautiful his wife was. Anyway, he was gorgeous,
and she couldn't help feeling a hot, physical desire at his
nearness.

"Most men would," he said.

"I wasn't going to skinny-dip," she
grinned.

"I didn't think you would."

"Then why were you coming?"

"I was going to skinny-dip."

She laughed and he grinned in response.

"You don't find the idea of me naked
appealing?" he asked in mock indignation.

"Should I?" she teased.

"Most women would."

Including me, she thought to herself.

She was aware of how close he was now,
hovering over her. She instinctively pulled back but her back was
pressed into the wall. She continued to smile as her heart beat a
little faster.

"Tell me, isn't this a better way to live
than getting up, putting on makeup and heading off to work?" he
asked.

"Of course," she snorted.

"Wouldn't you love to do it every
morning?"

"Well... I'm... sure I'd get bored after
awhile," she said, not very convincingly.

"Brianna has forced me to get a swimming
pool," he said. "She wants to skinny-dip and sunbathe in the nude.
She wants an all over tan."

"Tans are bad for you" she said.

"Is that why you don't have one?"

She shrugged.

"You're a lovely woman," he said admiringly.
"You don't need any tan."

"Thank you," she said, her insides quivering
a little.

"Just one thing wrong," he said, shaking his
head a little.

"What?"

"Your hair. You've got it all pulled back
again."

"It's for jogging," she said, swallowing
nervously as he leaned in against her. He reached out and slid his
fingers through her hair, then reached behind her and freed the
clip that held her hair behind her in a tail.

It fell loose around her face, and he smiled
down at her, his fingers tossing it, fluffing it out.

"There," he said softly. "Much better."

She trembled a little, looking up at him
anxiously. He smiled gently, his fingers combing her hair a little.
She returned the smile a little hesitantly. Her heart was pounding
harder and harder, and she felt a liquid heat between her legs.

His hands slid through her hair and onto the
side of her neck. He slid his hand up and down her throat with the
gentlest of touches, while she stood there frozen like a dear in a
car's headlights. His hand eased down her throat and down her
chest, in between her breasts.

Her chest was heaving, and she was looking up
at him anxiously, wanting him to leave, wanting him to stay.

His hand slid down her belly and then in
under the elastic of her shorts, under the elastic of her panties,
and down between her thighs.

She gasped in shock as a jagged bolt of pure,
white hot need ripped into her groin at the touch of his fingers.
He cupped her pussy, squeezing lightly as the smile dropped from
his handsome face. Her legs spread involuntarily, her breathing
becoming more ragged, harsh, loud.

She felt his fingers slide up into her pussy
slit, two fingers driving up into her pussy as she began to tremble
and shake against the wall. His thumb closed on her clit and he
began to roll it between his thumb and fingers.

She let out a soft cry and her hips jerked
forward, then back, her buttocks crushing up against the wall. Her
breathing was even harsher, faster, and she moaned low in her
throat. He rubbed harder, rolling and squeezing the burning little
clitoris in his fingers as the pressure roared in her skull and the
heat turned into a firestorm inside her.

"P-p-please," she mewled.

She made a desperate attempt to break away,
but it was little more than a feeble gesture, her arms pushing
weakly at him before giving up. He slid his left hand up onto her
throat, gripping it tight, squeezing it, shoving her back firmly
against the wall.

He rubbed her clitty harder, squeezing and
stroking it as he pumped his fingers up into her pussy. She
shivered and trembled, her body burning, her nervous system
sparkling and snapping, her muscles spasming. She felt herself
gripped by a raw, violent sexual lust, uncontrollable heat ripping
through her.

She stared at him in shock and a terrible
desire, her pelvis jerking, humping, rutting against his hand. She
panted and groaned and jerked in pleasure.

He closed his fingers as he thrust three
fingers up into her pussy and ground his thumb down on her clit.
She couldn't breath, couldn't think. The pressure in her skull
mounted, grew to terrible proportions. A haze appeared before her
eyes and she felt her flesh burning.

She gasped repeatedly, trying to get air. Her
hands reached for his arm, pawing ineffectually at it.

Then suddenly she came, jerking violently,
her eyes rolling back in her head as she humped desperately against
his fingers. The pleasure built and built, flaring and burning
inside her in powerful explosions of ecstatic release.

Her head threatened to explode as a wild
sensory storm of ecstasy rippled up and down her spine and seared
her insides. Her pussy exploded, erupting like a volcano. She felt
her hot juices actually squirting out onto his hand as her insides
twisted and rolled and her body screamed massive sensory
overload.

On the verge of fainting she felt his hand
opening, gulped in deep, powerful breaths of air. He smiled and
moved back, sliding his hand back out of her shorts.

She sank slowly down until she was sitting on
the grass, panting and shaking and trembling helplessly. When she
looked up again he was gone.

Jack felt a little awkward accepting
Michael's invitation. He'd tried to back out gracefully, but there
just didn't seem to be any excuse that he could offer up that
Michael would accept. So here he was in the other man's home,
trying not to look guilty, trying not to keep swivelling his head
around in search of Brianna, and hoping desperately that Michael
didn't know that he'd fucked his wife the other day.

"What would you like to drink?" Michael
asked.

"Oh, uh, whatever you've got'll be fine,"
Jack smiled.

"Whisky?"

"Fine, neat."

"So tell me, Jack, how are you enjoying your
life?"

"Hmmm? My life? Fine, I guess."

"Architecture must be a satisfying
profession."

"It has it's moments."

"This is a lovely city. There's a lot here to
enjoy."

Jack nodded.

"The weather is wonderful, too."

"It gets hot at times," Jack shrugged.

"I was just telling Laurie that Brianna's
been pestering me for a swimming pool. She's quite taken with
yours."

"Uhm, well, swimming pools are the American
dream," Jack said weakly.

"Of course I'll have to have a tall fence put
in. Brianna likes to sunbathe in the nude, you know."

"You don't say," Jack gulped.

"Well, you yanks don't go much for it, I
know, too inhibited."

"I guess."

Michael handed him the glass and they walked
over to the black leather sofa and sat down.

"This is a nice place," Jack said.

"All Brianna's work," Michael dismissed.
"Decorating a place is really up to the wife, as long as you keep
an eye on them, of course, don't let them put too much chintz and
lace in."

"Laura feels we should share all major
decisions."

"Well, Jack, you ought to set her straight.
Major decisions are the husband's responsibility."

"Not when his wife is a lawyer,' Jack
snorted.

"I'd never have let Brianna do something so
time consuming. I want her here for me."

"Well, it wasn't like I had much choice,"
Jack shrugged.

"Of course you have a choice, Jack. You just
have to learn how to handle women properly. They're like children,
really. You have to teach them everything. As long as you keep
their little pussies happy they'll purr like kittens." He laughed
at his own pun.

"You're not going to be very popular with the
feminists spouting that kind of thinking."

"Bloody feminists!" Michael sneered. "They
ought to be turned face down and reamed out hard. That'd show them
their bloody place! Not one of them gets a good fucking, I'm sure
of that. If they did they'd shut their mouths."

The front door opened then and Brianna came
in, carrying a package.

"That my newspapers, love?"

"Yes, Jack," Brianna said, coming over and
bending, kissing him.

"Put them down, would you, love," he
said.

He turned to Jack and smiled. "Now this here
is a perfect wife. Am I right, Brianna?"

"Of course, Michael."

"Of course, that doesn't mean she doesn't get
out of line sometimes. Like she did yesterday, for example."

He fixed his eyes on Jack and Jack swallowed
nervously. "Yesterday?" he asked innocently.

"When she fucked you, Jack," he said, smiling
thinly.

Jack felt his heart race, and glanced up at
Brianna. She was standing there with her head down, looking at her
feet.

"Look, Michael," he started.

Michael put his hand up to halt his
words.

"It's not that I mind her fucking you, Jack.
Fucking is what she does best after all, and it wouldn't be fair to
deny her it. And don't worry, I don't mind you fucking her either.
It's just that... dash it all, man, it's only proper to ask
permission first."

"I'm... I'm... sorry," Jack gulped.

"Well, it's all right, us being neighbors and
all, and you didn't know after all."

"But I - ."

"And what were you to do when you find her
damned near naked in your back yard, and she starts sliding those
lips of hers over your pecker? I mean, I'm a man too, Jack. I can
hardly blame you for responding to something like that!"

Jack again looked up at Brianna. She was
still looking down at her feet, hands behind her back.

"Now Brianna, on the other hand, should have
known not to do that without asking me first," he said, gazing up
at her sternly.

"I'm sorry, Michael," she said demurely.

"You've been a bad girl, haven't you,
Brianna."

"Yes, Michael," she whispered.

She reached behind her and unfastened the
strap of her loose, summer dress. It slipped down her chest,
exposing her braless breasts. She shoved it down over her hips and
it slid to the floor. She wore nothing beneath it. She stepped out
of it and bent over, then slid over Michael's lap, face down.

Jack stared in stunned amazement as the woman
prostrated herself across her husband's lap, her ass high and round
and exposed as he settled his hands on it.

"Uhm, I-I guess I should be going -." Jack
gulped, getting to his feet.

"You stay right there, Jack," Michael said.
"It's only right that since she embarrassed you by seducing you
without permission, you witness her punishment."

"But I-I - ."

"Sit down," Michael frowned.

Jack swallowed repeatedly, then sat, his face
red.

"Have you been a bad girl?" Michael
asked.

"I'm a bad girl," Brianna sighed.

"You need a good spanking, don't you?"

"Yes, Michael," she breathed, eyes
bright.

Jack watched the man's hand rise, then swing
down and impact against Brianna's bare ass. There was a loud crack
of noise as flesh met flesh, and Brianna gasped lightly, burying
her face in the seat of the sofa as a red mark appeared on her
ass.

Michael slapped his hand down again, then
again, then again, then again, filling the air with the loud
CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Of his the impact, and the whimpering
and gasps and soft cries of his wife as the pain turned her ass an
angry red.

Jack felt that chivalry called on him to
intervene. On the other hand chivalry called on him not to fuck his
neighbor's wife in the first place. Besides, this seemed to be
something Brianna expected and accepted, and... and... and he was
damned well getting turned on by the sight.

He had, needless to say, never struck Laura
in any way, not that he hadn't wanted to at times. Jack didn't
approve of hitting women for any reason. On the other hand this
wasn't actually harming the girl...women. What harm could a
spanking do? Brianna seemed used to it, and - it was more sexual
than he could have believed a mere spanking could be.

The sight of the woman moaning and gasping
and whimpering, wriggling and jerking on his lap as his hand set
her lovely buttocks jiggling and shaking was incredibly erotic.
Jack felt his cock throbbing between his legs, and quickly folded
his hands over his lap to hide it.

Michael stopped then and Brianna climbed off
his lap, sniffling a little, then wiping tears out of her eyes.

"Thank you for punishing me, Michael," she
panted.

"Now go to Jack and apologize for what you
did."

"No, no!" Jack cried, holding his hands
up.

"Come on, Jack old boy," Michael smirked.
"You won't hurt her."

He was holding Brianna's wrist in his left
hand as the woman stood next to him, breathing heavily. He smirked
at Jack, then half turned and shot his right hand up into her
pussy.

As Jack watched he began rubbing and kneading
her soft pussy flesh. Brianna groaned and trembled. She pulled her
head back, her long back hair trailing down to her buttocks as she
arched her back. Her breasts thrust out tautly, nipples painfully
erect, as she ground her pussy down on Michael's fingers.

"Look at this, Jack. Look at her dance,"
Michael said.

Brianna's slender body undulated as her hips
bucked against Michael's hand. Michael had three fingers buried in
her slit now and was roughly grinding his thumb over her
clitoris.

She grunted repeatedly, her head rolling
bonelessly behind her as she rode his fingers. She whimpered and
moaned, then her back pulled back even more sharply, and she
groaned, the sound a long, drawn out exhalation of breath.

She threw her hips out in short, furious
humping motions as her body trembled and shook.

Then she groaned, slowly pulling her head up,
eyes blinking wearily as she shook her head.

"See, Jack? This isn't your soft, prissy
little wife. This is Brianna, wild woman, sex machine." He slapped
her on the ass and she licked her lips and turned her eyes towards
Jack.

She walked around to him, and he stared up at
her with wide eyes, his cock straining against his pants. She
dropped to her knees in front of him. "I'm sorry, Jack," she said,
lower lip quivering. "I was a bad girl to do that without asking
Michael first. I hope you're not mad at me."

"M-mad?" he stuttered. "No, no, that's uhm,
that's all right."

Nonsense. Think of what she did, Jack,"
Michael said. "If I'd been an American I probably would have beaten
you senseless by now, or possibly gone after you with a gun. All
because of this silly bitch. What she did was inexcusable."

"No, that's... that's all right," Jack said.
"Uhm, anyway, you've already, uhm, punished her."

"For not asking my permission, yes. But now
you have to punish her."

"Me?" he squeaked.

"It's the only thing she understands, Jack,"
Michael said.

"But I - ."

Brianna slid forward and over his knees,
draping herself across his lap as he stared down in shock.

"I can't - ."

"Spank me, Jack," she whined. "Please spank
me so I'll know I'm forgiven."

"But I forgive you!" he exclaimed.

"Spank her, Jack. She needs a good
spanking."

Jack stared down at Brianna's buttocks, all
red and naked and - vulnerable...He felt a terrible urge to do it,
to spank her as they were asking. He knew he shouldn't. Yet... yet
Michael seemed to want him to, and so did Brianna.

"Punish me, Jack. I've been a baaad giiiirl,"
Brianna whined.

He tentatively laid his hand on her soft,
warm bottom, glancing up at Michael to make sure he wasn't
outraged. The man only smiled and nodded encouragingly. Jack gazed
down at Brianna's ass again, then licked his lips and slapped it
lightly.

"Harder," she whined.

He slapped her ass again, felt the flesh
jiggle beneath his hand. Again he slapped his hand down, then
again. Each blow threw a blast of heat into his own loins, and he
felt his cock bulging beneath her, and knew she must feel it
against her belly.

He felt resentment at her then, for putting
him in this awkward, embarrassing position. Michael was right, she
did need to be punished, the slut. He slapped his hand down hard,
making a loud CRACK of noise. She moaned and wriggled.

He slapped his hand down again, then again,
watching her ass jiggle under his blows, feeling her wriggling and
hearing her whimpering and moaning as her ass burned up with
pain.

He kept spanking, the CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
CRACK! the loudest sound in the room as he spanked Brianna's
red bottom. She continued to whimper and gasp and clench her teeth
through the blows, but then he heard a sob, then a louder one, then
she started weeping in pain as his hand cracked down on her
ass.

He hesitated, then halted. Michael nodded
approvingly again.

"Th-th-thank yoooouuuu," Brianna
whimpered.

Michael stood up and reached down. He gripped
Brianna's long, black hair in his fist, pulling her out of Jack's
lap, pulling her back onto the hard, wood coffee table between the
chairs. He dragged her across it so her head was pulled across one
side and her ass sticking out over the other.

Her legs were spread wide, one foot on the
sofa, the other on the floor, then she drew them in and back,
bending them, spreading her knees, exposing her shaved little
slit.

"Go ahead, Jack, take her," Michael
grinned.

"I-I -." Jack stared into her exposed sex and
then up at her tear stained face. Brianna managed a small smile,
blinking through her tears.

"It's all right. She needs a good one now
anyway," Michael said. Spankings always get her juices flowing, and
fingers can only do so much."

"But - ."

"You're the guest, after all," Michael
grinned.

All right, so these two were strange, so
what? He was offering his wife and Brianna didn't seem to mind at
all. Jack was terribly reluctant to fuck a man's wife in front of
the guy, but his cock was threatening to explode in his pants.
Spanking might turn Brianna on, but it sure as hell turned him on
too.

He jerked his pants open and dropped to his
knees beside the coffee table. Michael eased down onto his knees on
the other side of the table, undoing his own pants.

Jack took his cock out, groaning in
anticipation as he eyed the glistening slit in front of him.
Brianna reached down and pulled her pussy lips open, revealing the
hot, wet pink inside.

"Fuck me, Jack," she whimpered.

Jack shoved his cock at her, stabbing it
through her parted lips and then thrusting hard. She let out a low
groan of pleasure as his cock drove into her to the hilt, then let
her head fall back off the other end of the table again.

Michael took his own cock out, and just for a
moment Jack paused in admiration. No slouch himself with his nine
incher, Jack still had to admit that Michael was really well hung.
His cock was not only longer than Jack's, but thicker as well.

He watched the man grip his wife's hair,
jerking down hard so her mouth would open. Then he shoved his prick
inside as Jack slid his hands up and squeezed the woman's
breasts.

Jack drew his cock down her hole, then thrust
in hard, drawing a squeak of pleasure. He started fucking her with
long, even strokes, clamping down hard on his own excitement, not
wanting to come too quickly, especially with Michael here.

He slid his hands up and down her soft body,
stroking her belly and hips and then squeezing her breasts. He
watched as Michael drove his cock into her mouth at the same steady
pace. Then suddenly Michael thrust in harder, and Jack's eyes
widened as he saw the entire long length of the man's cock slide
through Brianna's lips.

"Holy Jesus," he whispered.

Michael's balls were pressed against
Brianna's nose, and he looked up at Jack with a smug smile. He slid
his hand over Brianna's throat, rubbing it lightly.

"Best way to shut them up, Jack," he grinned.
"Haven't you learned that yet? Even that little lawyer of yours
wouldn't be able to complain much with a throat full of cock."

He began stroking, sliding his cock up and
down Brianna's throat. Jack watched excitedly, amazed at the sight
and sound. Brianna was gagging a little, and the cock was making
wet, smacking noises as it slid in and out. His own cock quivered
in heat and he belatedly began fucking again, pumping harder, less
restrained, more excited.

His hips smashed into her buttocks, jerking
her body back and forth on the table. He gripped her thighs and
forced her legs down flat on either side of her, feeling the need
to control her completely.

As if in sync with him Michael gripped her
upper arms and pressed them down against the table on either side
of her body. He continued to fuck his cock into her throat, having
no problem controlling her as he and Jack matched strokes.

"This is what it's about, Jack," he hissed.
"This is what life's about. Nothing's as satisfying as using a hot
little slut like this for all she's worth, ramming it to her so
she'll feel it, so she'll squirm and moan and come around your
cock!"

He pulled his cock free of her mouth and Jack
heard her loud, harsh breathing as he rubbed the sopping wet prick
all over her face. He felt his own cock getting ready to explode
and fucked harder, faster, hammering his hips into her exposed sex
as her pussy sucked and squeezed it.

Michael shoved his cock into her mouth and
then drove it right down her throat. That was enough for Jack. He
came, grunting with pleasure as his cock spasmed and exploded, as
he shot wad after wad into Brianna's writhing, wriggling body. He
felt her insides clamp down, felt her own pussy spasming in
response. Her back arched and she jerked and shook on the table as
he pounded his meat into her.

He reached down and thumbed her clit, rubbing
it furiously as he fucked, as she came, as her guts churned and
burned and his juice mixed with hers. He felt a wonderful relief,
and a great, triumph as well, at making her come.

Michael was right, he decided. This was the
way life should be.
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Laura had spent most of the morning in a
daze, trying to understand what had happened, why it had happened,
why she had let it happen. She felt cheap, dirty. The very idea
that she had allowed some man, a man little better than a stranger,
to... to... to masturbate her, was simply too shocking and
appalling to cope with.

What was worse was that she had responded,
that she had come on his fingers, come gloriously. Even hours later
the memory of the colossal orgasm made her wince. She had jerked
and shuddered like an epileptic in a fit.

She tried to convince herself that he had
forced her, that he had, virtually raped her, if only with his
fingers, yet the memory of that orgasm shook away that pitiful
attempt at absolving herself.

The guilt was awful, guilt and shame, at her
weakness, at a strange man seeing her like that, feeling her, using
her, at her betraying Jack. They'd been right outside the bedroom
window where he slept!

Certainly Michael was handsome, incredibly
handsome, but that was hardly any excuse. What had come over her?
Why hadn't she screamed, fought? She could have broken free easily
if she'd made any real fight of it. She'd done nothing - except
come.

The first thing she'd done when she'd gotten
inside was strip and take a long, very hot shower. She had scrubbed
at her body, as if cleaning it would cleanse the shame she
felt.

After that she had taken the still moist
panties and shorts and tossed them in the garbage.

Now she was trying to figure out what to do.
She certainly couldn't tell Jack. But what was she going to do
about Michael? He was surely going to try to... to... to have sex
with her.

In the back of her mind was a puzzlement that
he hadn't had sex with her then and there. She was so overcome with
lust she would have welcomed it. Why hadn't he? What was wrong with
her? Wasn't she good looking enough? Who did he think he was
anyway?

She repressed these thoughts, mostly, with
gratitude that he hadn't. Still, she was sure that he would try to
eventually. He thought she was some cheap slut he could do what he
liked with. She couldn't blame him for that, the way she'd acted,
but she had to correct that impression quickly.

If she didn't he'd probably try to... to
force himself on her. In her mind she saw his strong, beautiful
body atop hers, saw their loins locked in adulterous passion, his
organ pumping inside her as their lips met, as their hands stroked
each other's bodies...

She shook her head furiously, slapping her
hand down on the table to punish herself. What was wrong with her!?
Why was she acting like this? If it hadn't been for the wild
fucking Jack had given her the other night she might have thought
it was because she'd gone too long without sex.

She avoided Jack when he came in, afraid that
he'd somehow see her guilt and guess its reason.

She was going to have to set Michael
straight. As much as she wished to never see him again she was
going to have to do it soon and in person. She was a little
frightened at the thought of that. He had been so... forceful that
morning, kind of threatening too. Though a part of her secretly was
aroused by that sense of - danger. Jack, after all, was normally
kind of predictable, very - civilized and, well, a little
boring.

She found excuses not to go over that
afternoon or evening, burying herself in her work instead.

By late evening, though, the guilt had worked
its way up to the point where she needed to do something to ease
it, to make things up to Jack.

She went upstairs and stripped, then did her
hair up carefully, sweeping it out around her in very light curls.
She applied makeup artfully, then reached into the back of the
closet and drew out a long, lacy black nightie. It was cut very low
across the chest, and was very, very sheer.

She put on a pair of black lace panties, then
donned the nightie. It swirled around her ankles as she moved, and
she paused to examine herself in the mirror. She pulled a little
hair down over her forehead, loosening it into bangs, then stepped
back and gazed at her body.

It was, she had to admit, a pretty decent
body. Though short, she was as full-bodied as any man could want.
Her breasts pushed out tautly against the thin sheer fabric, her
nipples almost embarrassingly visible.

Well, and what was wrong with a little
sexuality now and then? She owed it to Jack. Besides, if he was
having fantasies about Brianna it would do him good to remember he
had a sexy wife of his own. If he wanted to fantasize he could damn
well do it about her.

And if he wanted to... ravage her, like had
the other day? Well, then she'd let him. It wasn't like she hadn't
liked it, even if it had bruised her some.

She walked out of the bedroom and went
downstairs. Jack was sitting in the living room watching TV. She
licked her lips nervously. If Jack didn't find her sexy she was
going to feel incredibly stupid and embarrassed.

She strolled casually around the couch and
into his line of sight. He gave her a double take, then his full
attention, his eyes moving up and down her body with more than
casual interest.

"Hi," she said softly.

"Well, hello," he replied.

"I uhm, thought maybe we could... do
something special."

"As opposed to what?"

She shrugged uncomfortably. She had never
really been comfortable with the seductress act. She considered the
things she wore rather silly, in fact. But if they excited Jack it
was worth wearing them.

He stood up and she backed up a half step, a
little nervous as she saw his face. It looked like it had the other
day, and her heart skipped a beat.

"You're beautiful," he said.

"Thanks," she said, laughing a little
awkwardly.

"And sexy, very, very sexy, sensual,
erotic."

She blushed and he stepped against her, his
arms going around her, his fingers sliding through her long, loose
hair. He bent and kissed her softly, and she melted against him,
her lips responding.

His hands stroked her back, then moved down
onto her buttocks, squeezing them, pulling her against him. He
kneaded her cheeks through the thin, sheer fabric, then pulled his
lips free of hers and bent, his tongue sliding down her throat and
over her chest.

He licked at the curving, upper swells of her
breasts as his hands moved around in front and cupped them from
beneath. He squeezed them harder than he usually did, and she
winced a little, not complaining.

He pulled the bows in front loose, opening
the front, exposing her breasts fully. His mouth moved onto her
right nipple and he sucked, sucked hard, drawing a large chunk of
breast into his mouth. He worked it over with his tongue as he
sucked, and closed his teeth on it, gnawing lightly.

His hands moved down the front of the gown,
pulling the bows free, opening it all the way to the hem. He shoved
it back over her shoulders, letting it float to the ground, then
slid his fingers into her panties and yanked hard.

She gasped in shock as he tore the thin
panties right off her. His hand slid between her legs and cupped
her pussy, fingers kneading excitedly as he shifted his mouth to
her other breast. He worked his tongue in hungry circles over the
round breast, then circled in on her nipple, lapping at it, then
taking it into his mouth and sucking, chewing and licking it.

He eased down onto his knees before her, his
tongue sliding over her belly, then through her pubic hair. His
hands pulled her thighs apart and his tongue slid down her
cleft.

She gulped excitedly, hands on his shoulders
as she watched him tongue her slit lightly. He'd never done this to
her, not standing up. It was... exciting, strange, but
exciting.

His thumbs slid into her pussy cleft and
peeled her lips open, then his tongue lapped up the length of the
pink flesh, before diving into her hole. He pushed his tongue in as
deep as he could, mashing his lips against her pink flesh as he
pumped his tongue inside her.

He pulled his tongue lose and slid it upwards
over her clit. He tongued it rapidly, up and down, up and down,
then side to side. He kissed her clit but, then pressed his lips
down around it hard as he sucked, trying to pull it into his
mouth.

She felt a wave of pleasure, then a wave of
guilt. She was supposed to be pleasing him, not the other way
around. Standing reminded her of how she she'd stood while Michael
masturbated her. The coincidence was both worrying and oddly
exciting.

His lips were sucking on her clitty as his
tongue wriggled against it. Her little clit was burning brighter
and brighter, making her legs tremble and her belly quiver with
lust. She stroked his head, running her fingers through his hair as
she sighed in pleasure.

Her head rolled slowly as the pleasure rose
inside her. Her breathing came faster and harder, and her body grew
hotter and more excited. She groaned as his tongue danced on her
clit, and gasped as he blew a hot stream of air across it.

"Oohhhhhhhh," she groaned, grinding her hips
excitedly against his mouth.

His hands slid upwards and cupped her
breasts, squeezing hard, making her moan in pain even as the hot
rush of pleasure seeped through into her chest.

He gripped her wrist suddenly and yanked her
down onto her knees. She gasped in surprise, the sound sharply cut
off as his lips crushed hers. His kiss was fierce, passionate, his
tongue shooting into her mouth as his hands slid onto her bottom
and squeezed it hard, pulling her against him.

Then he surprised her again, pulling back
without warning, gripping her arm again, twisting her sideways and
forcing her down onto her hands and knees. Her head was dazed by
the suddenness of his actions, and it was a moment before she
realized she was on all fours.

He had moved behind her by then, and she was
unsure what to do. She had never allowed him to do it to her from
behind, had always considered it demeaning, degrading. But she was
excited, her pussy quivering, and somehow being on all fours didn't
seem so bad as he stroked her buttocks and unzipped his pants.

Her mind still spun as she fought the idea,
and she almost decided to quickly drop on the floor and roll over.
She was no animal to be mounted by its mate.

Then his hand jammed in between her thighs
and squeezed her pussy hard. She cried out, her head coming up and
back, her hands coming off the floor as she straightened. He
gripped the back of her neck and shoved her down again, then slid
his hand out and pressed his cock against her.

She grunted as his fat cock was forced
between her pussy lips, then let out a long moan as he thrust his
himself deep into her belly.

His hands gripped her hips as he ground his
loins into her. He screwed his hips against her, then began to
fuck, his cock pumping in and out of her pussy with unaccustomed
speed and force.

Her pride demanded she stop this. The idea of
kneeling on all fours before a man as he rutted against her went
against everything she believed in. But her body soared higher and
higher as his cock pounded into her, and she didn't want it to
stop.

His hands slid up and down her sides, then
under, cupping her swinging breasts. His fingers dug into the soft,
fleshy meat, mashing and twisting it, sometimes painfully. His hips
continued to slap against her buttocks as he drove his cock into
her with steady force.

His hands slid onto her shoulders and he
began to jerk her back against him. She grunted with the harder
impact of his body against hers, and the speed and depth of his
strokes. His cock was drilling into her with hungry, passionate
fury now, and her body was shaking and jerking under the force of
his fucking.

Her breasts swung and wobbled back and forth
below her, and she knew shame again at the lewd and degrading
position. Yet she fought it off fiercely, angrily casting it aside
to revel in the deep, smothering pleasure that enveloped her
body.

She wanted to be taken! Yes! She wanted to be
fucked! Fucked! Ridden by her man! She humped back against him
willingly, grunting and panting as the heat flooded her body and
his hard, steely cock spiked into her with relentless force and
speed.

She spread her legs, groaning as his cock
punched in just that tiniest bit deeper. Then she cried out as he
gripped her hair and jerked it back, forcing her head up and back.
She moaned and cried out again, sharp bursts of pleasure erupting
in her groin and belly and breasts.

She felt the pleasure screaming upwards, felt
the pressure roar in her skull. She gurgled helplessly as towering
wave of sexual pleasure roared down upon her. She came, grunting
and groaning and panting as her body shuddered under the
impact.

Jack's finger slid down her belly and ground
her clit back against his cock, making the pleasure blast higher.
She cried out in shock, her body hammered by a massive storm of
sexual energy that rippled all along her nervous system.

The sexual electricity crackled up and down
her spine and then flared into her brain, tearing her thoughts
apart, making her scream in wonder as mass of multi-colored lights
blinked before her eyes, spinning and dancing.

Unable to stay up she sagged lower and lower,
her arms folding beneath her until her face was pressed against the
floor. Jack continued to pump into her, gripping her hips again,
jerking her back to meet his thrusts as he growled
victoriously.

"Yeah! Yeah!" he gasped.

He slapped his hand down on her upturned
buttocks, making her cry out in pain. He growled and fucked down
harder, spearing his big cock down her hot, wet pussy. Again he
cracked his hand on her bottom, then again, as she yelped and
whined and moaned helplessly.

She felt the fire inside her flickering,
flickering, like a car engine turning over. Then it burst into life
again, and she moaned in bliss, her hands gripping her breasts,
squeezing and kneading them as she raised her bottom a little
higher.

Jack slapped his hand down on her ass again,
and she cried out in pain, startled out of the pleasure
momentarily. Then it returned, brighter, hotter than ever, griping
her in a vice like grip, squeezing her tighter and tighter.

She yelped as he slapped her ass again, then
again, then again, then she came, whining and moaning and grunting
in pleasure as the ecstasy tore through her mind and body and
soul.

Jack felt her pussy spasming around his boner
and gave himself up to his own pleasure. He let her sucking pussy
tear the sperm out of his cock, blasting his seed into her belly as
she gasped and mewled and grunted in orgasmic delight.

The next morning Laura turned in the other
direction as she set out for her morning jog, not wanting to run
across Michael again.

She was troubled by the events of yesterday.
It was mostly being masturbated by Michael, but she was also
concerned about the way she'd let Jack take her like he had, on all
fours. True, it had been exciting, but it was just so undignified
and degrading. She was going to have to set him straight about
that.

She returned, again going up the block and
coming down the street from the other side so as not to have to
pass Michael and Brianna's house. She thought about what he said,
about just diving into the pool. It was an attractive idea. She was
sweating and tired, and sliding through the water would be a
delight.

Not naked, of course, not with the chance
Michael might be watching for it. She ran through the house and out
the back, kicking off her shoes on the way, then dove into the
pool.

She slid through the water with ease,
delighted at herself for doing something so spontaneous and fun.
She really was getting to be too old for her age, she thought.

She swam back and forth a couple of laps,
then climbed out of the pool. She dripped water as she went back
towards the house, and twisted the bottom of her tank top to get
some of the liquid out.

She heard an odd noise as she got near the
house, and she paused, wondering what it could be. It was coming
from near the fence, near the gate that had been locked yesterday.
She hesitated, then walked over to the gate and unlocked it.

She stepped through very carefully, checking
for Michael. He was nowhere in sight.

The sound was... something like cloth
ripping, though repeating again and again. There was also some kind
of low animal noises. She didn't see the source of either at first,
then she realized they were coming from a low window in the side of
the Jones' house. She started to turn away but heard a low cry of
pain.

She hesitated again, then quietly crept to
the window, just to make sure nobody was hurt or anything. There
were curtains on the window but they were open. Laura knew she
shouldn't look in, that it was, in fact, illegal, but she thought
she should, that maybe Brianna was hurt or something.

She had an excellent view of Brianna, as it
turned out. She was standing not six feet from the window.

Perhaps standing was not the proper term.

She was bent over a table, legs together,
arms stretched out above her. She was naked, her long black hair
spilling over her shoulders and around her arms. Michael stood
behind her and just to the side, and he too was naked. Laura's eyes
widened in appreciation at the sight of his trim body and the
length and thickness of the instrument hanging between his
legs.

But then her gaze was pulled to the
instrument in his hand. It was a stick, well, no, it was a switch,
she thought, a long, thin, flexible piece of wood. And it was this
wood that was making the noise as he swung it through the air.

The sound was the ripping cloth she'd heard.
The switch was thin, and as he swung it, it cut the air with a
hissing sound, then cracked against Brianna's upturned
buttocks.

Laura gaped in disbelief as the raven haired
woman groaned in pain. Her backside was already laced with red
lines as indication of how many times she'd already been struck.
The switch hissed down again and once more cracked across her
exposed buttocks.

"Please! Please!" the woman begged
miserably.

Laura felt a wave of anger at Michael, and
fought down an urge to pound on the door and kick him in the nuts.
How dare he hurt the poor woman so!

Again the switch lashed across her buttocks,
and again Brianna's body jerked, and she moaned.

"Pleeease!" she whimpered. "Oh
pleeeease!"

Laura's heart went out to her.

Michael smiled, the sick bastard! "All
right," he said tolerantly.

Laura saw Brianna spread her legs a little,
then stared in stunned amazement as she slid her hand down between
her legs and started stroking her clit with rapid movements.

"Oohhh! Ohhhhhhhh!" Brianna moaned.

Laura saw her drive three fingers up into her
sex and pump them in and out. Then Michael raised the switch again
and cracked it down across her bottom.

Brianna let out a low yelp, but continued
finger fucking herself. Again the switch cut across her buttocks.
Again she let out a low cry, her body shaking and jerking as she
pumped her pussy. "Ha-harder!" she gasped.

The switch landed again and again on those
round red buttocks as Brianna groaned and whimpered and yelped in
pain and pleasure and excitement. Laura looked on in amazement,
amazed that Brianna was getting off on this, amazed that she would
expose herself willingly to such degradation and pain.

As she watched, though, it became quite
obvious that Brianna was relishing the beating. Even though her
bottom must be hurting terribly she was whimpering and whining and
grunting ecstasy as she rubbed her pussy and humped back at the
switch.

It was a strangely compelling sight, and
Brianna's groans of joy and pleasure made it decidedly erotic.
Laura licked her lips and pulled back, her eyes still locked on the
sight of Brianna's upturned backside, and her fingers pumping away
at...at...

She had no pubic hair!

Laura eased forward again, just to make sure
she wasn't mistaken. No, there was nothing there, not even a trace.
She realized then that these two people had a very kinky sex life,
a very uninhibited sex life. She wondered what other perversions
they practiced on each other!

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Please! Please! Give it to me!"
Brianna gasped. "Please!"

"You want it, baby?"

"Yes! Oh yes!"

"Beg!"

"Please fuck me! Please fuck me!" Brianna
whined.

Laura gulped in shock as she heard the words,
her eyes shifting to Michael's crotch. His cock was almost hard
now, she saw, and it was even more impressive than it had been
before.

She should have backed off. She kept telling
herself to back off, to go home. She knew now that there was nobody
in trouble here, and there was no excuse to continue peeking into
the Jones' window.

But she couldn't tear her eyes off the sight
of the lewd couple as Michael fisted his big cock and probed
Brianna's slit. She saw Brianna spread her legs wide apart, then
reach back and pry her pussy lips open. Laura was amazed. Had the
woman no pride?

Then she saw Michael's cock pressing in
between the pussy lips, then sliding fully inside his wife's pussy.
Brianna's long, drawn out groan set off an echo inside Laura's
body, and she felt her pussy tremble in sympathy as Brianna twisted
her hips around.

She again tried to step back, but again
halted, wanting to see just a few strokes, wanting to see that big
cock pumping. She was rewarded almost at once as Michael drew the
long, gleaming length of man meat from between his wife's tight
pussy lips, then thrust in again.

He fucked into her with a long, savage
stroke, hammering his cock into her with enough force to make Laura
wince. His hips pounded against his wife's sore red buttocks, and
the table wobbled and shook under the impact.

She staggered back finally, shaking her head
in wonder. She hurried in through the gate and closed it behind
her, then went back into the house.

Her feminist nature, which had been disgusted
by what she'd seen, warred with her liberal nature, which said
whatever consenting adults did in the privacy of their homes was
entirely their business.

She was very confused as she went back
upstairs and stripped off her wet clothes. She rubbed her pussy
idly, then gulped in surprise at how good it felt. Without even
realizing it she had apparently become at least a little excited by
what she'd seen.

Again she was filled with confusion and self
doubt. How could that have excited her? What kind of sick person
was she? Surely the sight of a grown woman being... being switched
on the bare buttocks was not arousing?

No. It was the sight of Michael naked, she
decided, the sight of his massive cock working on Brianna. Yes,
that was it.

Why then did she continue to see the switch
hissing down on those bare buttocks. And why did she imagine
herself in Brianna's position, imagine the switch cutting across
her bottom?

No, it was Michael, she decided. It must be.
She still found him sexually attractive and exciting, despite her
loathing at what he had done to her the other day. That must be
it.

She licked her lips worriedly, then gazed
across the room at Jack asleep in bed. He, unlike her, never had
any trouble sleeping in. She wondered if he would appreciate being
woken up by a horny wife for a change.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Despite the pleasurable way he'd been
wakened, Jack found himself fantasizing about Brianna. He wasn't
sure why, though he thought it probably had to do with the way she
was so sexually alive, so hot and sensual. She was a beautiful,
intelligent...and uninhibited woman, an unusual combination.

Later that afternoon he dropped over to see
the Jones's and have a drink with Michael, and he expressed the
feelings he had about his wife, about how seductive and sexy she
was.

"It's only natural," Michael said. "I have
what every man dreams of, a wife who'll do anything he tells her
without question or complaint. Well, in the bed anyway."

"But how did you get her that way?" Jack
sighed.

"Wasn't that hard, really. Women are very
pliable creatures, and are brought up to nurture and obey.
Unfortunately, they're also taught that good girls don't enjoy sex,
that strong women don't...do certain things, that they have to make
men beg them before they'll spread their legs. Inside, though,
they're all whores.

"If you can get them to start flouting the
rules society has imposed, then they'll not mind flouting the rest
as much."

"But how do you start?" Jack demanded.

"Ahh, want to try and change the behaviour of
that pretty little wife of yours, do you?"

"Well, yeah," Jack said.

"Hmmm, she's a sexy thing, and don't kid
yourself, she's as hot as most women for a good hard ride. You just
have to help her overcome her guilt at it. Pleasure is a wonderful
motivator, Jack. Turn up the heat in her pussy and she'll do
anything for you.

"Brianna, come here," he called.

Brianna had been doing something in the
kitchen. She came into the living room at her husband's call.

"Get your clothes off."

She smiled pleasantly, then quickly stripped
off her dress, kicked off her shoes, and stood there naked. She
wore no underwear.

"You see, Jack? Brianna isn't ashamed of her
body. She knows it's beautiful. She knows how we love looking at
it. She's proud of her body. Aren't you, love?"

"Of course, Michael."

"Now if your wife had her clothes stripped
off in front of me, she'd scream and run away, ashamed of being
seen in the flesh, right?"

"I'll say."

"And that's so damned stupid. She's a bloody
gorgeous little thing. She should be as proud of her body as
Brianna is of hers.

"Brianna, down on all fours," he said.

Brianna gave Jack a seductive look, then slid
smoothly down onto all fours. She spread her legs apart and raised
her bottom high.

Michael got down on his knees behind her. He
dropped his pants and knelt behind Brianna, then sawed his
cock-head up and down between her pussy lips.

Jack watched Brianna's head jerk up and back
as she groaned in pleasure. Michael had sunk cock into her to the
hilt. He started fucking her as Jack watched in excitement.

"Whenever Brianna starts getting a little
forgetful of her place I just grab this hot little pussy of hers
and show her who's boss," Michael grunted, fucking slowly in and
out of her tightly clinging sex.

He pulled his cock free then and grinned up
at Jack.

Then he pressed his prick against her
crinkled little anal opening.

"You ever butt-fuck that little wife of
yours, Jack?"

"I-I - no," Jack gulped.

"You should. Nothing's as tight as a nice
round little arsehole, and it does wonders in changing a woman's
attitude towards sex."

Jack watched him press his big cockhead into
Brianna's rectum. He pressed forward, then pulled back, pressed
forward, then drew back, slowly working his cockhead through the
tight, wrinkled little anal opening. Brianna knelt there with her
eyes closed; sighing happily as her husband slowly pushed his cock
deeper into her anus.

"Ass fucking is mind over matter for
bitches," Michael grinned. "As long as they can keep their
arseholes from clamping down on your cock there's no pain, and you
can fuck just about as hard and fast as you'd like."

He pulled back, then drove his cock in to the
balls. Brianna gasped and shuddered visibly.

"There you go," Michael said. "See how easy
that was? Do it like that and your Laura will have an arse full of
cock before she knows what's going on."

"Laura would never stand for it."

"She wouldn't, hmm?"

"No. She's too proud. She'd scream and yell
and fight, and if I kept on she'd call the fuckin' police."

"Think so? What would you say if I told you
I'd fingered your little Laura to a come yesterday morning?"

"What!?"

"She was out in those jogging shorts of hers.
She looked so damned cute, too." he smiled, shaking his head.
"Anyway, we got to talking, and she got all horny. I just shoved my
hand down her shorts, got hold of her little clit, and fingered her
to a good old come."

"You what? I don't believe it!"

"It's true."

"But...but she would never."

"She's not the sexless little creature she
puts on, you know. You can build up a right big fire inside her
belly if you do it right. Just get that clitty in your fingers and
work it properly."

"I can't believe Laura would let anyone jerk
her off!"

"Out by the fence there. Just handle her
right, Jack and she'll fall at your feet, like all women. You've
heard people say how men think with their dicks, but you never hear
of women thinking with their pussies. Well, they do, believe
me."

He began fucking Brianna's ass with a hard,
steady stroke, his cock sliding in and out of the woman's tight
round hole. Jack knew he'd be able to follow him, and felt a lust
at the idea, but more exciting still was the idea of fucking his
own wife in whatever way he chose, however hard he chose.

And now he had a weapon to use, a way to
force his wife into exploring her own sexuality.

He left Michael sodomizing his wife and
hurried back to his own place. He found Laura at the dining room
table going through some papers. She was wearing a button down
shirt that was tied together under her breasts, and loose
sweatpants.

Jack came up behind her chair and slid his
lips over the back of her neck. She smiled and reached up to pat
his face, not taking her eyes off her paperwork. Jack kneaded her
shoulders as he slid his lips further down her neck. He slid his
hands down her front then and cupped her breasts.

"Jaack," she said in a complaining tone.

"What?" he whispered, sliding his tongue
along the underside of her ear.

"Jack, I'm busy," she said firmly.

"Busy, huh?"

He continued to knead her breasts as she
turned her head in annoyance.

"You know, Laura," he said. "I was beginning
to think you were a cold, ice maiden, with little interest in sex.
The last few days, though, the last few days have made me wonder if
there isn't a real woman inside you somewhere."

"What do you mean a real woman?" she
demanded.

"I mean a hot, seductive, sexually alive
woman."

"Come on, Jack," she sighed, trying to ease
his hands off her breasts.

"You must be repressing it," Jack said, his
fingers sliding into the shirt and kneading her bare breasts.

"I'm not repressing anything. Will you stop
that," she snapped, trying to pull his hands out of her shirt.

"Only a woman who's repressing her own
sexuality would let a strange man shove his hand down her God damn
pants and masturbate her!" he hissed.

Her hands froze and he untied her shirt and
pulled it open.

"I-I - ."

"Tell me why," Jack said. "Tell me why a
woman who shows very little interest in sex with me, her husband,
who has to be practically begged into sex, would let the next door
neighbor masturbate her out against the side wall."

He swung her chair around, then shoved her
shirt back over her shoulders. He shoved his hand down the front of
her loose pants as she stared at him in appalled shock.

He cupped her pussy, squeezing it, kneading
it with his fingers.

"Tell me," he said, holding her eyes with
his.

"I-I ...he made me," she blurted.

"He made you come?!" he snapped.

She jerked as if struck, eyes blinking
rapidly as she fought back tears.

He pulled her to her feet and bent her over
the table. He yanked her shirt off, then pulled her sweat pants and
panties down her legs and off.

"Jaaaack," she moaned.

He forced her legs wide, then slapped his
open hand up to cup her pussy and squeeze it.

"This," he said. "This is obviously not
getting the attention it wants. Is that it, Laura?"

"N-n-nooooo," she moaned.

"No? Are you saying you came on Michael's
fingers because... why, Laura...because you're a whore? Is that
it?"

"Nooooooo." she sobbed.

He put a hand on the back of her neck,
forcing her face into the table as he stroked his fingers along the
neat, tight slit of her sex.

Then he thrust a finger up her pussy and
pumped it in and out. "I must have been neglecting you, Laura,
neglecting THIS!" He thrust his finger in hard, making her yelp in
pain. "Otherwise you wouldn't have let a stranger masturbate you on
our fucking lawn!"

He added a second finger, then a third,
driving them in hard and deep as his wife moaned weakly and
miserably. "I-I-I'm soooooorrryyy," she whined.

"I'm sure you are," he said, slowing his
fingers down. "I'm sure you are, Laura, and I'm sure you're also
deeply ashamed of your behavior."

"I am! I am!" she cried.

"But how do we know it won't happen
again?"

"It won't!"

"Did you plan on it?"

"Wha... no!"

"Did you want it?"

"No!"

"So how do you know that you won't respond
the same way the next time he shoves his hand down your pants and
gets his hand on this hot little pussy?"

"I-I-I won't!" she moaned.

"Not if we take care of the pressure that's
built up here, baby," he said. "Not if we give your overheated
little pussy a good, regular workout. If we do that maybe you'll be
able to control yourself again, and not be a little sex toy for any
man who gets his fingers on it."

His words hit her with a jolt. It was her
deepest fear, the fear that had been working on her since Michael
had forced her to come. Was she a whore? Was she under the control
of any man who could worm his fingers into her pants?

Maybe what Jack said had some sense in it.
Maybe if she did have a good sexual workout with Jack she'd be...
her pussy would be... less impressed when some... some stranger
touched it.

"I'll... I'll do whatever you want, Jack,"
she said meekly.

"It's time to free up your inhibitions,
Laura," he breathed. "Relax, let your mind float, and let your
body... enjoy... whatever happens.

"A-all right," she gulped, closing her
eyes.

"Do you trust me?"

"Yes, Jack."

"Do you think I'd hurt you?"

"No, Jack."

"Your body wants sex, Laurie, hot, raw,
carnal sex. Even your mind must want it deep inside. Stop
repressing the desire. Let yourself go free. Never mind what's
dignified. Drop your pride with me."

He was sliding his three fingers in and out
of her pussy with a smooth, gentle motion now, stroking her pussy
walls, making sure to stroke against her clit as he spoke softly,
hypnotically.

That wasn’t easy. He was intensely aroused,
first from witnessing Michael sodomizing Brianna, and now from
having his wife in this position. She wasn't exactly on all fours,
but... bent over like this, bottom up and out, legs spread...this
was not a position she would have tolerated before.

Too degrading.

He continued to stroke the inside of her
pussy with one hand, as he caressed her round, tight buttocks with
the other. Laura stayed motionless, breathing a little hard, but
otherwise silent.

He added a fourth finger, and she groaned at
the pressure as her sex opening was forced wider and wider. He
moved slowly, but firmly, driving them deep into her sex tunnel,
until his thumb hooked against her pussy lips. He slid them in and
out as he let his other hand ease down between her buttocks, slide
under her and rub the underside of her pussy.

He found her clit and began to finger it as
he pumped.

"Relax," he said softly. "Just relax. Take it
easy. Let your mind float."

Laura did her best to follow his
instructions, though she was mortified at first when she found out
Michael had told him what he'd done. He didn't seem to hate her,
though, and seemed to think that it wasn't really her fault, that
it was due to some repressed sexuality.

Maybe he was right. She was going to do her
best to find out. She tried to let her mind float, to think of
nothing. It wasn't easy with the adrenalin still surging in her
system after that sudden shocking announcement of his. How had he
found out anyway?

No, don't think about that, she thought. Let
your mind float.

This is embarrassing, lying across the table
like this, she thought. God, what a view he must have! And he was -
he was - masturbating her - finger fucking her. She should - no,
she couldn't. Not after she'd let Michael masturbate her.

Let your mind float, stupid, she told
herself.

She tried her best to fight the embarrassment
she felt at being so exposed like this. She tried to shift her legs
a little closer together, at least, but he forced her leg back wide
again.

His fingers continued to slide in and out of
her pussy, massaging the soft inner flesh. He rubbed and massaged
her clit with his other hand, too, and she had to admit to herself
that it kind of felt good.

As long as she didn't think of how
embarrassing this position was.

Let your mind float, she told herself.

Her breasts were uncomfortable beneath her.
She'd never been comfortable lying on her stomach because of the
size of her breasts. Bad enough on a bed, but here on a hard cold
surface... They were crushed between the hard wood and her
ribs.

What was worse he was stimulating her pussy
enough that she seemed to be - despite this awkward, degrading
position, getting hot - aroused. Her breasts were swollen, or
trying to, and her nipples were hard against the wood.

She squirmed in discomfort, but that only
made her breasts roll below her. Jack continued to rub her clit and
pump her pussy, and her breasts got warmer and harder. Her body
began to pulse with sexual desire, and she started to lose her
inhibitions, to lose herself in the sexual pleasure racing through
her body.

She felt something odd, something pressing
against... against her rectum. She opened her eyes, blinking in
surprise, trying to gather her scattered thoughts. "J-Jack!" she
gasped.

He worked his middle finger down into her
anus, screwing it from side to side until it was buried to the
knuckle.

"Wha...what are you... doooooiiinng?" she
moaned.

"Let your mind float," he said. "Let your
body enjoy things without you feeling guilty or inhibited."

"But - ."

He squeezed her pussy and she groaned, her
hips bucking up instinctively. He smiled and slid his fingers out
of her pussy. He shoved his thumb in then and pressed his other
fingers against her clit from underneath. He got her clit between
thumb and fingers and rolled it hard between them.

Laura gasped and jerked helplessly. He curled
the finger in her rectum up, hooking it beneath her tailbone, then
pulled up. Laura's bottom rolled up and fell, rolled up and fell in
time to his movements as he repeatedly pulled his finger
upwards.

"Ohhhhh! Ooooooohhhhh!" she moaned.

"You like that? Your pussy like that,
baby?"

"OohhhhH!" she gasped, eyes blinking.
"J-J-JJaaaacckkkkk!" she whined.

He took his hand away from her pussy and
quickly unzipped his pants and jerked them down, stepping out of
them. His finger continued to pull her ass up, then let it down,
pull up, then let down. He wriggled it around in her anus, then
reached in between her legs and gripped her pussy firmly.

He pulled her backwards, easing her off the
table. She whined in protest, backing up until she was off the
table. She settled weakly to the floor, hardly aware she was on all
fours again, a position she'd avoided all her life.

He held her hips up, his finger still curled
in her anus, till pulling up on her tailbone. He pressed his rigid
prick against her slit, then slid it slowly into her to the
hilt.

She groaned and shook her head slowly.

"That's it, baby," he breathed. "That's it.
Now shake it. Work that ass around. Work it back on me."

He used his finger to work her bottom up and
down as he slowly pumped his cock inside her. He pulled his finger
free then and gripped her hips, suddenly jerking her back against
him.

She groaned, and he pushed her away, then
jerked her back again, making her groan again. "Work that ass,
baby," he gasped. "Come on, drive it back on my cock. You know you
want it. Your pussy needs this cock, baby. Slide it down my shaft.
Slide it hard."

She began humping back against him, pushing
her ass back into his hips as he stayed motionless. She groaned and
whimpered in heat and confusion as she rode her pussy back and
forth on his cock.

"That's it, baby. That's it," he breathed. He
stroked her buttocks, then ran his hands up and down her lush body.
He slid them underneath and cupped her hanging breasts, drawing a
long, drawn out groan of pleasure from her as he squeezed her
breasts up.

He began to drive it into her then, using
long, fast strokes, sawing his cock rapidly across her sex lips as
she grunted and gasped in pleasure. Her grunts got louder, her
gasps more ragged as he kneaded her breasts and fucked his big cock
down her pussy.

He stopped suddenly. After only a moment's
hesitation Laura began to hump back against him, driving herself
back hard as she impaled herself on his stiff prick. He smiled and
pulled his cock free, standing up.

"Wha....Jaaaacckkk," she whined.

He moved around in front of her and gripped
her hair, pulling her upwards, raising her off her hands until she
was kneeling upright, her face staring at his slick cock.

"You want this, baby? Want this up your
pussy?" he breathed, rubbing the fat, purplish head over her
face.

She fluttered her eyes, trying to pull
away.

"Tell me you want it, Laurie. Tell me you
want my cock."

"I-I-I do," she gulped, not wanting to say
the words.

"Say it," he snapped.

"I... want...I want your... your cock," she
groaned.

"Again!"

"I... want your cock!" she sobbed.

"Again!"

"I want your cock!" she cried.

"Where?"

"Inside meeeeee," she moaned.

"Where inside you? In your pussy?"

"Y... yessss."

"In your twat?"

Her mouth opened and closed several
times.

"In your twat?"

"Y-Y-Yessss," she groaned.

"In your slit? In your crack? In your
cunt?"

"Yeesss!" she screamed.

He rubbed it over her face again, then
pressed it against her lips.

"No...noooo. Jack...n-nooo," she moaned,
twisting her head from side to side.

He tightened his grip in her hair and pressed
his cock firmly against her lips.

"Suck it, Laura. Show me how hot you are.
Show me how you love cock."

"Jaa...aaaacckkk," she moaned.

"Suck it. Take it in your mouth and suck
it."

He forced it through her lips and she stared
at it with wide eyes.

"Suck," he ordered. "Suck it. Suck it."

She started sucking, weakly and inexpertly,
but sucking anyway. He thought back to how Brianna had sucked his
cock. This was pathetic in contrast, but it was a big step up for
Laura.

He pushed his cock deeper and she moaned and
tried to twist away again.

"You want to know something, Laura? Michael
and Brianna are totally uninhibited about sex. Do you know she
offered to suck my cock? Michael even said she could. Michael and
her want me to fuck her. They want me to see what a real woman can
do."

She halted her movements and stared up at him
reproachfully, then she stared at his cock. She began to suck on it
again, began sliding her lips up and down its length. Her tongue
started working on the head, sliding up and down the underside.

He was surprised she knew that much. Maybe
she'd been a little sluttier in her teenage years.

She was still not nearly as good as Brianna,
but the sight of his beautiful, aloof wife on her knees, lips
wrapped around his cock, was more than enough to make up for that.
He felt his body thrum with sexual power, felt his cock steaming
and burning with lust and heat as his wife's lips slid up and down
its length.

"Oohhh, baabyyyyy," he groaned.

He humped against her, fucking his cock in
her face, groaning and cursing softly as his steam built up, as the
pressure built up. He ground his hips harder, faster, grunting with
the effort at restraining his excitement.

She sucked harder too, her tongue working
more freely as she gripped his balls in her hands. She began
tugging on his balls, pulling them down gently but repeatedly, in
time to his strokes.

He felt his insides turn and twist, then
explode. His cock felt like a volcano as his semen blasted out into
her mouth. He gasped in delight, shooting thick, juicy wads of his
white seed into her oral cavity. Laura made no effort to pull free,
sucking and swallowing as he came, tugging and squeezing his balls
as she blew him.

"Yeeesssssss!" he groaned.

He sighed and relaxed, his legs rubbery.
Laura remained on her knees, and continued to suck on his cock as
she worked her lips over its length.

He pulled it free, and rubbed it over her
face as he tilted her head back. "Where... did you learn to suck?"
he panted.

"L-long time ago," she gulped, blinking her
eyes up at him.

"Why wouldn't you ever suck me before?"

She cast her eyes down at the floor but he
gently lifted her chin up.

"I-it's not..." She looked down and around
then back up. "It's too degrading."

"Who the fuck says so?!"

"It was... I just... my friends at college -
..."

"A bunch of feminist dykes probably, too busy
eating pussy to want to suck cock."

He lifted his shirt up and off, then, naked,
got down on his knees in front of her. He slid his arms around her,
then reached down and cupped her buttocks as he kissed her. She
melted against him and their lips moved in a hot, moist dance.

He pulled back, then pushed her down. "Get on
your back," he breathed.

She obediently lay back and he knelt between
her legs and pulled them apart, then, staring down at her moist
pussy, he slid down onto his belly and pressed his lips against
her.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Laura couldn't help cringing a little bit as
he gazed at her exposed sex. And when his lips touched her she
trembled slightly. It was probably her upbringing, she knew, the
upbringing that told her, that taught her, that what was down there
was dirty...filthy...nasty.

She had applied that to his cock as well, of
course, and this was why she didn't give head, despite the fact she
knew now that it was quite common, and no big thing at all.

So when Jack's lips slid over her pussy,
instead of feeling passion, she felt embarrassment and some fear,
fear of what he would think, that she smelled bad, tasted awful.
How could it not smell and taste awful anyway... down there?

She felt his thumbs easing her pussy lips
open and cringed again as he gazed into her moist, pink interior.
She felt his tongue then, sliding slowly up and down over her pussy
meat, and waited for him to make some nasty comment.

Jack slid his fingers over her pussy,
stroking the glistening pink flesh. He rubbed at her hooded
clitoris, then his fingers exposed the little clit bud and his
tongue lapped at it with soft, steady movements. He was in no
hurry, after all.

He slowly screwed his thumbs, both of them;
down into her hole, then pulled it wider. He gazed down her pussy
hole, wishing vaguely, that he had a flashlight or something. No,
dumb thought. You're not a gynecologist, dummy, he thought.

He pressed his tongue into the hole, then
dipped it in and out, sliding it around against her insides. He
moved upwards against her clit and slowly worked his lips around
it, then sucked, not steadily, but in repeated patterns.

He worked his teeth around the soft little
button and gnawed lightly against it, grinding his teeth in
opposite directions, then sucked, then blew a stream of hot air
over it. He pulled it into his lips and made his lips vibrate
around it.

He slid his middle finger up into her pussy
tunnel and pumped it in and out, then added a second finger, then a
third, making sure they stroked across the underside of her clitty
as they moved back and forth, pushing the clit bud out from inside
her.

Laura lay on the floor uncomfortably, legs
wide, arms folded over her chest, trying not to look at what he was
doing...down there.

But what he was doing was starting to make
her insides quiver and shake, starting to set her skin on fire,
starting to force her mind away from thoughts of embarrassment and
dirty things and onto a soft, humming sexual high.

She closed her eyes and sighed in pleasure,
her mind slowly beginning to coast as the pleasure rolled slowly
over her. She felt her breasts hardening, swelling against her
arms, felt her nipples becoming erect, the pointy little bumps
pressing against the soft skin of her forearms.

She unconsciously squeezed down on her
breasts repeatedly, her arms mashing the soft, malleable meat down
and pouring heat down into her chest. She eased her arms apart,
until her hands were over her breasts, and continued squeezing.

She rolled her breast meat, her fingers wide,
squeezing repeatedly. She fingered her nipples, now so rigid,
sticking up a half inch. She felt a longing to be sucked, to have
his lips on her nipples and suckling hard.

She pinched at them and gasped at the heat.
Her bottom was grinding slowly into the carpet as the sexual energy
began to pulse along her nervous system and her body began to
twitch and jerk in response.

The pressure and power built up inside her,
and her movements grew stronger. She bucked up helplessly, gasping
and moaning as the sexual heat boiled throughout her system. She
mashed her breasts and rolled her head from side to side. Her feet
jerked and bounced unsteadily on the floor.

"Ohhhhh!" she groaned. "Ooohhhhhhhhhh!"

Jack gnawed on her clit again, then began
licking with a high speed movement that soon had her humping up
against him and whining in heat.

She felt the pressure build to blinding
strength, and cried out in delirious sexual passion. Her back
arched repeatedly and her head jerked back and bounced on the
floor. Her hands shot down onto Jack's head and pulled down
desperately, trying to mash his face into her exposed pussy.

He resisted, holding his face in place as his
tongue rasped over her clitty and his fingers stabbed deep into her
body.

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" she cried,
fire burning under her flesh.

A sudden explosion of heat and pleasure
blinded and deafened her, and sent her mind spinning into a
kaleidoscopic storm of sparkling lights and swirling colors. Her
body was wracked by convulsions, twitching and jerking and flopping
on the floor as her pussy became a blast furnace and fried her mind
with ecstasy.

It was one of the most powerful and prolonged
orgasms she'd ever had, and left her exhausted and limp, moaning
and blinking her eyes as she panted for breath.

Jack didn't halt his movements, though he
slowed down. His tongue slid over her entire pussy area now,
nibbling lightly, stroking and massaging her gleaming flesh. Her
body seemed to shimmer with heat as he allowed his hands to stray
from her groin, to stroke her thighs, then slide gently up her
belly to her breasts.

He gently massaged the swollen mounds as his
tongue ran up and down her slit and pussy pad. Then he forced his
lower lip in between her sex lips and kissed and sucked on her
clitty again.

Laura moaned insensibly, eyes closed as she
lay spread-eagled before him. Her pussy was sleek and moist, her
body gleaming under a light sheen of perspiration. Her hair was
loose and tangled, and her eyes, when she managed to raise her head
and gazed down at him, were girlish and wondrous.

The last couple of times he had... taken
her... taken her roughly...she had come, had had tremendous
orgasms. And now again she had had a wonderful climax. Normally, of
course, she didn't climax unless she used her own fingers
afterwards.

It did not escape her that this...
new...deviation from their routine, this new...
experimentation...was producing rewards she would never have
predicted only a week ago. Was it right for her to let him do this?
Was it right that she let him...basically use her body as his
plaything, his toy?

She would have said no before. Now she wasn't
so sure.

A strangely erotic feeling crept over her as
she lay there, arms and legs wide, hands above her head. She felt
naked, utterly, completely, absolutely naked, as she had never felt
before. It was not the nudity of the flesh exactly, it was a more
personal thing, like she had opened herself up completely to him,
exposed herself to him.

She had flashes of fantasy as he licked her,
a maiden being sacrificed on an altar... laying naked in the grass
beneath the sun... and strangely, awaiting a long line of men who
would climb between her legs and use her with furious heat and
savagery.

She arched her back slightly, almost
unconsciously pushing her breasts up and out, increasing the
hedonistic voluptuousness of her succulent body. She rolled her
head slowly, eyes closed.

She felt a swelling heat, a growing pleasure
that started in her loins and spread out through her body. She
floated on the pleasure, fantasies growing more lewd, more carnal.
She groaned without realizing it as a new and stronger wave of
pleasure coursed through her body.

Her arms and legs strained outwards and her
back arched again, her head shaking weakly, hair tangled across her
face. She closed her eyes and moaned, the sound a long, low,
warbling tone of mindless animal pleasure.

Her pussy bucked up against him repeatedly
and she felt the desire to jam his face down against her again. Yet
she would not change her position, would not pull her straining
arms down. She humped up again and again, whining and groaning with
pleasure and lust and passion, the surging forces of sexual bliss
rising higher and higher inside her.

The orgasm blossomed within her, crackling
sexual electricity ripping through her like sheet lightning,
sending her body into spastic convulsions once more. Flaming
pleasure boiled through her arteries and rippled up her spine as
she grunted repeatedly, head jerking back like an epileptic in a
fit.

She strained mightily, arching back on her
shoulders, raising her back and buttocks off the floor, only to
fall back. Again she strained back, head pulled back beneath her,
bottom raised, her body quivering like a plucked guitar chord.

She fell back again, moaning wearily, chest
heaving, arms slowly folding together over her hot, swollen breasts
again as she held herself, as if holding herself together.

And still Jack sucked and licked and nibbled
and blew and gnawed and stroked her pussy and clitoris. And slowly,
as she blinked in disbelief, Laura's glistening body was forced
upwards towards another climax.

He halted just shy of her orgasm, sliding his
naked body up over hers, stroking her with careful, deft fingers,
probing at her sides and buttocks and breasts and neck as his
tongue slithered across her soft, succulent flesh.

His tongue slid into her mouth as his
hardened cock lay pressed between them. He slid his hands through
her tangled hair, tilting her head back, mashing her face up
against his own.

"Fu...uuckk me," she breathed.

He reached down and gripped his cock, then
rubbed the hungry head up and down her drooling pussy entrance. She
groaned in pleasure, then gasped in delight and passion as his cock
slid up into her belly.

Her knees drew up and back, jerking upwards
repeatedly as she rolled her pussy up against his cock-pole. "Oh!
Oh! Oh!" she groaned, her arms going around him, pulling him
against her as their lips mashed together.

His hips ground against her as his cock
jerked back and forth in her pussy. Jack reached back and hooked
his arms under her knees, then pulled them up and jammed her legs
back against her chest. He slid his hands down her legs to her
ankles, then straightened her legs and forced her ankles back over
her shoulders.

She groaned in confusion as her body was
forcefully bent in half. Jack raised himself up, most of his weight
on his hands as they jammed her ankles down next to her ears. He
began to hammer his loins down into her upturned buttocks, his cock
spearing her, driving deep with every thrust.

She grunted and groaned and whined in heat as
his cock plunged back and forth in her pussy. It sawed furiously
through her aching sex lips as his hips rose and fell with furious
movement.

She came, bolts of flaming heat churning
inside her like a whirlwind as she jerked and shook under the
howling gale of sexual gratification. Her pussy was the center of
that whirlwind, and in the very midst, the pinpoint of lust and
heat and orgasmic ecstasy, there was his furiously pounding cock,
spiking deep into her belly with every stroke, then ripping free
only to plunge deep again.

Her pussy spasmed around his prick, and Jack
fought desperately to keep from coming himself. It was a losing
fight, for taking his wife like this, pinning her legs back,
exposing her so, rutting down on her like this, was one of his
favorite fantasies, and it had now come to life.

Laura felt the orgasm peak and slowly ease
back, and then, just as her thinking processes began to straighten
out another orgasm rocked her mind and body. Pandemonium reigned
inside her as the pleasure raged and convulsive blasts of ecstasy
ripped through her.

She cried out in shocked delight, then again
as a third orgasm exploded through her.

Jack's cock could only take so much, and his
wife's spasming pussy and tortured cries of pleasure were too much.
He came as well, blasting thick, steaming juice down into her
sucking hot furnace of a pussy, pumping wad after wad into her
churning belly as she gurgled and moaned and whined in heat and
bliss.

Laura didn't understand what had happened or
why, but whenever she thought back to what she'd done, what they'd
done, she felt simultaneous bursts of embarrassment and excitement.
The things she had done were...were perverted.

Yet the pleasure she had felt outranged
anything she had ever felt before. She had climaxed five times!
That was astounding. She rarely climaxed at all, and never before
with such heat and passion, such strength.

The thoughts of sucking his cock, of being
bent over like a dog, begging for his cock, of having his finger in
her ass were all shocking to her, but not as repulsive as she would
have imagined just the other day.

Whenever she moved she was reminded of how
he'd pinned her legs back like that, the tendons in her thighs
still aching from being stretched so badly, yet she did not feel
any shame at being so exposed to him, at being pinned down
and...well, fucked was the only word to describe it.

She could not help wondering if she'd been
wrong all this time in restricting his activities, and hers, about
maintaining such decorum in the bedroom. Maybe a little wild hot
sex wasn't such a bad thing after all.

She thought about Brianna and Michael next
door. That slut Brianna would probably suck Jack's cock at a
moment's notice. She didn't doubt Jack's word on that. The woman
was probably an expert in it, too, probably an expert in all things
sexual, for that matter.

She wondered if Jack would cheat on her. With
a beautiful and willing woman like that living next door, could she
have any doubt. Men were all, by their very nature, sluts. The best
you could hope for them would be that they not actively seek out
other bed partners while they were sleeping with you.

Jack couldn't be expected to turn down a
woman like Brianna, not if she gave herself to him, and especially
since, by comparison, Laura had all the excitement of a limp
rag.

Maybe she should have a talk with Brianna, in
addition to the talk with Michael.

That still embarrassed her, the way Michael
had masturbated her. Letting Jack lick and finger her pussy was one
thing, but Michael was a virtual stranger.

It was odd how Jack didn't seem to be all
that upset by it. He should have been furious, at both her and
Michael. He had been annoyed, certainly, and had demanded she
submit to his own sexual desires. But there had been no lasting
anger, no continuing suspicion or accusations.

Why was he being so calm about it? What was
going on between him and Michael anyway?

She decided to leave work early on Monday, at
lunch, in fact. She wanted to confront Brianna while Jack and
Michael were both still at work. She was still too nervous to want
to see Michael on his own turf, despite what Jack's hard fucking
might have worked out of her system the night before.

Brianna would certainly present no
difficulties. The woman was weak, submissive. How else could she
allow herself to be switched on the bottom by her husband, and then
beg for more?

She herself could not really imagine the
desire for that. She admitted it was a little kinky and maybe just
a little exciting, the image, at least, but she had no desire to
experience the pain that no doubt came with that image.

She hoped Brianna would be home and not
out... shopping or something. It wasn't like her to take off from
work early, nor for that matter, did the partners appreciate
lawyers, junior lawyers, who didn't put in a full days work.

She went into her house, then paused,
wondering if she should change. She was wearing one of her drab
outfits from work, and Brianna's cutting remarks about them were
still fresh in her mind. She decided to go the casual route.

After all, she didn't want to look like the
pathetic, unattractive wife confronting the beautiful next door
neighbor with her suspicions.

So she put on a pair of cut-offs and a tank
top that very nicely illustrated how waspish her waist was and how
large and firm her breasts were, brushed her hair so it shone like
silk, then went downstairs, intending to go next door on some
pretext.

But she halted as she passed through the
living room. There was someone in her back yard.

She went through the house and over to a
window that looked out on the pool. To her astonishment she saw
Brianna laying out there, completely nude. She was spread-eagled
beneath the sun, her body glistening with suntan oil.

Laura's mind clicked back to last night, when
she was in the same position, and immediately she felt a wave of
suspicion. Was this what was greeting Jack when he got home from
work these days?

Eyes narrowed in a scowl, she went to the
french doors and slid one open, then walked out into the
sunshine.

Brianna didn't notice her until she was
standing over her. Then she raised a hand to block the sun and
raised her head.

"Ohhh...Laura. Hello."

Laura hesitated briefly, startled to see that
the woman had no pubic hair whatever. She considered the
implications of that briefly.

"Hello," Laura said flatly.

"I do hope you don't mind. Jack did say it
would be all right to use the pool."

"He did?"

"Yes, I hope you're not bothered by my
nudity."

She sat up and pulled the towel around
herself.

"No, not at all. I'm sure Jack wouldn't be
either."

Brianna smiled. "I'm careful not to be nude
when Jack's due home, dear," she said.

The "Dear" irked Laura and she frowned down
at the woman.

"I admit he caught me topless the first day,
but, as you say, he wasn't terribly bothered by it."

"No. I suppose he wouldn't be."

"Why don't you join me and get some sun?"

"Maybe I will," Laura said.

She sat down cross-legged.

Brianna looked her up and down, mild
amusement in her eyes. "Like...that?" she asked.

"You expect me to strip naked?" Laura
glared.

"I'm sorry. I keep forgetting," Brianna said.
"You Americans and your shyness."

"I am not shy," Laura said.

"Of course you are, dear." Brianna tauntingly
slid her towel down, then laid back on the grass, smiling up at
Laura.

Feeling challenged, and a part of her wanting
to show the arrogant woman up, Laura jerked her tank top up and
off, proud now of her voluptuous body. She undid her cut-offs and
shoved them and her panties down and off, then picked up Brianna's
suntan lotion.

"Mind?" she asked brusquely.

"Not at all. Would you like me to help you
put it on?"

"I think I can manage," Laura said.

She fought hard to keep her skin from turning
red, not from the sun but from embarrassment. She knew she
shouldn't be embarrassed, knew intellectually that she had a fine
body, a better body than the Englishwoman’s, yet the woman's steady
gaze was unsettling, especially as she stroked the oil into her
breasts.

It somehow turned a simple, casual act like
that into something with sexual overtones.

"You're worried about my having my way with
your husband, aren't you?" Brianna smiled.

"Am I?" Brianna snorted, pouring oil onto her
thighs and stroking it in.

"Well, dear, let's face facts, you've not
been what one would call, uhm, a spitfire in bed."

"How would you know that?" Laura
demanded.

"Men talk, dear, just like women they do, old
gossips, and Michael tells me everything."

She emphasized the word and Laura felt a slow
flush creep over her skin.

"Yes, I do know," Brianna confirmed.

Laura swallowed in embarrassment, looking
away.

"Oh, don't be embarrassed. I'm not upset.
Michael has very talented hands. I'm very demanding, you see, and I
taught him most of what he knows about women's bodies. I assure you
he's had me off in my pants more than a few times. It's one of his
favorite joys."

Laura was astonished at how casual the woman
was about it. It was hard to maintain her embarrassment when
Brianna apparently considered it only natural.

"And... and you and Jack?" she gulped.

"Well, I didn't jerk him off in his pants,"
Brianna smiled.

"That's not what I asked."

"Do you not like fucking, Laura? Is it that?
Is Jack just not good with you?"

"Of course I like... I mean, of course I
enjoy making love!" Laura glared.

"You don't seem to. Not from what Jack's told
Michael."

"And what would that be?" Laura demanded.

"Just the way you... you refuse to do much,"
Brianna shrugged.

"I do whatever I want."

"Yes, that's the problem."

"I don't have a problem!"

"I do.. whatever Michael wants," Brianna
smiled.

"I'm sure."

"And Michael does whatever I want. Whatever
brings the other pleasure is fair game for us. We love each other
too much to be worried about our dignity. I know Michael respects
me."

"Jack respects me!" Laura said hotly.

"If you're so sure of that why do you
restrict your sex to such boredom?"

"Our sex is not boring! Last night we... I...
Believe me, Jack had no complaints."

"You'd better put more oil down there,"
Brianna said with a smirk. "That's the last place you want a
sunburn."

Laura had consciously not put oil on her
pussy because she didn't want the other woman to see her rubbing at
it. She flushed and glared at her, then poured oil on her pussy and
rubbed it in.

"Michael and I have a wild, uninhibited sex
life," Brianna said. "Michael doesn't mind if I have sex with other
men. He even encourages it."

"He... what? He can't care for you much if he
does that."

"He cares for me and he trust me. He knows
that just because I bang some man I'm not going to fall in love
with him. I love Michael, and only Michael. I can bang whoever I
want though. Sex is just physical, at least with me and other men
and women."

"It's more than just physical," Laura
disagreed.

"Oh? Do you love Michael?"

"Of course not."

"Yet you had an orgasm with him."

"Well.. well - ." Laura didn't know what to
say to that.

"So you see, it's possible to experience
pleasure with others and not feel romantically attached to
them."

"You've fucked Jack, haven't you," Laura said
with certainty.

"Yes, I'm afraid so. You mustn't blame the
lad, though. I'm afraid I rather insisted."

"I don't blame him. I blame you."

"Ahh, well, I'd been laying out here naked,
or nearly so, and feeling sensual and hot, my skin all oiled, my
body relaxed. When Jack appeared it was... well, to me it was just
a cock walking in and presenting itself for attention."

"That's all, just a cock?"

"Yes, and all I was to him was a hot piece of
ass. Believe me we're not going to leave our mates for each
other."

"I just don't understand you," Laura sighed.
"How can you be so casual?"

"We just don't think sex should have so many
silly strings and feelings and emotions tied to it. Enjoy it for
all its worth is our motto."

"I wish I could feel the same way," Laura
sighed.

"You can. All you have to do is lose your
inhibitions about sex and nudity."

"That's easier said than done."

"Well, you're starting to."

"What do you mean?" Laura asked, suspicious
that Jack had blabbed about what they'd done last night.

"I'm willing to bet this is the first time
you've been out here naked."

"It is," Laura blushed.

"How does it make you feel?"

"I don't know."

"Sexy?"

"Well...a little."

"Lie back on the grass."

Laura was undecided for a moment, then
shrugged and did as Brianna said. They lay together side by side,
gleaming bodies reflecting the sun. Laura raised her arms above her
head as she'd done last night, as Brianna had her arms now.

"Do you know how many men would love to have
us?" Brianna said. "How they'd fantasise about us, how they'd love
to get their hands on these bodies? Do you know how they lust after
us, how they dream about us, how their pricks got hard at the
thought of us laying here like this, all...ready...waiting?"

Brianna rolled onto her side facing Laura.
She lifted her hand and slowly laid it down on the other woman's
belly.
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Laura's head pulled up. "What are you doing?"
she gasped.

"Nothing at all. Just lay back. I'm trying to
help."

Laura looked worriedly at her hand, then laid
her head back.

"How do you feel?"

"Strange."

"Imagine it's a man's hand on you."

She stroked her hand in slow circles on
Laura's belly, sliding easily over the well-oiled skin.

"Let your inhibitions loose. Just dump them,
each and every one of them," Brianna said softly. "You're a free
and eager sexual creature. Your body is lush and feminine, your sex
hot and moist and eager.

"Spread your legs more. Can't you just
imagine some big, powerful man walking towards you, dripping water,
big cock sticking out hard and thick?"

She slid her hand up and down along the
outside of Laura's thigh, along her hip and up her waist to the
side of her chest. Her fingers slid lightly along the side of
Laura's breast, then swirled downwards before the woman could
complain.

They skated across her belly and hips and
then up and down her inner thighs, still keeping clear of anywhere
too dangerous.

Despite herself Laura felt herself slipping
in and out of fantasies as Brianna called them to life. She was
only a little embarrassed as the woman ran her hands over her body.
After all, it wasn't like she was touching anything, not her...
private parts.

Brianna launched into a tale of how she'd
been bound spread-eagled to her bed while her husband and a dozen
other men took turns using her. Laura couldn't help imagine herself
in the same position. She was in the same position, after all, even
if she weren't bound, and even if the only person here was another
woman.

Laura, however, was not a stupid woman. From
the moment Brianna's hand had settled on her belly she had felt a
sexual tension inside herself. Would a woman like Brianna, so
obviously consumed by sexuality, confine herself only to men?
Wouldn't she toy with women now and then also?

Laura had had a sexual experience with a
woman, a girl. It had happened long ago when she was barely into
adolescence. She and her friend Cindy had felt each other's breasts
with eager curiosity, and then self masturbation had turned into
mutual masturbation.

They had masturbated each other.

That was the only time, for after that she
found it very difficult to even face Cindy, let alone talk to her.
They had quickly drifted apart, and Laura had never been sexually
involved with a female again.

But as Brianna caressed her belly she felt
the tension increase. The woman had made no overt move that could
be construed as sexual, not in that way, but Laura was sure she
would, if only to get a reaction out of Laura, perhaps sneer at her
lack of sophistication.

Laura steeled herself not to react with shock
or surprise, but to casually tell the woman she wasn't
interested.

But still she did nothing more than caress
her skin lightly, staying clear of Laura's groin and breasts as she
spoke softly about the orgasm she'd had as the men had taken her
one after another. She spoke of orgies, of lewd sexual games and
fantasies.

When her hand slid up Laura's chest between
her breasts she hardly noticed, and when it drifted lightly down
along the outside of her right breast she felt almost relief rather
than shock and embarrassment.

Brianna's hand slithered around her breast
with the lightest of touches, then circled her left breast, also on
the outside, making the center of the fleshy mounds feel somehow
barren, empty, needing the touch of her hand. Brianna continued to
circle her breasts, doing a slow figure eight with her light
fingers.

Then her hand slid down Laura's chest and
over her belly and Laura had still not protested.

Brianna's hand coasted down along Laura's
thighs, skimming past the edge of her pussy before easing back up
again. There was no gentle circling this time as her hand slid
against the base of Laura's right breast and squeezed inwards,
making the fat flesh bulge upwards.

"Brianna," Laura said, intending to sound
calm and unruffled.

Her voice came out ragged instead, and in the
next instant Brianna's lips were closing on her erect nipple and
sucking it into her mouth. Her tongue lapped across it as she
gnawed on the flesh surrounding the now fiery little button.

Instead of shoving her back Laura found
herself coping with a hot shimmering wave of excitement, and in her
mind comparing her technique to Jack's. Maybe it was the heat
inside her, a heat that had begun to grow the instant she'd
stripped naked out in the open like this, the heat that had been
built up as Brianna spoke of her sexual encounters and caressed her
skin.

Maybe it was because she saw Brianna's
actions as a challenge, and wanted to meet it, to show that she too
could experiment, could engage in uninhibited sexual contact. Maybe
it was because she saw Brianna as a competitor for Jack's lust, and
wanted to assess her abilities.

Or maybe she just wasn't thinking straight as
the woman gnawed and licked and sucked gently on her breast, then
leaned forward to press her body against Laura.

Laura was exquisitely aware of the other
woman's breast pressing against her ribs as Brianna leaned in
against her and suckled at her nipple. She felt her inner heat
warring with her uneasiness and anxiety as the woman's mouth
sucked, licked and chewed away at the center of her breast.

Then she felt Brianna's hand slide down the
center of her belly and slip over her pussy mound, cupping it
neatly, squeezing lightly. The shock and alarm she felt then caused
her to try and sit up, to push Brianna away.

But Brianna wouldn't be pushed. She gripped
Laura's hair, jerking her head back and forcing her chest out as
she swiftly transferred her mouth from the brunette's aching nipple
to her protesting lips. Laura found her voice silenced as Brianna's
tongue shot into her mouth.

Brianna's fingers pushed up into her pussy
and twisted sharply, drawing a startled gasp from Laura, as a flame
of heat shot into her groin. Brianna's thumb flicked across her
clitty and she cried out, her legs flopping wildly aside, her back
arching.

She felt three, no, four fingers thrust into
her, wriggling and twisting inside her pussy tunnel, jamming in
deeper and deeper. She pumped harder, jerking her hand to and fro
as Laura writhed under her expert touch.

She felt her pussy lips straining, felt them
spreading wider and wider. She groaned in pain as her pussy opened
wider, stretching achingly wide around her knuckles, then Brianna's
hand passed through and her pussy lips closed around her slim
wrist.

It didn't really occur to Laura, at first,
that Brianna had managed to stuff her entire hand into her pussy
tunnel. It wasn't until the woman had begun spreading her fingers
again, probing at the walls of her elastic pussy tunnel, that she
felt the shock of knowledge.

An electrical charge seemed to sizzle along
her spine as Brianna's fingers wriggled around inside her lower
belly.

"Ohhh! OhhhhH! OhhhhH!" she gasped, her eyes
wide in stunned amazement.

She felt sure she should be in agony. Her
pussy tunnel felt bloated and full, her pussy lips straining
tightly, aching sharply.

There was little real pain, however, and what
there was of it was offset by the tremendous blast wave of heat
that made her moan and writhe in helpless abandon.

She felt Brianna's hand pushed deeper, and
still deeper, felt her fingers skimming along her pussy walls,
opening and closing, twisting and pressing and probing.

Then she felt the tips of her fingers press
against the deepest part of her pussy, pressing against her cervix.
She shuddered, her body flaring wildly, her insides shaking and
twisting with the movement of the hand inside her.

Brianna slid her tongue down along Laura's
curving breasts, then down her belly to her groin. She began
lapping at her clitoris as her hand twisted slowly from side to
side in Laura's pussy.

"Oh God! Oh Stop! Oohhh! UnngghhHH!
Nnnnoooooo!"

Laura gasped as Brianna began to slowly curl
her fingers together into a tight fist inside her. Laura felt each
individual finger as it rasped across her elastic pussy flesh and
then pulled in against Brianna's palm.

Then her fingers were all drawn in and she
felt the thick hard ball of Brianna's fist in her belly. She had
never felt anything so big in her, making her pussy walls bulge out
alarmingly tight in all directions.

She felt Brianna slowly twisting her wrist
from side to side as she forced her fist in deeper, felt her wrist
sliding in to her pussy, and her forearm forcing the already
super-tight sex lips wider still.

Then, to her shame, she climaxed, grunting
and gasping in sexual heat as her body wriggled and jerked and
bounced helplessly, like a fish on a barbed hook. She felt her
pussy walls spasming around Brianna's wrist, and the hardness of
the bony fist made her belly cramp in shock.

Brianna continued to lick at her clitty,
going more gently now as Laura recovered from her come. She held
her fist still inside Laura's pussy for awhile, but then began to
slowly pull it backwards. Laura's pussy tunnel was so tight around
her hand that she could hardly move it at first.

Gradually she was able to ease the hard fist
a little way back, then a little way forward, pumping it very, very
slowly inside Laura as she twisted it from left to right and back
again. It was a very slow fuck, but her pussy was so strained by it
that Laura felt the friction of Brianna's wrist and forearm against
her clit with far more intensity than she would a cock.

And if that wasn't bad enough Brianna
continued lick on her clitty from the other side, stroking it with
her lips and tongue as her free hand caressed Laura's belly and
breasts.

"Take it oooooouuuuut," Laura moaned.

"Shhhh," Brianna said.

She continued to work over Laura's sex hole
as Laura began to twitch and jerk once again, the sexual heat
re-igniting within her flaming pussy and boiling upwards in rapid
bursts of intense, gut cramping pleasure.

As she slid into her second come Brianna
began to pump as hard as she could. Her fist still didn't work very
fast in Laura's belly, but the increased pressure on the woman's
pussy walls made her come even more powerful than the last one, and
just at the very peak Brianna eased her hand back to the entrance
of her pussy tunnel and, gritting her teeth against the strain,
yanked it loose.

Laura's mind was blasted by massive sexual
pleasure, an intense, and prolonged explosion of raw, carnal
ecstasy that howled against her with unrelenting pressure and
heat.

She flopped and jerked and shuddered under
the gale force winds of sexual pleasure, losing consciousness
briefly.

When she woke Brianna lay next to her, arms
around her, breasts pressing against her own as she licked lightly
at her cheeks and forehead.

"Oohhhhhh," Laura groaned. Her hand eased
down to her aching pussy and squeezed it.

"Wasn't that nice?" Brianna cooed.

"You...you....oohhhhh."

"Yes, yes, I know. But it was wonderful
anyway, now wasn't it."

She caressed Laura's heavy breasts with her
hands as she licked lightly at her throat. Then she gripped Laura's
hand and pulled it in between her own legs, rubbing it up and down
against her bare, shaved pussy mound.

Laura found it to be an incredibly erotic
sensation. The woman's slit was so soft and smooth she felt
envious. She was amazed at herself for doing this, for rubbing her
hand against another woman's groin. Even if it was really Brianna
doing the rubbing, it was still her hand, and she wasn't doing
anything to avoid the touch.

Why wasn't she running away, screaming in
disgust?

"Why... why don't you have any hair... down
there?" she gulped.

"I feel the sensations better without hair,"
Brianna said. "Especially when someone eats me."

"Did Jack... eat you?"

"No, he just fucked me."

Laura felt oddly proud at that. Jack had
certainly eaten her out with a lot of dedication.

She felt Brianna slip a finger into her puss
and stroke it in and out. She felt Brianna's sex slit under her own
fingers, and realized that Brianna was no longer holding her hand,
that she was rubbing the woman's pussy all on her own.

She eased a finger in between the soft,
slick, oily sex lips and felt Brianna's heat against her finger.
She wriggled the finger in deep, all the way to the knuckles, as
Brianna bent and began to lick and suck on her nipples.

"You have such lovely breasts," Brianna
sighed.

Laura blinked in pleasure, only slightly
distracted from her fingering of Brianna's slit. But then Brianna
slid her body upwards along her side, and brought her right breast
down against Laura's mouth.

"Suck my nipple," Brianna sighed.

She rubbed the nipple against Laura's mouth,
and Laura opened her mouth, forgetting, too late, about the suntan
oil on it. She sucked it into her mouth and then was surprised to
taste a pleasant strawberry flavor.

"What... kind of oil is this?" she
gulped.

"Edible oil," Brianna smiled. "It's the only
kind I use. One never knows when a... friend will drop by."

She pressed her breasts against Laura's mouth
again and the other woman sucked her nipple into her mouth and
worked it over with her tongue and lips and teeth. She had
little...actually no experience in sucking nipples, but knew what
it felt like from the other side.

That was enough, it seemed, as Brianna
groaned in pleasure. Or perhaps the English woman was responding to
the way Laura was fingering her pussy, rubbing and stroking the
soft, oily flesh with curiosity and excitement.

Brianna crawled up Laura's prone body until
she was kneeling over her face, then she eased her bald little slit
down against Laura' mouth.

"Eat meeee," he moaned.

I can't do this," Laura thought, as she
stared at the woman's sex only inches away.

Yet how could she not, after all the pleasure
Brianna had given her? Did she want to abandon her old stuffy
sexual ways or not? Was she going to be uninhibited, like Jack
wanted, or risk losing him?

Brianna solved her dilemma by dropping her
slit down and rubbing it back and forth against Laura's mouth.
Laura's hands moved up in self defence, cupping Brianna's buttocks,
then, well, with her mouth already pressed against the soft pink
crack, there seemed no reason to be priggish any longer.

She began to push her tongue up, sliding it
through the tight pussy lips and along the pink flesh inside. She
slid her hands back through Brianna's thighs and gripped her pussy
lips with her fingers, pulling them open.

She gazed with intense interest, into the
other woman's sex. It was the first she'd ever seen like this,
after all.

"Lick meee," Brianna moaned.

Laura pressed her mouth against it, trying to
remember everything Jack had done the other night when he'd eaten
her out. That had certainly been effective on her, and she had no
doubt it would work on Brianna too.

Sure enough, the other woman was soon moaning
and groaning and yelping in pleasure, bouncing up and down so that
Laura had to keep her hands up protectively to keep her face from
being squashed.

When Brianna came she let out a long, low cry
of glorious pleasure that made the hair stand up on Laura's neck.
She was incredibly turned on by the sound, for she herself had
always gritted her teeth and tried not to make any noise when
coming. It didn't always work, especially lately, but she'd never
let out a cry like that.

She redoubled her efforts, wanting the other
woman to come with as much pleasure and heat and power as possible,
wanting to extend the length of her climax as Brianna rode up and
down on her whipping tongue.

Afterwards, as they lay in each other's arms,
Laura felt oddly attracted to the woman. She enjoyed the softness
of Brianna's body against her own, of breasts against her own
mounds, of the woman's softness. She lay there in contented peace,
occasionally stroking a finger across Brianna's nipple, or kissing
her.

"I will teach you," Brianna said. "I will
teach you how to drive men mad with lust, how to use your body, to
pose it and present it so that they cannot resist you."

Laura didn't have much interest in that, but,
mostly to be polite, sat up and watched Brianna as she got up and
stood before her. She watched Brianna begin to undulate, to dance
to silent music. Her body swayed in place, her hips moving slowly,
swinging from side to side or in and out.

Her hands slid tauntingly up and down her
body as she eyed the other woman through thin, seductive eyes. She
swung her shoulders in and out, arched her back and rolled her
head, slid her hands high above her head and rolled her hips and
body in a deeply seductive manner.

She pulled Laura to her feet and the two
moved together, Laura hesitant, inhibited still, but growing less
so with each passing minute.

"You have to show how you love your body
before they will," Brianna whispered. "Caress it, stroke it,
pleasure it."

They danced for half an hour, then Brianna
led her back to her own house. It was the first time Laura had ever
been inside, and Brianna gave her the grand tour. It was very odd
to Laura, walking around as if everything was normal, chatting with
Brianna about curtains and closets while both were naked and still
glistening with oil.

They paused at the bathroom, where Brianna
showed her a large, walk-in shower stall. She turned it on, then
took Laura's hand and led her inside. She pushed Laura into a
corner, then picked up a bar of soap and quickly soaped herself
up.

Laura just watched, waiting for Brianna to
let her have the soap. But Brianna didn't. She put it down instead
and pulled Laura in against her own body. She began to rub herself
against Laura, using her own soapy body as a washcloth.

Laura giggled a little as Brianna rubbed her
body against her, then she picked up the soap and soaped her fat
breasts heavily, and had Brianna turn around. She gripped a full
breast in each hand and rubbed them over Brianna's back, using them
to great effect.

Brianna turned and pulled her around,
pressing her into the corner. She pressed herself against her as
they kissed moistly, their hands roving over each other's
bodies.

Then Brianna reached down and stroked Laura's
thigh briefly before easing it open and raising it. She lifted
Laura's leg and slid her own inside it, so their loins were joined
together. Laura blinked in excitement and wonder as she felt her
pussy pressing heavily against the woman's inner thigh.

Brianna began a soft, rolling grind, her lips
and Laura's sliding together, their breasts rolling and squeezing
against each other, their hands cupping and caressing buttocks and
thighs.

To Laura's surprise, Brianna came first. She
watched, entranced, as the woman's face twisted and grimaced as the
sexual pleasure overtook her. Her body humped furiously as she
cried out in release.

Laura's own orgasm blasted through her as she
watched Brianna coming. With Brianna's cries of lust and pleasure
ringing in her ears she let loose for the first time, crying out
her own pleasure and bliss, joining her in filling the bathroom
with gasps and groans and moans of sexual delight.

Afterwards it was like... like they were
teenagers, Laura thought in a fleeting moment. They helped do each
other's hair, talking about what hairstyles would look best,
chatted about men, about fashions, then tried on clothes.

Here too, Brianna had something to show her,
for as Laura was experimenting with the woman's scandalous
wardrobe, Brianna stepped forward and asked her if she knew how to
undress.

She then preceded to show her how, putting
the same seductive look on her face she had when dancing. Her
movements were slow and graceful, teasing and erotic as she slipped
the straps of the dress she was wearing over her shoulders, then
let the thing slide slowly down between her hands, baring her
breast.

Her expression alternated between seductive
and coy, sensual and shy, as she bared more and more of her body.
They spent a good half hour on how to get undressed, with Laura
trying it with various types of clothes, from dresses to jeans.

She watched Brianna put on and model a huge
collection of sexy lingerie. Most wouldn't fit her, but she was
able to try some on, including a sheer, crotch less body
stocking.

Laura was both scandalized and excited by the
outfits, but confessed she would never have the courage to go and
buy such things herself. Brianna showed her a catalogue, though,
and right then and there, both naked, they lay down on the bed and
poured through the pages, selecting a dozen outfits to order.

And then at the back of the book, Brianna
showed her the sex toys. There were a lot of them, some of which
Laura couldn't imagine the use of. Brianna knew, of course, but
despite her urging Laura could not bring herself to order a dildo
or vibrator, let alone a butt plug or anal probe.

Brianna showed her one of her own dildos and
she giggled as she held it in her hands.

"My God," she said, shaking her head as she
tried to get her fingers around it.

"Nice, huh?" Brianna said.

"Well, it'll never get soft," Laura said.

"Nope, it's very handy when Michael is busy
at work or something. I learned to deep throat on it, too."

"To...to what?"

Brianna lifted her head up and back and held
the dildo over her mouth, then slowly eased it into her mouth.
Laura watched in shock as inch after inch disappeared into her
mouth and down her throat, until she was holding the base of the
ten inch rubber cock with just two fingers, just inside her
mouth.

She slid the thing up and out, then pulled
her head forward again, grinning at Laura.

"How do you do that without throwing up?"
Laura gaped.

"It's mind over matter, really," Brianna
shrugged. "It's easier with a real cock. As much as they try they
can't seem to make these things feel as nice and soft as a real
man's prick."

"But..."

"You just have to convince your body that
it's normal. That you're just swallowing a big piece of food, a big
piece of meat," she giggled. "Don't panic when it blocks your
throat and you'll be fine. Getting it in is easy anyway, it's when
it slides back up again that you have to control yourself.

"Want to try?"

"Oh, I don't think I'm ready for that yet,
Brianna."

"Well, try it with Jack's cock. Like I said,
it's easier with real flesh. It goes down easier."

"You have to keep your head tilted back?"

"Nope. It's easier is all. Try it when you're
kneeling on all fours. Your head is naturally pulled back then
anyway.

"I'm hungry suddenly," she giggled.

Laura giggled too, then the two of them went
downstairs to get something to eat.
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They lost track of time as they snacked and
gossiped, and it was getting late by the time Laura went back into
the living room to gather up her clothes and head home.

Brianna hugged her tightly, then kissed her.
The kiss became hotter with each passing second, and their arms
slid around one another as their breasts massaged each other.

Brianna's hand slid down under Laura's
buttocks and stroked her pussy. Laura moaned and spread her legs,
sucking at Brianna's throat as the heat rose around them. She
started thrusting her hips back, jamming her pussy on Brianna's
fingers as the other woman worked them slowly up inside her.

"Well, well," a voice said, a male voice.

Laura's eyes widened and she let out a soft
shriek as she tried to twist away from Brianna and cover herself.
She only half succeeded. She managed to twist around, but then
Brianna's arms slid around her and pinned her arms to her sides.
She had only succeeded in exposing her front to Michael as he
strolled into the room.

Brianna pulled her arms around behind her as
Laura stared in wide-eyed shock at Michael. Brianna drew Laura's
hands down behind her and then pressed both up against her own
pussy, rubbing herself on them as Laura trembled like a deer caught
in a car's headlights.

"Hello, Laura," Michael breathed.

Brianna sighed in her ear, rubbing herself
repeatedly on Laura's hands as the brunette stared up at
Michael.

"I see Brianna's been... educating you," he
smiled. "You have a lovely body," he said, eyes moving up and down
her naked body. "Truly lovely."

He was wearing an expensive three piece suit,
and that only served to make Laura feel more naked than naked. Her
face blushed red and she cringed inwardly as his eyes feasted on
her succulent flesh.

"Your breasts are..." He shook his head.

"Perfect," Brianna sighed in her ear.

"Yes, perfect," Michael said. "May I?"

She just stared, her insides twisting and
churning as her body, already aroused to a hyper state of sexual
fever, was now presented with this man, this extraordinarily
attractive, sensual man who had masturbated her only a few days
ago, this man who had given her dreams and nightmares.

His hands moved under her breasts and cupped
them gently, as though weighing them. They stroked the underside of
the firm, round melons, caressing the soft, downy flesh.

"Just lovely," he sighed.

Laura was gripped by ferocious uncertainty.
She wanted to scream and run, and also wanted to throw herself on
this gorgeous, sexy man. She was hideously embarrassed, mortified,
at being caught naked in a lewd lesbian embrace, and yet, somehow,
her insides boiled with lust and excitement.

She didn't know what to do. She didn't know
what to say. So she stood there trembling, chest heaving, eyes wide
and anxious, saying and doing nothing as he stroked the underside
of her breasts.

He fingered her long nipples, rolling and
twisting them with a light touch. Despite herself Laura groaned as
fiery heat roared in her breasts.

Suddenly his right hand darted down between
her trembling thighs and slapped up against her pubic mound. He
squeezed it hard, then jammed two fingers up into her pussy tunnel
with unerring aim. She cried out in shock, arching back as he began
to violently roll and squeeze her clitty between his fingers and
thumb.

"Nooo!" she cried, struggling to pull free of
Brianna's grip. "N...n...noooooooo," she sobbed, humping helplessly
at his fingers, the fire boiling and raging inside her, shooting up
her veins, blasting into her skull, and exploding into a
cataclysmic climax.

Her gurgled and grunted, her vocal chords
frozen, her body jerking and twitching and shaking as the crackling
sexual electricity disrupted her nervous system. Her head jerked
back again and again, her back arching as she drove herself onto
his hooked fingers.

Brianna stepped back, but Laura never
noticed. She stood in place, locked on his fingers, humping
spasmodically, eyes closed, body quivering and trembling and
shaking as the orgasmic ecstasy roared in her skull and shattered
all her thinking processes.

Her head whipped back a final time, her back
arching, spine straining, breasts jutting out hot and hard. A final
tremor ripped through her and she groaned in mindless, delirious
pleasure, then collapsed forward against him.

He held her against him, stroking her back as
she continued to tremble and groan, her chest heaving as she gulped
in air.

Then he lowered her to her knees and eased
her down onto all fours. He stood back and smiled down at her as
she knelt there, still shaking, head down, hair tumbled around her
face.

He slowly untied his shoes and placed them
under a chair. He took off his jacket and put it on a hanger that
Brianna brought him. Then he unbuttoned his shirt and took it off.
He opened his belt and unclipped his pants, then lowered the
zipper, pushed the pants out and stepped out of them.

Laura knelt submissively, on all fours, chest
still heaving. She raised her head a little to look out at him
between her tangled brown hair, but then, unable to face him, she
lowered her head.

He pulled his underwear off and stepped
forward, naked. His feet stopped inches from her and she felt his
hand in her hair, tugging upwards. It was a mild, but irresistible
pressure, and she was forced to straighten. When she made an
attempt to stand his other hand came down on her shoulder.

Kneeling in front of him, her face was inches
from his cock. He gripped her head in both hands and pulled her
face into his crotch, rubbing it all over his groin. Then he pushed
her back and took his cock in one hand, pressing the head against
her lips.

She opened them and started sucking as he fed
his cock into her. She didn't hesitate. In fact, she sucked
eagerly, desperate to please him, to excite and arouse him. She was
elated when she felt his cock growing harder and thicker in her
mouth, and worked even harder.

Her fingers massaged his balls as she slid
her lips up and down his cock. She wanted to taste his jism, wanted
him to pump it into her belly. She lapped furiously under his head,
her lips moving quickly up and down the shaft.

Then he eased down onto his knees and pulled
her down onto all fours once again. She kept his cock in her mouth,
greedy for its taste. Her head was blazing with lust and excitement
as she bobbed her lips over his hard, male organ.

She groaned as a hand slid between her legs
and caressed her belly. The forearm, Brianna's forearm, rubbed back
and forth against her pussy, pushing up hard, softly caressing her
clitty. Her other hand stroked and squeezed Laura's breasts,
milking them like udders.

Michael gripped her head suddenly, holding it
tightly as he began to fuck into her mouth. His cock slid back and
forth through her lips, the head punching dangerously against the
back of her mouth, threatening to choke her.

He stopped and pulled his cock out, then he
and Brianna turned her around so her bottom was to him. Brianna
smiled and lay back on the floor, spreading her legs and pulling
Laura's face down into her crotch. Laura began licking at her slit
as she felt Michael's slick cockhead press against her moist
slit.

He was not gentle, but thrust in hard. She
cried out in gladness and shock both, but Brianna held her face in
her groin as Michael forced every last inch of prick down into her
belly.

His hands stroked up and down her body as he
began to pump his cock inside her hot, moist belly. Laura mewled in
pleasure and jammed her pussy back on his hard staff, grunting with
the impact his hips made against her straining buttocks.

Brianna pulled down on her head and she
belatedly began licking at the woman's slit. It was a secondary and
almost casual effort, though, since she really wanted to
concentrate on Michael's cock as it pumped in her pussy tunnel.

He kept changing the direction of his
thrusts, raising up, then easing down, sliding from left to right,
then back again, his cock plunging into her belly and plumbing
around inside it.

She came, a small one that barely made her
blink as she groaned in bliss. A stronger one was following it,
though, and she rutted back against him as she quivered in
anticipation. Her face was glistening with girl juice as she sucked
and licked at Brianna's sex.

Again she came, this time her head bouncing
up and down wildly as she gurgled in wondrous pleasure. There was
no dignity in her come, or in the harsh, terrible pounding of the
big cock in her belly, there was only exquisite pleasure, deep,
mind blasting delight.

She didn't care about anything, certainly not
pride or dignity. She howled in pleasure, bouncing wildly, her head
thrashing, hair swirling around her. She slapped her bottom back
against his hard, pumping hips, crying out in joy each time his
hard steely cock stabbed in between her pussy lips and drove deep
into her guts.

Her heavy breasts swung wildly below her as
her body jerked to and fro, and her eyes rolled back in her head as
the force of the massive come ripped her mind to shreds and tore
through her body like a nuclear explosion, searing her to the
marrow of her bones.

She jerked forward a final time, then her
arms flew out from under her and she fell forward on her face.
Luckily, her face hit Brianna's smooth, soft pussy, rather than the
cold hard floor, and did not remain there long in any case.

Michael reached forward and gripped her limp
wrists, then pulled back hard jerking her upper body upwards. Her
head continued to hang low, though her shoulders were now held
suspended above the floor. Michael used her wrists, her arms, like
the handles of a wheelbarrow, jerking her back to meet his
continuing thrusts.

Her head bounced in time to his harsh thrusts
as he drove his cock into her dribbling slit with all his might. He
knew she was boiling with lust, knew that this, her first real
adultery, would be a memorable one. But he wanted her to feel the
bruises for days afterwards, wanted her to realize the delights of
having her tight little pussy truly, deeply, utterly...POUNDED!

He slammed his hips into her jiggling
buttocks with wild abandon as his own juices boiled and bubbled and
his balls swelled up with pressure. He plunged his cock into the
deepest part of her pussy and then halted.

He chanted a mantra in his mind, trying to
control his excitement. He thought about his mother, then the Pope,
then George Bush. He did square roots and then imagined an ice cold
shower falling over him.

His balls eased up, his heat slowly, slowly
fading, though not by a lot. He held still, while it fell within
manageable limits, staring upwards to avoid the beautiful curve of
Laura's soft bottom.

Laura was groaning weakly, murmuring
something or other. He eased his grip on her wrists and let them
go, his hands gripping her waist tightly to keep her from falling
down. Her arms fell below her and then straightened, holding up her
weight as he released it.

He took a deep breath, then let it out. His
cock was still rock hard, still buried in her sucking hot pussy,
but it was not in any danger of imminent explosion.

Brianna was gone, probably gone to greet
Jack, who should be home by now. Was she fucking him now? He didn't
care.

He slid his hands over her trembling body,
then gripped her hair and gently pulled her head up and back.

"Do you feel it, baby?" he breathed.

"Uuuuuuuuhhhhh," she moaned.

"Do you feel it?"

"Wh...wha...what?" she groaned.

"My cock."

"Yessss."

"Where is it?"

"In....innside meeeee," she panted.

"Where?"

"In...in my...cunt."

"In your cunt, it's up in your belly."

He pulled her head a little more sharply and
she groaned.

"How do you feel?"

"Tired," she groaned.

"And we've only just started.

She groaned again.

"What do you say I call a few friends over,
love? I know a lot of guys who'd love to gang bang a hot piece of
meat like you."

The words hit her like gasoline on fire and
she shuddered violently.

"You'd love it, wouldn't you?" he grinned.
"Damn. I think I will invite some guys over."

"N...nooo," she gulped.

"I'll have to ask Jack first, and also,
there's another hole I've got to open up. You can't take on eight
or ten men with only your pussy and mouth."

She didn't know what he was talking about,
but then she felt his finger pushing against her ass, slowly
pushing its way inside.

"Nnnn...noooo," she gulped.

She made a feeble movement to pull away and
he tightened his grip on her hair, drawing a short groan of pain.
He pumped his cock a few times in her pussy then buried it again
and held it still.

"You want my cock, don't you, Laura?"

"I-I...yessss," she sighed.

"You want it up your arse, don't you?"

"No! I...Oowwwwww," she groaned as he pulled
her hair and jerked her head back.

He slid his hand under her belly and began to
manipulate her clitoris with his finger. She jerked back and humped
against him, mewling in pleasure.

He let go of her hair and slid his hand under
her chest, kneading her fat breasts.

"You're not a true slut until you've been
fucked up the arse, luv," he said. "You need that pretty little
arse of yours reamed out. Don't you? Don't you?" he grunted,
rubbing her clit harder.

"Ohhhhh," she groaned, humping back
faster.

He pulled his cock out of her and she whined
in dismay. He grinned and slapped it against her ass.

"I'm going to sodomize you now, Laura, and
you're going to love it, just like the true whore you are."

"Noooo," she groaned.

He pressed his cockhead against her little
round anal opening and began to apply pressure. He jabbed it at her
hole with short, fast movements, slowly working it in through the
tight crinkled opening. Laura groaned and trembled, but made no
attempt to move away as his cockhead popped through.

He twisted his cockhead around inside her,
nudging it slowly forward. He had patience with her, knowing that
the entry was the most important part of this, and knowing she was
inexpert at it.

Laura knew nothing about sodomy, except what
Brianna had said about keeping her anal muscles from clamping down.
She tried to do that, and it helped whenever he stopped and held
still for a few moments. His cock took a while to work into her,
but it inflated her rectal tube wide around it, and she felt
cramped and bloated back there.

It didn't really hurt though, and her sense
of dignity and propriety had taken a tremendous beating over the
past few days.

She gasped as he thrust sharply and his cock
lurched forward several more inches before her ass clamped down. It
halted, and her rectum slowly loosened up. Again he thrust forward,
and again her anus clamped down, then slowly eased.

She felt his balls against her buttocks and
then his hips pressed firmly against her. She knew a wondrous
disbelief that she was allowing this, that she was kneeling on all
fours letting him put his cock up her ass. Last week the idea would
have revolted her.

Now...

Now she didn't care, and was even...even a
little excited by the thought. It was so dirty, so raw and carnal
and kinky. To be sodomized, fucked in the ass as he said, surely
only a true slut would ever allow that.

What would the dignified partners at work
think if they could see her now? What would they do if they knew
she was the kind of woman who knelt on all fours and let men fuck
her in the ass? Would they fire her, or would they try and get into
her pants too?

She let out another gasp as Michael started
grinding his hips against her. His finger slid under her and
caressed her clitty as he twisted his cock around in her ass. Then
he slowly began to pump, stopping when her anus clamped down,
taking his time.

He moved faster and faster as her anus eased
up, and soon he was pumping steadily, his cock fucking her ass just
as it would her pussy. Laura just knelt there on all fours and took
it, her mind alive with heat and excitement that came chiefly from
her own sense of how perverted and wanton she was being. Over and
over she thought the words in her mind. I'm being fucked in the
ass. A man is fucking me in the ass!

She was almost dazed at her own daring.

But not dazed enough not to notice when Jack
came into the room.

"Jack, old boy. How are you?" Michael greeted
him, not pausing in his rhythmic strokes.

"Laura?" he asked wonderingly.

"See? I told you," Brianna purred, arm around
him.

Jack was dressed, but Brianna was unbuttoning
his shirt and undoing his pants as he stared down at Laura.

Laura felt a wave of discomfort and worry as
he stared at her.

"My God! Is he fucking you in the ass?"

"She loves it up the ass, Jack."

"Jesus Christ!"

"Come and give it to her, my boy. It's only
right," Michael said.

His pants dropped to his ankles and Brianna
squeezed his cock, already hardening at the sight of his wife's ass
clamped around another man's cock.

Michael drew back and Jack knelt behind his
trembling wife, his hands stroking her bottom in amazement.

"Shove it up her ass, Jack!" Brianna
cooed.

She reached down and took his cock, then
placed it against Laura's anal opening, which winked at him
encouragingly. He pushed forward and watched, entranced, as his
cock slid into her ass, inch after inch of bulging male meat
disappearing through the tight round hole.

He had always dreamed of fucking his wife in
the ass, and now his cock was deep inside her. He grabbed her hips
and started rutting furiously, slamming his hips into her buttocks
and he pounded his cock up her hole. She grunted and groaned and
moaned as his cock pistoned in her anal tube.

"Oh God! OHhhh! Ohhhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh! Ungh!" she gasped.

He came, his cock blasting cum juice up her
ass, pouring his heat into her guts. He didn't soften a bit, but
kept pumping, the feel of her tight, hot rectum around his cock
keeping him too aroused to even pause in his rapid pumping.

Michael moved forward then and gripped her
thigh. With a simple twist he pulled her legs out from under her
and dropped her on her side. Jack shifted positions to keep his
cock in her tail, panting for breath as he turned to stare at
Michael inquiringly.

Michael grinned and lifted her upper leg
high, jamming it back with his own chest as he pushed his crotch in
against hers. Jack watched in amazement as Michael slowly shoved
his cock down into his wife's slit, burying it to the balls.

"We work in tandem," Michael sighed, "In and
out."

He jerked out, then thrust in. Jack took the
hint and pulled his cock back. The two soon worked in a steady
rhythm, pounding their cocks into Laura's belly as she whined and
grunted and moaned in pleasure.

Brianna crawled around to her head and
pressed her pussy against her mouth, and Laura began wildly
tonguing her clitty as her body ripped into a powerful climax.

Later on Laura and Brianna did strip teases
for the men, then performed a lesbian sex show. The highlight of
the evening, however, was when Laura, abandoning the last of her
inhibitions, slumped down in a straight-backed chair, her legs
draped across the arms, and masturbated for them as the three
watched.

Michael stroked his hands through the hair of
the blonde teenager in front of him, watching as her lips slid up
and down his cock. She was young, but obviously had already gotten
a lot of experience at this, not surprising given her lush, nubile
body.

He gazed over at Brianna, who was on her back
on a cushion on the floor, her legs drawn back against her chest as
a middle-aged man thrust down into her. She was smiling dreamily as
his big cock stroked up and down through the taut, naked lips of
her sex.

He searched the crowded room for Jack,
finally spotting him laying back on a sofa. A blonde woman was
bouncing up and down on his cock, while a brunette was sitting on
his face, her body swaying from side to side, head pulled back in
bliss.

He didn't look for Laura. Laura had made a
big a hit at her first orgy. Women with her bodies were few and far
between. He had last seen her doing a kind of lambada dance, naked,
with one guy in front and another in behind.

Needless to say the lambada had turned into a
long, slow fuck, with the guy in front stuffing his cock up her
tight, shaved pussy, and the guy behind jamming his prick deep into
her ass. They had danced like that for a while, the mens' cocks
twisting and jerking around up in her belly.

She had now removed herself to one of the
bedrooms, where she was tied spread-eagled to the four corners of a
brass bed, a line of men making use of her. Since every man in the
building wanted to fuck her at least once, she was taking on quite
a number of cocks.

Not that they would overwhelm her. She had
shown a remarkable appetite for gang bangs since she'd quit her
job. In fact, after the first one, where he'd surprised her with
five of his friends, she'd hounded him every meeting to set up more
and more of them.

To shut her up he'd finally invited twenty
three guys and all had fucked her at least twice. It hadn't worked.
She'd loved it. The little lawyer lived and breathed sex now. He'd
turned a lot of women on to sex in his lifetime, but she was
definitely one of his more remarkable success stories.

Even Brianna couldn't compete.

The naive and innocent woman was gone,
replaced by a rapacious nymphomaniac. It was time for new game.

Fortunately, a pair of newlyweds had just
moved in across the street. He and Brianna were nothing if not good
neighbors, and he was sure they would soon become fast friends.

 


 


End
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