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My Naughty Tennis Lesson

His cock felt wonderful.  I could not stop cuming.   I had never had it up my ass, never been taken so roughly, never had a black dick and never had two men at once.  It was a day of firsts and I never wanted it to stop.

It all started when I decided to take up tennis.  It was a slow summer and I needed the exercise.  Besides, tennis sounded so upscale.  At the tender age of nineteen I am still a little naive.  Oh, I have been fucked, but my lovers have been limited in number and skill set.  I was open to new horizons, or to put in another way, bigger dicks and more talented swordsman.

But I really did want to learn tennis.  It wasn’t just a way to get laid by a stranger or strangers as it turned out.  I have a nice body and most men tell me I am beautiful, but I have a thing about my legs.  They are shapely enough, in fact I have killer legs, but they won’t tan.  I am a red head, right down to the sparse strands on my muff, and of course I have the complexion to go with it.  So, no tanning for me.

Therefore, I always wear pantyhose.  I also detest pantry-lines.  They are so low class.  So of course, when I suited up for my tennis lesson in my new short white skirt and top, I naturally went without my panties.

My instructor was a good-looking man, a bit older than I, but still a real hunk.  His assistant was a black guy closer to my age and was tall with a powerful build.  He looked like he could effortlessly just pick a girl up and set her down on his stiffy.  I tried not to focus on that thought as I was being introduced, but every time I looked at those bulging muscles and wash-board abs I felt more than a little wet.

I tried to make eye contact during the introductions, but their eyes were checking me out and their glances were nowhere near my face.  I was having the same problem.  The black guy was getting visibly hard and it appeared that he was keeping a huge secret tucked away in his tennis shorts.  When he did manage to make eye contact, he gave me a charming smile with a hint of the rouge.  My knees were weak and I wondered how long it would be before he was shoving that black monster into my relatively unused semi-virgin pussy.

******

Steven, the older guy, gave me my first lesson.  That was alright with me, I needed time to cool off and stop my head from spinning and my cunt from pulsing.  Steven was hot, but I was not drawn to him as I was to Malcolm.  Oh yes, I would have let him fuck me, but it would require a little wooing.  On the other hand, I would have let Malcolm take me immediately.

Steve gave me the standard first lesson.  I had never even held a tennis racket. I was not getting my strokes right and after a few practice balls, he had to correct my stance and swing.  He did this by getting behind me and guiding me through a few swings with his body wrapped around mine.  He was very professional, but his scent was enticing and his body merged with mine during the swing.  He had long stringy muscles that flowed when he moved.  I could feel the power in them as we moved as one, practicing my back-swing and other ground strokes.

His crotch was jammed right into my butt and I felt his hard cock slide right into the crack in my ass.  I had never felt a cock sliding between my butt cheeks and it made me really wet.  I wondered how many women he fucked a day at this nice little job of his.  It was all I could do not to reach around behind me and stroke that lovely shaft of his.

From an athletic standpoint, the lesson went really well.  I learned to return a volley and was doing pretty well toward the end.  However, he did take advantage of me a little.  He had me pick up all the balls on the court.  I am sure he was looking at my ass in my short skirt and most probably discovered I was sans panties.  I discovered later that they have a little basket tool for retrieving all the tennis balls and it does not involve me bending over and displaying my butt.

When I figured out his little game, I called him on it.  But Steve pled innocence and claimed it was a trick they play on all the new players.  Bullshit!  If I was a short, fat bald guy it never would have happened.  They wanted to see my pussy and they sure got their wish.

After the lesson, I followed Steve into the club house and got a lecture on the rules of the game and how to keep score. They were both there and even though they were talking continuously, their eyes spent most of the time trying to look up my skirt.  I was tempted to throw them a shot or two, just to liven things up, but I was a good girl.  However, I could not resist crossing and re-crossing my legs periodically in such a manner that they never caught site of the prize.

I was so horny when I got home that I stripped off my pantyhose and fingered myself until I came several times.  I did it again before I fell asleep that night and could not wait for my next lesson.

******

The second day I chose a pleated skirt.  One better to display my goods.  I had every confidence that it would stir up exactly the kind of trouble I was interested in.

Malcolm was in the little club house when I showed up and explained that Steve had a conflict and that he would be giving me my lesson today.  He must have read some concern on my face, because he immediately added “If that is OK with you?”

“Fine” I answered.  In fact it was more than all right.  Malcolm had mistaken surprise for disappointment, but I let him think he was second string.

Malcolm was a good instructor and he ran me all over the court returning volleys.  The way my skirt was swirling around he had to notice my bare pussy clearly exposed inside the nylon pantyhose.  When he called me up to the net I was sure he had been enjoying my little show, because his shorts were bulging visibly.

Malcolm was. of course, not satisfied with my form and insisted on working on my swings.  He got behind me, exactly as Steve had done, and wrapped his body around mine and took me through the motions of a proper swing.  Malcolm was more muscular than Steven.  God, he could easily have crushed me.  His arms were massive.  I had never been that close to a black guy before and he had a musky smell that made me tingle with anticipation.

I damn near came when his dick pressed into my ass crack and made itself at home.  I thought Steve had a big cock, but Malcolm put him to shame.  I guess the stories are true.  God I was getting excited.  My pussy was throbbing like I was being stroked by invisible fingers.  Fuck, I was wet.  So wet that I worried about dripping.

I pressed back against his monster a couple of times.  I know I should not have, but bending the way we were, I could not resist.  I imagined that delightful thing plunging into me and my body just took over.

We volleyed some more balls as Malcolm ran me around the court some more.  Then we practiced serving.  Surprise, surprise!.  My serve was not quite up to snuff and Malcolm had to get behind me and show me the proper way to serve.

The up close and personal treatment he gave on the backhand stroke was like shaking hands compared to the serve instruction.  When I lifted my arm high, my body stretched out and Malcolm’s form pressed against me like a second skin.  His cock was like a steel rod and my ass cheeks wrapped around it in a welcoming hug.  God, it was huge and hard and when I went up on my toes I wished that I was tall enough to come back down on the its head and let it slid right into my pussy.

Malcolm held me tight.  One hand followed my arm motion, the other was around my waist, pulling me tightly into his body.  We practiced that motion a few times and toward the end we were dry humping more than practicing my serve.  Malcolm did not seem to want to end the session, so I finally spun in his arms and pushed him away, but not before I gave him the sexiest smile I have.

When I spun, his hand grazed my breast and he blatantly grabbed a feel and squeezed my tit for just a moment.  His fingers lingered for less than a second, but it was long enough for me to want more, much more.  The hand that had been on my waist slipped down to my ass and he pulled my cunt right up against his hard cock.  It was massive and I wanted to climb right on, but instead I used all my strength to separate us.

Malcolm was much stronger than I and if he wanted to trap me there in his arms, there would have been little I could do to stop him.  But he relented and let me dance away.

“You got a little carried away big guy” I said, looking him in the eye.

There was no mistaking the lust in the gaze he returned.  “I thought you were enjoying that” he responded.

“No comment.  But I don’t really want to be dry humped on the tennis court!” I said.

“Where do you want to be dry humped?” he teased.

”With the meat you seem to be packing, just dry humping seems like such a waste” I declared.

“You like big cocks” he asked.

“Don’t know, never really had one” I responded.

“Ever been with a black guy” he replied

“Nope.”

“Then I would be two firsts” Malcolm offered.

“You would be, assuming I wanted either experience” I stated.

“Why don’t you serve me a few balls” offered Malcolm as he jogged to his side of the court.

God, he had a nice ass and running made it look even more fetching.

I practiced serving until the lesson was over.  Malcolm tried to trick me into collecting the loose tennis balls, but I told him that was his job.  Then I walked into the club house.

*****

When Malcolm came through the door, I was sitting on the counter with my legs crossed.  I was showing a lot of thigh and his eyes were glued to the hem of my skirt.  While he was watching, I uncrossed my legs and left my thighs a little farther apart than is lady like.  I could almost feel his gaze on my pussy.

My eyes were locked on his crotch and his cock looked like a huge steal bar was stuffed down his shorts.  There was a long awkward silence as Malcolm stared up my skirt and I enjoyed watching his shorts get uncomfortably tight.

“My face is up here” I said.

He raised his brown eyes and his face colored visibly.  I never realized that a black man could blush.  It was kind of cute. God, he was a handsome hunk.  I wanted him so badly.  I was surprised he could not smell me.  I was in fucking heat.

Malcolm was still looking me in the eye, but I felt his hand on my thigh.  He had a warm firm touch and my leg was on fire.  My eyes widened a bit and he held my gaze as he rubbed my thigh and gradually worked his hand higher.

I wanted to look down.  I wanted to see the contrast of his black hand and my pure white leg.  I had thought about this moment, but now that it was happening it was surreal.  Like I was watching a movie.  I was not that experienced and I was a little afraid.  In just seconds this man that I barely knew was going to touch my private place.  Well almost.  I still had on my pantyhose.

His hand stopped at the soft flesh of my upper thigh.  He kneaded my skin between his fingers.  They were strong, but his touch was soft and tender.  I almost came.  Then suddenly he was touching me.  His fingers stroked my opening through the nylon and my pussy flowed with more moisture than I had ever experienced.  It gets pretty wet when I play with myself and when Jeff stuck his cock in me the first time, I thought I was soaking.  But those times were nothing.  When Malcolm touched me, I pumped a fucking river.

He smiled when he felt the moisture and it was my turn to blush.  I leaned in to kiss him.  His tongue snaked into my mouth, exploring every corner and crevice.  I wondered how it would feel on my snatch, darting in like it was doing now.  I sucked on it like it was a cock and squirmed, pushing my opening harder against his hand.

“Fuck me” I groaned as I wiggled out of my pantyhose and dropped them on the floor.

I spread my legs wider and Malcolm’s fingers slid right in.  He fluttered them and I whimpered, then he rubbed them against the front of my vaginal wall and I thought I would pass out.

“Oh Fuck!” I moaned, pressing my upper body into his and taking a tender nip of his ear lobe.

He pulled on the hem of my top and slipped it over my head.  My tits swung free and his lips closed on my right nipple.  Then he sucked my whole tit into his mouth and began to pump me furious with three fingers bunched together.  He hammered me like his hand was a dildo and I cried out when I came and shook uncontrollably.  My fluids were squirting like a pipe that had sprung a leak.  I thought for a moment I had pissed on him, but no.  I guess I am a fucking squinter!

I clawed at Malcolm’s crotch.  His cock sprang free as I shoved his shorts to the floor and wrapped both hands around his dick.  Wow, it was bigger than I expected.  It was bigger than I ever imaged and that scared me a little.  I was wet and ready and eager, but Malcolm’s cock was more than I bargained for.

I loved the feel of it in my hands and his pre-cum was already flowing.  But Lord, I was almost a virgin.  I was not ready for this monster.  I was not sure I would ever be ready for meat like this.  However, it was fun to stroke and I worked my fingers up and down his hard shaft and reached under and fondled his balls.  I loved the way they rolled around in my fingers.  I had only fucked two guys and I didn’t spend much time on their balls.  I didn’t spend much time on anything.  It was over pretty quick both times.

God I loved the feel of those balls.  I could hold them all day, but that cock kept calling to me.  It was as hard as steel and damn near as big as a baseball bat.  I giggled at the thought.  Malcolm was in the wrong sport.

“It’s too big” I declared.  “I can’t.”

He still had his fingers in me and was working my hole with three thick fingers.  He pushed in a fourth and rotated them back and forth.  Holly fuck, he really knew how to turn a girl on.  Shit that felt good.

He had all his fingers up my cunt and was stroking my labia with his thumb.  I bucked against him and he thrust in deeper.  He pressed his thumb against his fingers and jammed his whole hand up my cunt.  Each thrust was pure pleasure and each thrust made me just a little wider.  Then I felt the bridge of his hand pass my opening.  “Ahhhhh” I cried out.  Fuck that was incredible.  Malcolm had his whole hand in my pussy and when he made a fist I could swear I saw stars.

Then without any warning he pulled his fist out.  I thought he had split me open but I shook with pleasure, my breasts heaving against his chest.  “Fuck Darling” I moaned in his ear.

“Now you are big enough” he said.

I spread my legs as wide a possible and rubbed the head of his monster against my opening.  My pussy was on fire.  It ached for that black snake and I lunged my hips against it.  I felt the head go in and the sensation was exquisite.  I don’t know whether it was pain or pleasure, but I wanted more and Malcolm accommodated by pushing it further in.

I thought I was going to split open, but my pussy swallowed every inch of his thick shaft until I could feel his balls right up against me.  Malcolm had done this before and he knew I would need a minute to adjust.  I was breathing heavily.  Panting like I was giving birth.  He gave me a moment and then started to pump.

Oh, God when he moved it I thought I would die from the pleasure.  I had never felt anything so intense.  My whole body tingled, but my cunt was throbbing with desire.  I could not get enough.  Malcolm rammed his stiff rod into me and I matched him thrust for thrust.  We pumped each other furiously.  I thought it would never end.  It was pure bliss and if he had the testosterone I would still be fucking him.

Malcolm had a magnificent long hard thick cock, but he couldn’t keep it going for long and he shot a huge load into me way before I was ready.  I thought I would cry when it went limp, but even as it shriveled, it was still thick enough to feel incredible as it slipped out.

There was obviously some disappointment on my face, because Malcolm apologized for his quick finish.

“Can I help get it up again?” I offered, reaching for his reduced member and stroking it between my hands.

“Need some help?”  came a voice from the doorway.

The male voice startled us both.  We had forgotten to lock the door.  Steve had slipped in unnoticed.  I don’t know how long he had been there, but it made me hot to think he had been watching me fuck.

Malcolm retreated to a nearby chair and I was still sitting on the counter with my legs spread and my tits swinging free.  It never occurred to me to cover up.  God what a slut I am becoming.

Steve looked at me with lust in his eyes and crossed the room in a flash.  He grabbed my hair at the back of my head and pulled my lips to his.  At the same time, he shoved his hand between my legs and teased my opening.

It was not a gentle kiss.  He was a taker and I was the prey.  I responded wantonly.  I needed to be fucked again and he had the nearest stiff cock.  He forced his tongue into my mouth and explored it aggressively.  His male dominance excited me and I wanted him desperately.  I fucking ached for him.

His other hand was busy dropping his shorts.  I felt for his cock and wrapped my fingers around it.  It wasn’t Malcolm's giant meat, but it was hard, longer than average and thicker than most, at least the ones I had seen.  I had only had two up my pussy, but my mouth was more experienced.

My cunt pounced on his johnson like a hungry predator and swallowed every inch.  Steve didn't stretch me out like Malcolm had, but his cock was large enough to give a girl a thrill.  He felt like a little slice of heaven as his dick slid deliciously up and down my channel.

“Oh God!” I cooed.  “That is fucking amazing.”

He was handling me a little roughly and I could feel the strength in his body as he pumped his cock into me.  It excited me to be taken.  I had taunted him with my lush young body and I was getting exactly what a tease deserves.

“Holly shit” I moaned.  “Please don't ever stop fucking me.”

I wrapped my legs around his back and pulled him in even closer. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I shouted.

I looked over at Malcolm and our eyes locked.  He could see I was lost in a sexual frenzy and he smiled as I fucked Steve faster.  Malcolm watching excited me even more and I flung my pelvis against Steve pushing us both toward a climax.

The speed of his hips was unbelievable.  His cock was sliding in and out of me like mechanical piston.  Bam, Bam, Bam.  He was relentless and I started cuming in spurts.  One right after the other.  I threw my pussy at his oncoming cock, frantic for more of it. I wanted it to go on forever.

My whole body was shaking and trembling and I clung to him desperately.  I was running my fingers up and down his back.  He had hard smooth muscles and they flexed in rhythm with the marvelous sensations his cock was giving me each time it plunged into me.

I had never done this before and it was not a conscious thought.  Instead of my fingers tips, I lightly raked his back with my finger nails.  Boy, that got me a reaction.  His whole body tensed and he slammed me extra hard.  Hard enough to lift me a foot off the counter. 

“Go baby” he whispered.  I did it again, this time I dug them in a little deeper.  He grunted and his body overwhelmed me with its force and power. I could swear his cock pulsed inside me, but it might have been my imagination.  Something was going on. Our bodies were merging, blending.  I totally lost control and clawed at him as I pushed my cunt into him as hard as my little body would allow.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” he screamed and arched his back as I drew blood the length of his back.  His thrust lifted me off the counter and I was dangling on his cock when I felt his cum flood into me.  If was like he had stuck a fire hose up inside of me.  Gobs of that splendid white stuff pulsed up my channel, making it spasm around his marvelous cock.

I have never cum so hard in my life.  Boys, vibrators, Malcolm.  None of them compared.  My body just cut loose.  I clung to him with my arms around his neck, my torso supported on his cock, which was still pretty hard, and his arms under my legs.  I was racked with wave after wave of pure pleasure.  I got lost in its intensity and I was powerless to control my movements.  I just held on to him desperately as I shook and quivered and trembled.

I was still panting for breath when he sat me back down on the counter. I was spent and almost fell over, but he caught me when I started to lean.

His cock was still half hard and I reached out to touch it.

“My God” I exclaimed as it stiffed at my touch.  I gave it a few tugs and it came roaring back to life.  It was not Malcolm's monster.  But I loved that cock.

Steve lifted me off the counter and spun me around.  He laid me over the counter with my ass to him.  Pushing my torso down and spreading my legs further apart, his hand was suddenly between my legs, fondling my pussy from behind.

Fuck, he felt fantastic.  He stroked my vaginal area a few times, then pushed in a couple of fingers.  New moisture flooded his hand and he responded by teasing my opening for a few minutes.

He moved his other hand to my ass crack and rubbed it across my rear opening.

“That is a cute little butt hole” he exclaimed as he fingered my anus.  Then I felt a finger go in up to his middle knuckle.  I had never had done that, but it felt pretty good.  Not as good as his cock in my cooze, but definitely worth exploring.

Suddenly he was knocking at my cunt again.  He rubbed the head of his prick along my slit and then eased it in.  God I was glad to have it back and my cunt muscles latched on to it like it was a long-lost friend.

“Oh fuck” I moaned.  “I missed that!”

I wiggled my ass and enjoyed the feel of its pressure against my vaginal walls and I pushed back making sure it was all the way it.  He started fucking me immediately.  Shit, he felt amazing.  I am going to be such a slut.  I just can't get enough male hardness.

Steve slow fucked me for a while.  His lovely hard rod sending pleasure coursing through my entire body.  My cunt pulsed around his shaft, rewarding it for its gift of pleasure.  Thanking it for my state of total bliss.

He was still toying with my asshole and I felt his finger go in up to another knuckle and then further.  Then he pumped it in and out at about the same rate as he fucked my pussy.

“Oh Shit” I cried.  “That is awesome!”

I thought it could not get any better, but this double fuck was mind-blowing.  I could feel my membranes rubbing together as his cock and his finger slid side-by-side up my two canals.  God, I was hot.  It felt fucking fabulous.  I have never been so wet.  My pussy was pumping moisture like it was a fire hydrant.  Tight as I am, I could hear his dick sloshing and I could feel the excess fluid dripping down my leg.

“Go baby Go” I shouted pushing my butt back into him.

His dick alone was great, but every time he rammed that finger into my ass I got an extra thrill.  I loved that it was so naughty.   That it wasn't something nice girls do.  Fuck I loved not being a nice girl.  Nice girls don't have this much fun and they don't know what they are fucking missing.

“Yes, Yes, Yes” I chanted.  Every time he plowed that luscious cock into me I cried out “Yes”.  Urging him on, hoping he would never stop.  My blood must have all rushed to my ass, because I was getting light headed and the room started to spin.  I was cuming about every ninety-second and my body was shaking and my cunt was pulsing and spasming around his dick.

Then it happened.  A hot rush of fluid flooded through me with considerable pressure.  I totally lost control of my body as I came too.  I shook and shuddered and leaned against the counter.  My fingers were white and clinging to the edge, because my knees had completely bucked and my legs were shaking like they were oxygen deprived, which they probably were.

I looked over at Malcolm and he was sitting in the chair stroking himself.  His huge cock was once again ready to play and a shiver ran through me.  Steve was unbelievable.  He made my pussy feel like heaven, but I wanted that monster again.  I wanted to feel the exquisite pain of it stretching my cunt beyond its limits.  I wanted to feel it force its way up my tight channel and the intensity of its penetration as my pussy walls flowed around it.  I had turned into a real cock hound in one short afternoon.

*****

Malcolm was a handsome devil, with a hard sexy body and a huge hunk of meat between his legs.  But Steven was a master lover and had a hot, hot cock.  I know my experience is limited, but if there are hotter cocks out there, raise your hand guys, because I want to meet you.

“You ready to go again?” Steve asked Malcolm.

Malcolm stood up, his impressive cock standing straight out like third arm and damn near as thick.  My mouth watered.  I wanted to taste it.  I had been fucked royal and no one had given me a dick to suck.  What was that about?

Steve took me by the hand and said “Come on sweet thing.  We have a treat for you in the hot tub.”

My legs were still a little wobbly so he slipped and arm around my waist and guided me into the jacuzzi where Steve proceeded to explain how a DP worked.

Frankly it was something I would never consider under normal circumstances.  But I was so horned out I was game for literally anything.  I had just had two successive cocks, both bigger than I ever dreamed and had broken my asshole cherry.  My pussy was pulsing for more and Steve's sinful suggestion sounded like just what the doctor ordered.

Steve was the director of our little penetration play and positioned us strategically so that both guys could slip their goods in deep.  Malcolm leaned against the side of the tub, his dick pulsing like a race horse at the starting gate.  Steve bent me over slightly, pressing me against Malcolm and slid his rigid rod up my ass.

Holly shit it felt good.  I would never have imagined.  I thought it would be a struggle, but a little pressure from Steve's hips and in it went.  I was kissing Malcolm at the moment of entry and his tongue was half way down my throat. Steve's cock felt exquisite and I sucked on Malcolm's tongue like it was a miniature dick.   My ass walls grabbed Steve's shaft and squeezed it like they had found a new playmate and when he pumped me with it a few times the pleasure was intense. I mean really fucking intense.   I would never again be satisfied with just a finger up my bung hole.

I reached down and stroked Malcolm meat, still sucking his tongue and with Steve still giving me the slow fuck up my ass.  God Malcolm had a superb cock.  It was hard enough and big enough to pass for a small baseball bat.  It felt wonderful in my hands, but I wanted it inside me and I pulled it toward my entrance.

I thought he was going to split me in two.  Steve's cock up my ass had taken up some room and crowded my canals enough to make Malcolm's entry much tighter than last time.  We both had our hands on the head of his prick and we teased my cunt opening with wanton probings.  Each one forcing me a little wider until finally my cunt was swallowing his massive meat like a voracious carnivore.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I screamed as my pussy filled to its limit and pain and pleasure blended into one exquisite sensation. They were both full in me and they both stopped for a moment and I panted and moaned.  I was both anxious and afraid because when they started to move I knew it was going to change my life.  They were either going to tear my little pussy to shreds or make me a shameless whore that can't ever get enough.

At first, they pumped simultaneously.  Both going up and both going down at the same time.  That hurt.  It felt fantastic and the pain was part of the pleasure, but it was less than ideal.

Then they started to alternate.  Malcolm would shove his huge battering ram up pussy, while Steve was pulling his out of my ass.  Then they reversed.  Malcolm withdrew, while Steve slid in.

“Oh fuck” I screamed.  “That's it guys. Yes, Yes. Fuck me just like that and nobody stop.  I will fucking kill the first guy that stops.”

I had Mr. Gorgeous in front of me and Mr. Expert-Lover behind me.  I could kiss Malcolm and run my hands over his spectacular body and feel his massive meat sliding up my cunt.  I could also feel Steve, his hard body pressed up against my back, his talented hands roaming over every erogenous zone and his long cock slamming up my ass.

The warm water added to the erotic intensity of the moment.  It helped support our bodies and Malcolm said he could keep it up longer in the hot tub.  He was right, because he gave me one hell of a fuck.  A lot longer than the first time. Might have been the fact that it was his second shot.  Who knows?  But the next time some guy offers to do me in a hot tub, he is going to get lucky.  I guarantee.

I thought I had won the fucking sex lottery.  A trip for one to the land of carnal adventure and bliss.  Serviced by two elegant men.  My holes stretched by two perfect cocks. I just might make a habit of this.

“Yes   Oh Yea.  There! There! Yes, yes, yes.  Oh Fuck” I moaned.

Malcolm gave out first.  There were so many sensations going on in my body that I barely felt his cum shoot into me, but I sure felt his dick start to shrink.

“Noooo” I moaned, but he slipped out.

Malcolm's dick was out of the game, but he was still sexed up enough to keep kissing me and rub my tits.  My nipples were on fire and his tongue darted around my mouth and down my throat reminding me that I still had not sucked one of their wondrous fuck sticks.

I reached down to see if Malcolm was up to some oral, but he was as flaccid as a new borne.  But a fuck of a lot bigger.

Steve shifted his weight and changed his rhythm and pummeled me even harder.  His thrusts up my ass were forceful enough to lift me out of the water.  I was so fucking hot that I slipped my hand down, searching for my bud and put my fingers to work.

I broke off the kissing and grabbed one of Malcolm's shoulders for support.  Our eyes locked and he watched me drift off into a kind of carnal trance. Steve was pounding, and I mean pounding that beautiful cock of his up my ass at a furious pace.  He had remarkable staying power.  My fingers were working my clit like it was a never-ending itch and then Malcolm decided to slip his fingers inside me.

Malcolm had big hands and long fingers and right at that moment they were better than his huge cock.  He plunged them up inside and curled them to rub the front of my vaginal wall.  Right where my G was.

Holly fuck!  I zoned out completely. The sensations were unbelievable.  I wanted to be fucked forever.  That little pool was going to be my life and these two men my constant companions.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh”  I was moaning and panting and crying in little whimpers.  All my strength was gone, but I still wanted to keep fucking.  I was cuming in waves.  My body shook and quivered and if the water had not been there to support me, I would have collapsed in a puddle.

Finally, I felt Steve flood my ass channel with the white stuff.  He thrust all the way in and grabbed me with his strong arms and we shook together for a full minute or two.  It felt like a tidal wave passed through us.  I could feel his cock twitch and throb as we shuttered.  I have never felt so close to anyone.

I was spent.  I was clinging to the side of the pool.  Both my holes felt like the Roto-Rooter man had paid me a visit.  They pulsed with both pain and pleasure.  I wondered if I was a little perverted.  This was all new to me, but God help me, I wanted more.  I would have let them violate me all afternoon, if they just had the go power.  If another guy had come through the doorway, I would have offered myself up immediately.  I needed a stiff cock and I was running out of them.

I looked at Steve and the son-of-a-bitch was stroking himself and his cock was getting hard again.  My brain told me I had zero energy.  That I was done for the day, but my body wanted that cock and from the look in Steve's eye I was going to get it.

He crossed the little pool, his cock standing as rigid as the first time he entered me.  God, he was some stud.  He really did put poor Malcolm and his big dick to shame.

There was lust in Steve’s brown eyes.   All the softness had gone from them.   His hard cock was in total control.  I knew he was going to dominate me and a thrill surged through me.  I was going to be possessed and my pussy ached at the thought.

He slid one big hand around my head and grabbed a fist full of my red curls.  He stepped up on little ledge which put his dick above the water level, then pulled my mouth over his shaft and shoved it down my throat.

I had been wanting to suck one of them most of the afternoon, but this was not a gentle blow job.  This was a face fuck.  My mouth was a cunt and Steve was going to ram his cock into it until he got some release.

Off and on during my afternoon of debauchery I had longed to get my lips on one a cock.  The slut in me wanted Malcolm's, but the practical girl knew that Steve’s would be more pleasurable.  In neither scenario, did I imagine one being rammed down my throat as Steve was doing now.

I was surprised how excited it made me.  To be taken so roughly and totally used. No romance. No subtly.  No finesse.  Just pure animistic sexual exploitation.  Steve did not give one red fuck, if I was enjoying the situation.  He just wanted to empty his cock into something warm and wet and my mouth was perfect for his needs.

But fulfilling his carnal hunger so brutally and lustfully, with such total disregard for me was strangely arousing. He was ramming his cock in rapidly and I was doing my best to keep a constant pressure on his entire length with my mouth.

I have never gotten the knack of the deep throat thing, but my tongue and lips have earned a bit of local reputation and I did my best to keep good suction on his rod.  I was thankful for the intense pleasure it had delivered and the dozens of times it had rammed into me, bringing unbelievable bliss with every stroke.  I wanted to reward it and I finally got him to slow down a little, so I could put my skills to work.

Steve must have liked my talents, because he laid back against the side of the tub and threw his head back and zoned out for a few minutes.  He kept his hand on the back of my head, but his pressure was only slight and just followed my own movements as my head bobbed up and down while I worked his stiff rod.

I had never sucked such a nice cock. It was long and thick and hard as a giant candy cane.  I sucked on it and licked its length and twirled my tongue up and down his long shaft.  I could taste us both and that excited me and made me want to please him even more.

His cock was pulsing and I thought he was going to blow so I clamped him off and prolonged his pleasure.  That aroused him and he sat up and started his face fuck again. This time he was really rough. He also spun my body around so that he had one hand up my cunt and one on the back of my head.

He pounded his cock in my mouth and fingered me in deep thrusts.  Three fingers curled into my pussy, pumping me like a curved dildo.  I was ready to cum in no time and I could taste his pre-cum starting to flow.  Suddenly my mouth was bubbling over with his stringy white stuff and I was cuming myself.  My pussy clamping around his fingers, my body racked with wave after wave of tremors.  No shit!  My climax actually gave me the shakes.  I tried to swallow as much of his goo as I could, but I was not in complete control of my body.  It was the hardest climax of the day and the only one that made me completely collapse.

*******

I could hardly walk when I left the little tennis shack they called an office.  Every hole I had was bruised and stretched.  I could still feel their stiffness ramming into me. The power of their rutting and my own rabid passions lay on me like a weight.

I had learned that I have a sexual hunger that scared me, but that was also strangely calming.  I rose this morning a relatively naive and inexperienced your woman.  Practically still a girl.  But now I realize just how much of a slut I really am.  How much my body yearns to please and be pleased.

I was empowered.  The world is full of beautiful men with hard cocks.  With my pretty face, long flowing red hair and tight young body, they would be easy pickings.  I was definitely going to fuck my share.

*****
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