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		Chapter One

		It was the early nineteen-eighties. All the girls were on the pill. Watching porn on VCR’s at home was considered a “hip” and cool thing to do. Experimentation with drugs and wife-swapping was commonplace amongst the more daring members of the middle and upper classes

		And few people had yet heard of AIDS—it was a horror story waiting to happen, but it hadn’t happened yet on a widespread scale. Most of the more common sexually transmitted diseases could be cured by a few discreet visits to the doctor’s office, so no one gave them much thought.

		In short, it was a glorious time to be alive for the sexually adventuresome. Sex was wide open and the pursuit of new sexual experiences commonplace. This is a story set in those wild, raucous times…

		

		***

		

		We had been married a little less than a year. On that particular night, I was puttering around the kitchen, putting away leftovers from the solitary dinner I’d cooked for myself. I had just finished yet another glass of wine, when the front door opened and my wife, Lyndsey--shortened to Lyn by virtually everyone who knew her--came breezing in.

		“Hey, babe!” I greeted her casually.

		I was fairly tipsy, since I had stopped on the way home at a favorite local watering hole of mine and had enjoyed several cocktails with some of my regular drinking buddies. Then I had come home and sipped several more cocktails while I threw together a meal for myself, a meal that had been accompanied by yet a few more glasses of vino.

		“You want me to rustle you up some dinner? Or did you eat at the fair?”

		Lyn flashed a really big, sexy smile as she came over to me. “I ate a hotdog and some other crap at the fair, so I’m not hungry. But I wouldn’t say no to a little drinkie-poo!”

		Lyn was twelve years younger than my thirty-eight. At twenty-six, she was lean and luscious, with long, very curly, jet-black hair, big sensual lips, gray eyes that gleamed with mischief, and a pair of small, cupcake tits.

		Tonight, my young wife was wearing designer jeans so tight that they looked as if they’d been spray-painted on, a pair of expensive, six-inch, black stiletto heels, and a black tee shirt with some rock group or other’s name on it. The shirt was so old and washed-out, with so many holes in it--both small and some as big around as a fifty-cent piece--that you couldn’t really read the group’s name anymore.

		I returned her smile tentatively, noticing that she was already flying pretty high on something. I didn’t know yet whether it was drinks at the county fair or pot or something else. I also noticed that when she moved, the shirt shifted so that you could catch a quick flash of her naked tits through the holes in the front.

		I wasn’t too surprised by that. Lyn had pert, cute little knockers that didn’t sag a bit and didn’t really need the support of a bra. So she rarely wore one, except to work--sometimes she’d wear a blouse into the office that was too sheer to get away with going braless underneath.

		“Did you know that you can catch a flash of nipple through the holes in that tee shirt when you move just right?” I asked her, handing her the gin and tonic I’d just whipped up for her.

		“Naughty Daddy, you shouldn’t be staring at Mommy’s titties!” Lyn chided me teasingly, grinning, and then taking a big cut out of her drink.

		“Well…did you know it, you little tease?” I demanded, already kind of turned on by the idea of my sexy wife parading around the fair all afternoon, flashing everyone she met with her cute little raspberry-red nipples.

		“Did you know?” I demanded once more.

		“Maybe,” Lyn smiled again, and then bit her lower lip in a taunting, I’m-so-cute way. “Do you mind, Daddy? Do you mind your naughty Lyn showing off her bare nubbies to everyone?”

		I grabbed her and pulled her closer to me, hard, sloshing a little of her drink out onto the linoleum. “Yeah, I mind, you little tramp! You’re my wife! What do mean by flashing your bare titties all over town? I fuckin’ hate that…can’t you tell?”

		Lyn giggled and grabbed a handful of my slacks at crotch level. She could feel my dick getting harder by the second, as I pictured her flaunting herself all over the fairgrounds in front of a bunch of total strangers, pretending that she didn’t know that they could see her nipples as she strolled around.

		“Yeah, baby!” she whispered up at me, her gray eyes flashing with lust as she felt my cock stiffening in her fist. “I can tell that you’re just hatin’ the very thought of that!”

		She squeezed my dick through my trousers again, then found my zipper and slowly worked it downward, still staring at me defiantly. “What are you gonna’ do about it, stud? What are you gonna’ do about your little wifey showing some tit right out in public, big boy?”

		“What do you think I should do about it, slut?” I challenged her right back, reaching down and grabbing her shirt.

		Before she could answer, I ripped the flimsy material upward, tearing it in half. I yanked it free of her sensuous body, leaving her naked to the waist, her small, plump tits sticking out. Then I grabbed a firm little berry of a nipple in each hand and squeezed hard.

		Lyn moaned, her eyes half closing. “Ooooh! I don’t know, Daddy! Maybe you should punish me--maybe you should make me suck your big dick. Maybe you should beat me a little, so I won’t be such a slut anymore?”

		I released her tits and then slapped them, sharply, smacking her across the nipples with both of my open palms.

		“Ohhhhh! Daddy, please beat me! Slap my titties and make me suck your big cock!” Lyn groaned with need, licking her lips sensuously as she pleaded for her beating.

		I popped her across the nipples two more times, laying a good stiff smack on her, just the way I knew she loved it, but not hard enough to really hurt her. Lyn bit her lower lip again and jammed her hand into my fly, finding my by now very hard cock and dragging it out.

		“Are you going to make me suck it for being such a bad girl?” she whispered, her voice hopeful, begging me to “force” her to suck my cock.

		“Yes, you fucking whore, I am!” I pretended serious rage, whacking her across her nipples two more times.

		Lyn squealed with pleasure, her nubs now sticking out twice as far on her firm little jugs as they had just a few moments ago. “Oh, Daddy, don’t beat me! I’ll be good. I’ll be such a good little girl for you”!

		We were well into our little role-playing game now. We played it often. I was the stern taskmaster, the sadistic punisher, and she was the pleading, mewling “punishee”, who reveled in being abused. I shook my head and smacked her tits again and watched as she quivered with arousal.

		“Oh, you cruel Daddy--you’re beating me so bad,” she whined theatrically. “You’re slapping my poor titties so much!”

		“Then you’d better suck me, hadn’t you, slut?” I berated her. “You’d better suck my hot dick so I’ll quit beating on those tiny little tits of yours, hadn’t you, you no good little cunt?”

		Sniveling with mock fear and real joy—this was Lyn’s very favorite sex-play game—she sank to her knees on the kitchen floor. She put her hands on my trouser-clad ass and pulled me in as she fit the head of my stiff cock between her lips and opened wide.

		“Ohhhh! That’s good!” I sighed as I bottomed out in her throat. “You suck cock nicely, you little tramp. Now eat it! Eat my dick up until I blow a wad down your worthless throat, you little cunt!”

		“Mmmm! Mmmmm!” Lyn murmured happily as I began fucking her face hard and deep.

		Her slippery lips were tight around my hot meat, her tongue lapping ceaselessly at my whole cock as I fed it to her. I rammed it deep into her throat, knowing that she loved it like this. The rougher I fucked her mouth, more her pussy creamed and her clit throbbed to life.

		I reached over and retrieved my drink and drained it off quickly as she gobbled up my dick. I kept rocking my hips up and back so that my cock went in all the way to the hilt with each stroke.

		Putting the empty cocktail glass down on the kitchen’s island counter, I reached down and grabbed Lyn’s sucking head by her ears. I squeezed down tight on her lobes, hurting her just a little. I knew she loved being even further degraded in this way, and forced even more of my prick into her face with each thrust.

		“Ullllmppph! Ulmmmphh!” Lyn protested when I bottomed out in her constricted throat.

		I paid no attention, skull-fucking her as hard as I could as I tweaked her ears. Tears were streaming down her face by now. They caused her heavy eye makeup to run, creating two black streaks on her pretty face. A steady stream of thick, gleaming drool was oozing out of the corners of her mouth. It hung downward, onto her jiggling titties as I continued to ream out her mouth and throat.

		“You’re not such a little smartass now, huh?” I taunted her, continuing to power-fuck her lips. “Not so much fun, sucking Daddy’s big dick when it’s choking the air right out of you, is it, you hot little cocksucking bitch?”

		Lyn whined pitifully and I laughed, yanking on her ears, driving my cock into her choking throat. I could feel the come churning in my balls and knew that my sweet young wife would be only too glad to swallow it for me, but then I suddenly had a better idea.

		“This is too easy!” I growled like a B-movie villain, pulling my dick from her eagerly sucking lips. “Drinking my load is way too light a punishment for a slut like you, Lyn-whore!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		I reached down and pulled the gasping-for-air girl to her feet and spun her around, forcing her face down onto the island counter behind her. I reached under her and yanked open her belt and the snap holding her tight jeans closed and tore her zipper open.

		“It’s c-cold!” Lyn protested, wriggling around but not really trying very hard to get away. “This tile counter is cold on my bare titties, Daddy!”

		“That’s tough shit!” I sneered, reaching over onto the counter beside her, grabbing the big tub of margarine I’d used earlier when I was fixing dinner for myself.

		I dug out a big scoop of the soft, greasy stuff and smeared it from one end of Lyn’s nice little ass cleft to the other as I eased her jeans and panties downward and out of the way with my other hand. I forced a big glob of the greasy fake butter down into her asshole, then scooped out another wad of the stuff and lubed up my hard prick with it.

		“This will be much better for a little tramp like you!” I assured Lyn, forcing the head of my thick cock into the tiny brown pucker of her asshole. “I’ll make you suck me off and swallow my spunk after I fuck your ass for a while, cunt!”

		“Ohhhhh! Oh, Daddy, no—don’t make me do thaaaaat!” Lyn wailed as I rammed my cock balls-deep into her incredibly tight little bunghole. “Don’t fuck me back theeeeerrreee!”

		“Take it!” I hissed, really enjoying the snug grip of her unprepared anus around my buried prick shaft. “Take the hot ass-fucking you deserve, you sleazy little whore!”

		Lyn whimpered. “Oh, Daddy--you’re such a bad, bad Daddy! You’re hurting me. Your big dick is tearing my little asshole up!”

		I laughed at that idea and held her “struggling” body down on the counter with my slippery hands, slamming my cock in and out of her clenching ass sheath. I squeezed her fleshy butt cheeks hard and watched, fascinated, as they jellied and shook from my savage thrusts into the tiny hole in the middle of them.

		“Ohhhhhh! Daddddddy!” Lyn wailed. “You’re fuckin’ me so haaaard! My little butt’s on fire!”

		I slapped her right ass cheek sharply with my open palm, spanking the shit out of her. I did the same to her left, creating big, red handprints on her white skin and drawing a huge wail, my dick never missing a stroke as I continued to deep-fuck her anus.

		“Daddeeeeeeeee! Why? Why are you so mean to meeeeee?” she screamed in pain/ecstasy. “Why are you so mean to your sweet little Lyndsey?”

		I chuckled and beat her ass again, drawing another scream. “Because you’re not sweet, are you, Lyndsey? You’re a filthy little bitch who likes to suck shitty dicks, aren’t you, baby? You deserve everything you get, don’t you? You deserve to get your ass beat red and to suck my shitty dick, don’t you, slut?”

		Lyn wailed and ground her bare tits into the tile counter while I poured the cock to her ass and slapped both of her jiggling butt cheeks around until they were bright, fire-engine red.

		“Don’t you?” I demanded again.

		“Yesssssssssssss!” she finally admitted, sobbing. “Oh, yes, Daddy! I’m a bad, bad girl!”

		I was near coming, so I stopped fucking her and pulled my dick out of her ass with an audible “pop”. She sort of oozed down off the counter and onto the linoleum and onto her knees, as if someone had removed all of the bones from her lanky body.

		“Here’s what you need, baby!” I said softly to her, turning her around so that her pretty young face was right in front of my slightly soiled-looking prick. “I’ve got a big load for you, so suck good, okay?”

		Lyn’s eyes brightened and she opened her mouth. I shoved my cock in all the way up to my nuts and sighed as her tongue washed it clean and her lips began moving frantically up and down its length as if she just couldn’t wait to make it shoot.

		She didn’t have long to wait. All of her previous cocksucking--coupled with the hot ass-fuck I’d just given her and the excitement of our little role-playing scenario--had brought me right up to the edge. The sight of her eagerly gobbling up the dick that had just left her butt was the last straw.

		“Aghhhh! Oh, here it comes!” I moaned. “Swallow it, you little cunt--swallow my hot spunk!”

		I don’t know what it was about Lyn’s little mind-games and her need for degradation, but she always made me come really hard! I gripped the counter with one greasy hand to keep from pitching over as I blew a huge volume of come down her greedy gullet.

		My balls jerked and spat and clenched through seven or eight massive jets of goo. Some of it escaped her sucking lips and dripped in long, white, sticky streamers down onto her perky tits.

		I sighed contentedly and pulled my softening cock from her mouth. “You are such a little slut!”

		Jacking my dick a few more times, I deposited a couple of nice-sized wads of semen on her forehead and both cheeks. It oozed down onto her tits to join the shiny spunk that had dribbled there from her mouth.

		“God, you look so hot, all covered with my shit!” I whispered to her.

		She smiled and bit her lower lip again, managing to look almost innocent for a brief moment amid the spattered come. “Did you like it, Daddy? Did I make you come good?”

		“Fuck, yes!” I assured her, bending down to slip a hand under each arm and help her to her feet. “Come on, make us each another drink—my hands are all greasy. Take those pants off and we’ll go upstairs and take a shower together and have a little nightcap, okay?”

		Lyn beamed at me, obviously delighted with that plan. “Can we snort some blow before we go to bed--not too much--just enough to get me a little high? I want to tell you something…something cool. And then I want to fuck you again!”

		I couldn’t find much wrong with that plan. I wiped my hands off as best I could on a kitchen towel and then left her in the kitchen to make the drinks. I headed upstairs to dig out the coke mirror and the other paraphernalia and to start the shower, all the time wondering what the cool news might be…

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		“So, what was it you wanted to tell me?” I asked a half hour later.

		We were naked, lying next to each other in our king bed, our bodies now clean from the shower and freshly dried off, and our hair all nicely blow-dried into place. I had the large mirror tile resting on my chest and stomach, four big lines of cocaine all ground up and arranged neatly on the mirror and a straw in my hand.

		“Well, Daddy,” Lyn began quickly, her lynx-like eyes bright with the alcohol she’d already consumed and the prospect of coke and more sex.

		“You remember how we’ve talked sometimes about…you know…all of the guys and girls I was with before I meant you? And all of the girls you used to know, and how you used to let some of your friends fuck them right along with you?”

		I snorted up a line, my eyes never leaving hers. Talking about all of the scorching-hot, kinky sex we’d both practiced before we met each other was one of our favorite ways to get all revved up for an evening of intense fucking. That--plus a few drinks and a snout full of coke or several big pipes of marijuana--usually got us so horny we’d go at each other like a pair of sex-crazed animals all night long.

		“Anyway, you know how turned on we both get, talking about shit like that?” Lyn asked. “And how sometimes, when we’re really fucked up and getting’ all crazy with each other…we’d talk about maybe finding a cute girl or a really foxy guy with a big cock to join us in bed for a night?”

		My chest went tight with excitement. I did the other line and handed the mirror to my depraved little wife, beside myself with anticipation at what she was going to say next.

		Lyn eagerly snorted up both lines and drank a big slug of the gin and tonic sitting on the nightstand next to her. Then she grinned at me like the cat that swallowed the fucking canary and put the drug paraphernalia down on the floor in front of the nightstand.

		“Yeah!” I finally blurted impatiently, wanting her to get on with it, the coke making me impatient, robbing me of any chance I might have had to outwait the little puss.

		“Well…you know how you said that I should go to the fair by myself today, if I wanted to go so bad, on account of how you fucking hate the fair ‘cause it’s too hot and dusty and crowded and all?” she went on, taking her time, drawing her story out, making me even crazier with anticipation.

		“Well…there was this guy at the fair who really gave me the eye today.” she said at last.

		I looked at her. “The way you were dressed, there must have been dozens of guys at the fair who gave you the eye.”

		Lyn giggled. “Yeah, that’s true, I guess. But this guy was different. He was tall and lanky and kinda’ cute, but he was way too young for me. I mean, it turned out that he was eighteen…barely, but he looks younger, you know, like he’s about sixteen or something.”

		She took another drink and went on. “Anyway, another thing that was different about him was that, even though he looked like a kid and all, he acted real cool and confident. He kept following me around, eying my tits in that peek-a-boo shirt I was wearing—which you fucking ruined tonight, thank you very much—and trying to pick me up.”

		She snorted at his impudence and then went on. “I mean--the nerve of this kid. Here I am tromping around the fairgrounds in my expensive jeans and a pair of my three-hundred dollar spiked heels, looking slutty--but in a million bucks kinda’ way--and obviously well out of this kid’s league, but he wouldn’t give up!”

		Lyn looked at me and shook her head before continuing her tale. “I musta’ told him: ‘Take a fuckin’ hike, junior!’ a dozen times, but he just kept smiling at me and following me around, peekin’ at my titties when he thought I wasn’t lookin’!”

		Lyn smiled at the memory and took another drink. “He was like a wad of chewing gum stuck on my shoe bottom--I couldn’t get rid of him! He even followed me out the gate as I was leavin’, heading for my car, still eyeballin’ me, talkin’ shit, and trying to score with me. It was kinda’ cute, actually.”

		She waited for me to ask. I didn’t want to, but I knew that she would hold out until I did, because she loved to tease me, so I finally gave in and asked, “Well? What happened then?”

		Lyn grinned and finished her drink. “We were beside my car. It was parked way the fuck out in the boonies. I came home after work to change into a hipper outfit before I went to the fair, so I got there late and had to park way out in West Fuckbegone.”

		She shook her head and went on to say, “Anyhow, the kid asked me to give him a ride home, now that we were such good pals, and since I had such a nice set of wheels and all.”

		Lyn eyed the coke. I watched her bend down, get the mirror, and cut another two big lines. She snorted it up, her eyes blazing with the power of the drugs and her excitement at telling me the story. She glanced down before she went on and saw that my cock was already stiff with anticipation under the sheet.

		“So I asked him, why I should give him a ride, since I didn’t even know him?” she said as she resumed her tale.

		“He grinned at me and said I should do it: ‘because he had something for me that he figured a girl like me would like’. “I asked him what it was, and his grin got even bigger and he pointed down at the tight jeans he was wearing.”

		I waited. Lyn smiled. “There was this bulge, Daddy! I mean, this kid had a ridge of meat under his pants that was as big around as my arm and was this long!”

		Lyn spread her hands about a foot apart. I shook my head skeptically. “How do you know it wasn’t a pair of socks stuffed down there?”

		“A pair?”

		“Okay,” I shrugged. “Two pair!”

		Lyn laughed hard at that one. She shook her long, curly, raven-black tresses. “Oh, Daddy--I’ve seen enough cocks in my life to tell the difference between a big, fat boner and the insides of a sock drawer!”

		She rushed on. “No, this was the real thing. That’s when I got curious and asked him how come a kid like him was hung like a fuckin’ horse, and he got defensive about my calling him a kid and whipped out his wallet and showed me his license. He was eighteen, all right…by about a week and a half!”

		I leaned toward her. “So, what happened after the ID check?”

		“Well, I got to thinking about how we’re always fantasizing about getting it on with a third person—either a really sexy girl or a really hung, hot-looking guy—and this kid…I mean…he is pretty cute! And he’s got a cock like a fuckin’ fire hose!”

		I had been waiting for an opening. I pounced. “How do you know that’s true?”

		Lyn looked uncomfortable. I knew in that instant that I was right, so I plunged ahead.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		“What I mean to say is; when you said that, it sounded as if you’d actually seen his cock! Did you…did he show it to you, you little slut?”

		Lyn turned slightly red. She shook her head vehemently that he had done no such thing.

		“Nuh, uh, Daddy, I’d never cheat on you like that! I didn’t do anything with his big cock, I swear!”

		I could see that she was lying. I didn’t know whether she’d just seen it, or felt it a little, or if she’d given him a handjob, or sucked him off…but I knew from the way she was acting that there was something more to this than she was letting on.

		Reaching over quickly, I grabbed her right nipple and squeezed it hard. “Tell me, you little cunt! Tell me what you did with him!”

		“N-Nothing, Daddy!” she squealed with pain. “Nothing! So help me!”

		I released her tit and slapped her across the face so sharply that I knew she must have seen stars. “Tell me, you little bitch, or I’ll beat the holy living shit out of you! I swear I will!”

		She shook her head and I let her have it again, smacking her so firmly that it sent a spray of tears and snot flying, along with a streamer of spittle from her mouth.

		Had that lying little mouth of hers been around another guy’s cock this afternoon? I wanted to know, and I wanted to know now!

		“Tell me, you little snatch!” I growled at her, grabbing her by her jet-black mane and jerking her head back painfully. “Admit what you did, or I’ll put you in the fucking hospital, you cunt!”

		“Nooooooo! Nooooo, Daddeeee!” she wailed, her wide eyes alternating between fear and total arousal as she looked at me. “Don’t hurt me! I didn’t do nothin’ naughty! Honest!”

		I knew that if I threw back the sheet at that moment, her cunt would be leaking a river of pussy lube down onto the bed. She loved this! She was dying to tell me every lurid, thrilling detail of her little tryst with this guy, but she wanted me to force it out of her.

		I slapped her tits with my free hand, retaining my grip on her hair with my other. I hit her hard enough that it drew a little gasp of real pain and I sensed that I was right on the edge of going too far and really hurting her.

		“Tell me,” I demanded in a soft, but threatening whisper. “Tell me everything you did with this guy or I’ll really whack you, Lyn! I’ll hurt you bad!”

		Genuine terror blazed briefly in her eyes and then, immediately afterward, I watched her shiver through a quick, clenching orgasm. I popped her in the tits again and she yowled with pain and pure delight and wriggled in my grasp.

		“This is your last chance, you little tramp!” I threatened her, drawing back my hand and closing it into a big fist.

		“Uungh! Oh! Oh, Daddy, I’ll tell!” Lyn whimpered, grinding her pussy lips together under the sheets, still orgasming. “M-may…maybe I…saw it…his cock, I mean…just for a second!”

		I went slightly nuts, tossing the coke mirror down on to the foot of the bed, where it was out of the way, and sitting up straighter in bed so that I could slap the ever living shit out of her pointy little tits as I jerked her hair, hard. Lyn screamed as though she were terrified by what was happening but I could see her start to buck and quiver once more as I smacked her tender flesh around and I knew that she was getting her pussy off yet again on my rough treatment of her.

		“Tell me, you whore! Tell me everything you did or I’ll fuckin’ kill you!” I bellowed theatrically.

		“Ohhhhhhh! Daddy! I’ll tell!” she bawled, tears running down her face. “I’ll tell you everything we did! Just, please, don’t hit me anymore!”

		Pretending to accept her word, I let go of her. She sniffled and wiped the tears from her eyes.

		“Come on, baby girl,” I whispered gently, reaching over to caress her long mane instead of yanking on it. “You know you can tell me. You know that I want to hear about every naughty, nasty little thing you did.”

		“Ohhhh, thank you, Daddy!” Lyn murmured gratefully, tears still rolling down her cheeks. “I knew that you’d understand that I had to do it!”

		“What? What did you have to do?” I urged her.

		“He…he took it out!” Lyn stammered. “When I said I’d take him home and he got in my car, he took that big, huge hunk of cock meat out and showed it to me!”

		“And what did you do?” I asked her, my dick so hard by now that it was about to tear a hole in the sheet covering it.

		“N-Nothing, Daddy!” she lied. “You know I’d never do anything…but…but…”

		“But what?” I asked in a soft but demanding tone.

		“It was so big, Daddy!” she answered so quietly that I could barely hear her, even though I was just inches away. “It was this big around!”

		Lyn made a circle, using the thumb and index finger of both hands, holding them together to create a ring that was probably three inches in diameter—as big as the top of a tin can filled with beans or soup.

		“And the head was even bigger!” she added.

		“How did you ever get all of that in your mouth?” I asked her.

		“It was hard, at first,” she answered, remembering. “But after I got the head in, I could take most of it if I tilted my head back and let it slide way down into my throat!”

		“Did you let him come in your mouth, you naughty girl?”

		Lyn blushed, realizing that I had just tricked her into admitting to sucking this stranger’s cock this afternoon.

		“No, Daddy,” she said quietly. “I was going to, but he had my shirt raised up and he was squeezing my nippies so nice as I was sucking him. And my little pussy got so wet!”

		“So what did he do then?” I asked her.

		“He…he got his hand down into my jeans, ‘cause he undid them while I was sucking him. And he put his finger in me and frigged my little clitty while he played with my nippies with his other hand…”

		“And then what did he do?” I wanted to know, my prick ready to explode just from the images I was seeing in my mind.

		“He, he slid them off and made me climb over onto him!” Lyn admitted, biting her lower lip like a guilty little schoolgirl in the principal’s office.

		“And then what?”

		A tear rolled down Lyn’s cheek, and then another. “And then he made me ride him, Daddy! He made me slip that great big horse cock of his up into my little pussy and ride him until he came inside me!”

		“How did he do that, honey?” I asked her gently.

		“Oh, Daddy! He rubbed that huge cock head all over my wet pussy lips and my clitty! That thing was so big and slick and hot…that my little pussy couldn’t help it, Daddy! It just sort of opened up and then he was in me, forcing my hips up and down, filling me all up with that big hunk of muscle until I felt it go off inside me! It was like a fountain exploding inside of me, Daddy! There was so much come!”

		I shook my head. “And what about you, little girl? Did you come while you were riding that huge cock?”

		Lyn looked stricken. She turned her head away.

		“Oh, Daddy! It was awful! I wanted to be your good girl and not come, but that awful boy just kept fucking me and fucking me with his giant cock! Before I knew it, I was coming all over the place, Daddy, and then he went off in me and flooded me with all of that hot jizz and I came so hard I almost passed out!”

		I couldn’t take it another second! I grabbed Lyn and threw her onto her back and tore the sheet back off her lower body.

		It was just as I thought--her pussy was glistening with girl oil! It had soaked down into the sheet under her to form a big wet spot.

		“You fucking little slut!” I screamed at her, spreading her cunt lips open and lining my cock up in their center. “You know I have to fuck the shit out of you now, you unfaithful little tramp. I have to make your whorish pussy mine again, after you let that complete stranger fuck you, you perverted bitch!”

		My cock rammed down into her juicy folds, my nuts banging up against her ass cheeks. Lyn sighed contentedly and moved her hips in perfect time with my frenzied thrusts into her.

		“Oh, yes! Fuck me, Daddy!” she cooed up at me. “Fuck me hard, just like that nasty boy did today! Punish me with your big cock!”

		I rutted hard, reveling in the mental image of Lyn and the teenaged boy, the feel of her slippery flesh sucking at my hard rod, just the way it had on his. I was fucking her like a pile driver--reaming out her tight little hole that probably still had his come somewhere deep inside it!

		“Ohhhh, Daddy, she was moaning. “I’m coming! Your cock’s making me come again, you sweet fucker! Oh, fuck me! Fuck my slutty cunt, Daddy!”

		I sheathed myself in her, feeling her pussy contract wildly around my buried dick. I gritted my teeth to keep from coming and then, when she was nearly finished with her huge, screaming orgasm, I yanked my cock out of her.

		“You don’t deserve my come in your slut-hole, bitch! This is what you deserve!”

		Jacking my slippery dick furiously, I shot seven or eight big ropes of come all over my wife’s pussy, stomach, tits, and startled face. I blew off so hard that I even managed to land several big gouts of come up in her hair.

		“Oh, yes, Daddy!” she moaned, still climaxing, working a finger in and out of her overflowing pussy slit. “That’s what I deserve! Blast your nasty shit all over me! Punish me with your hot come, Daddy!”

		That drew another small spurt of cream from my shrinking cock. I watched it land on her cunt lips, and then pitched over onto the bed on my side, exhausted by the roller coaster of emotion her lewd story and my hard fuck had caused.

		“Mmmm!” Lyn murmured, running her fingers over my cheek as I caught my breath. “That was super, Daddy! You made me come so good!”

		I smiled and got myself up on one elbow, staring at her spunk-covered body. “So, did you get this kid’s phone number or what?”

		“Fuckin’ A, I did!” Lyn said proudly, grinning at me. “He wants to come over this Saturday and party with us all night long!”

		I laughed. We’d talked about adding a third party to our bedroom fun even before we got married, when we were just dating, but we hadn’t done it yet. This was obviously our chance.

		“So, is this guy’s dick really as big as you said?”

		Lyn winked at me and then favored me with a throaty, thoroughly naughty little chuckle. “It’s even bigger!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		It was straight up six o’clock on the following Saturday night. I sat in a dumpy pizza joint in the south end of town, the bad end of town, and miles away from my upscale condo.

		The pizza looked pretty good, so I’d ordered a family sized pepperoni to go. I was nursing the last part of a small pitcher of beer and waiting for both the pizza and the kid to show up. I was supposed to check him out and give him a ride back over to our place--if I liked the look of him.

		A minute or two later, the front door swung open and a tall, rangy-looking teenager with dark, shoulder-length hair stepped inside. He was wearing a leather car coat and ratty jeans, and he had a real swagger to his walk as he entered the place, looking around. There was a light crowd of diners inside the pizza parlor, but he spotted me right away and strutted his way over to where I sat.

		“Hey, dude! I’m Ricky! You Lyn’s old man?” he asked, confidently sticking out a hand.

		“Yeah, that’s me,” I answered, shaking it firmly. “Name’s RJ--I’m waiting for a big pizza, and then we’re outa’ here.”

		“That’s cool.”

		He took a seat opposite me and we just sat there staring at each other for the next minute or so. We had pretty much nothing in common except for the hot, kinky sex with my wife that we were both hoping for tonight. And neither of us wanted to discuss that particular subject here, amongst the small sprinkling of families and couples who were eagerly devouring their dinners around us.

		So, in lieu of conversation, the two of us sat eying each other warily, each sizing the other up. The kid had dark brown eyes, a ruggedly handsome face, and a wariness about him that suggested that he not only managed to survive on the mean streets surrounding this dingy pizzeria, but to thrive. He radiated a laid back, ultra-cool vibe that seemed to shout “street hustler” loud and clear.

		“Family sized pepperoni,” the call came from the counter at last.

		I downed the rest of my beer, got up, claimed the pizza, and then headed for the front door, followed closely by junior. We made our way over to the big, gleaming-white Caddie I was driving that year and I unlocked it and tossed the warm pizza box in the back seat.

		“Nice wheels!” Ricky said approvingly, sliding into the burgundy leather passenger seat.

		

		****

		

		“Man that was primo!” Ricky said as he polished off the last piece of pizza and finished a bottle of the imported beer we were all drinking that night with dinner.

		“So, are you ready to party with us now, Ricky?” Lyn asked, her big eyes flashing with excitement at the thought that she was about to spend the rest of the night getting fucked by both this nice-looking young stranger’s huge dick, and by me.

		“I was born ready, hot girl!” Ricky said in his languid, confident voice. “So, where we partyin’--down here or upstairs?”

		“Upstairs, in the master bedroom,” I answered for her. “We’re set up for good times upstairs, believe me. Do you want to drink hard liquor tonight or more beer?”

		“What do ya’ got?”

		“We’ve got pretty much whatever you want. And there’s some asskicker pot upstairs too, if you’re into that.”

		“Way cool!” Ricky smiled, obviously impressed. “You got a seven and seven for me?”

		That’s the exact line John Travolta’s character spoke in the disco bar in Saturday Night Fever, I thought as I heard him say it. That movie had been super-popular--a cultural phenomenon a few years ago--especially among cool-guy wannabe’s like Ricky. What a punk!

		“Sure,” I said, without commenting on his lame-o adaptation of movie dialog to real life.

		I got up and filled a tall cocktail glass with ice and then grabbed a liter of Seven Up out of the fridge, along with a quart of Seagram’s Seven from under the bar.

		I made the drink and handed it to him, along with the two bottles. “Make sure these go upstairs with you. I don’t think you’ll want to be running up and down stairs to refill your glass once the action starts up there, you know?”

		He nodded as if he could definitely dig where I was coming from there, and I went back into the kitchen, took out my ice bucket and filled it to the brim. Heading back through the dining room, I climbed the stairs, the kid and Lyn following along closely behind me.

		I put the bucket on top of the dresser, next to the bottles of Chivas Regal and club soda for me, and the Tanqueray and tonic for Lyn, I’d already placed there earlier in the evening. I made each of us a drink and then went over to the nightstand, where the mirror tile was piled high with near- pharmaceutical-grade cocaine that had already been finely ground. I took the razor blade and cut six very long, very thick lines of powder from the huge mound of coke and picked up the short length of soda straw, offering it to the kid.

		“Crank, huh? Cool!” Ricky smiled.

		“Coke,” I answered disdainfully. “Not crank.”

		Again, he looked impressed. Obviously, the crowd he ran with normally snorted crank instead of cocaine because crank was dirt cheap compared to good coke.

		I’d tried the less expensive drug a few times myself with friends a long time ago and had stayed strictly away from it ever since. That stuff had—from what I’d observed--the capacity to turn the nicest guy in the world into a raging asshole in about five minutes flat.

		Plus, back when I’d tried it, snorting crank had felt as if I were snorting up small bits of broken razor blade into my nasal passages. The clincher for me had been that the high it gave you was nowhere near good enough to justify the intensely hung-over, totally-wrecked feeling it left you with the next morning.

		“Here, try this,” I told him offering him the mirror. “I think you’ll find its way, way better than crank.”

		Ricky smirked as though that couldn’t possibly be true, but took the straw from me readily enough. He blasted one line, then the other, and then took another big sip of his tall seven and seven.

		“Whoa! Dude! That is righteous!” he rasped after a few more seconds went by. “Man that is some good fuckin’ shit!

		Lyn laughed at his reaction. She fired up a jumbo doobie, filled with really heavyweight grass, and toked on it. I snorted up my own two large lines as she handed off the fat splif to the youngster. “Try a hit of this, Ricky. This and the coke will get you flyin’ so high you may never come down!”

		With a big grin, Ricky took the smoking roach from her and sucked in a huge lungful. He held the smoke in for as long as he could, then let it out. There wasn’t much smoke left when he exhaled. His lungs had absorbed most of the potent smoke, and its THC payload was now on its way into his bloodstream.

		“Jeeeezus,” Ricky sighed as the drug hit him, adding to the coke high. “Fuckin’ A—but you rich dudes really know how to party--that’s some killer fuckin’ weed, man!”

		I shrugged. “You buy the best, you get the best high, kid. Now, are you ready to give Lyn here a little action?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		Ricky shrugged back at me. “Always ready. But I hope she told you, man, I don’t do dudes, if that’s your deal, okay?”

		I grinned. “No worries there pal. I don’t either. I dig a party with two, three, four guys bangin’ the shit out of a girl who gets off on that kind of scene, like my wife here does, but I don’t want anything to do with those other guys or to have them do anything with me, you know what I mean?”

		“That’s cool, man!” Ricky nodded, starting to unbutton his shirt.

		I did the same. In no time, the two of us stood bare-chested in the bedroom, working on our jeans. I sat down on the edge of the bed and hustled out of my shoes and socks and Ricky did the same. We dropped our jeans at the same time when we stood back up and I could see from just a brief glance down at the kid’s jockey shorts that Lyn hadn’t been exaggerating even a little bit about his the size of his equipment!

		The outline of the kid’s still-soft cock was pretty fucking impressive. The thing looked to be at least nine inches long, even in its non-hard state, and it was almost twice the diameter of my prick—and numerous ladies over the years had commented about my seven incher being soooooo thick!

		Lyn whipped off the designer tee shirt she’d been wearing, revealing her braless titties. She had small, firm little mounds with the tiniest raspberry-red nipples sitting dead center in the middle of her cute breasts.

		She sat on the edge of the bed in front of the nearly naked kid and tugged his shorts down his long legs, freeing his massive hunk of cock meat. She eagerly reached for the soft column of flesh and lifted it even with her face as she stared at the obscenely thick, bulbous pink tip.

		“Ooooooh, Daddy, can I lick it?” Lyn asked pleadingly, looking up at me as I removed the last of my clothing.

		“Do whatever you want, baby,” I answered her. “That’s why he’s here, so you can play with that big cock of his.”

		“Mmmmm! You’re being such a sweet daddy to me tonight,” Lyn purred, stroking the huge prick slowly in her small fist. “Just look at the big, beautiful toy you brought me!”

		Lyn smiled broadly and shook her curly, raven-black tresses back over her bare shoulders as she brought her other hand up to encircle the lower part of the boy’s enormous shaft of cock meat. She put her hands together and jacked the stiffening prong slowly up and back as she licked all around the tangerine-sized head.

		The portion of Ricky’s big dick still protruding from her hands stuck out a good four inches. This fucker’s cock had to be at least a foot long when it got hard, maybe even an inch longer than that!

		“See, Daddy? I told you it was like a fucking python, didn’t I?” Lyn sighed, staring intently at the gleaming cock head just inches from her lips. “How was I supposed to resist something as big and fat and long as this?”

		I didn’t answer, too engrossed at watching my slut of a wife lick all around this young stranger’s mighty cock head to speak. As I stared raptly, she parted her lips, licked them to make sure they were good and slippery, and then pushed the tip of Ricky’s humongous dick inside, moving her pretty face forward slowly.

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it!” the boy sighed happily. “Man, your old lady’s mouth feels so good around my big dick, dude. This little cunt can suck cock with the best of ‘em. Oh, shit! Look at her eat it, man--just look at your wife gobble up my big boy!”

		I was looking. Lyn swallowed every inch of my fat prick on a regular basis, so I knew that she was a deep-throating expert, but I’d never seen her perform with another man before, so I didn’t know just how much of this extraordinarily long monster she was going to be able to handle.

		As I watched, my own untouched cock getting harder by the second, my little tramp of a wife tilted her head back like a professional sword swallower and eased inch after inch of the mammoth slab of cock meat down into her throat. In less than a minute, she had all but three or four inches of the tremendous prick embedded in between her wide-stretched lips. And she had taken one of his jumbo balls in each hand and was gently caressing them inside their hairy sac as she sucked.

		“Oh, Mama! I never met a cunt before who could get so much of my bad boy in her mouth!” Ricky moaned ecstatically. “Can I fuck it? Can I fuck your hot mouth a little, you sweet cocksucker?”

		“Ummmmm! Ulllmmmm!” Lyn gargled happily around his buried rod, pulling softly on his nuts, urging him in even deeper.

		“Oh, Yeahhhhhh!” the boy sighed, rocking his hips forward, nudging another inch of dick down into Lyn’s eagerly accepting mouth and throat.

		Slowly, deliberately, the young man began to fuck my wife’s face. He wrapped some of her curly hair around the fingers of each hand and gently drew her head in as he slid his massive cock in and out of her mouth, going just a little deeper with each slow thrust.

		“Ulllgghhhh! Ulllgghhhh! Lyn finally gagged on one down-stroke, when there was just an inch of dick still showing in front of her stuffed mouth.

		Tears now ran steadily out of her eyes, liquefying her eyeliner into two black rivulets that flowed down her cheeks. The boy had stopped his thrusts immediately when she’d gagged--obviously worried that it was too much for her.

		I stepped in closer to him and urged, “Fuck her! Fuck her face deep some more. The little bitch loves it--she loves it when you make her gag and tear up--skull-fuck the little cunt! It’s what she wants…it’s what the little slut deserves!”

		The boy hesitated. “I don’t know, man. I don’t want to hurt her, you know?”

		Impatiently, I leaned down and slapped Lyn hard across the nipples with my open palm. The smack reverberated through the bedroom and she moaned loudly…excitedly around the dick stretching her throat open.

		“Do you want it, you little cunt?” I asked her, smacking her across the tits again. “Do you want this guy’s big dick all the way down your whore throat?”

		I slapped her nipples again twice and Lyn shuddered though a mini-orgasm and nodded her head affirmatively as best she could with it stuffed so full of cock.

		“See? Do her!” I said triumphantly to Ricky. “Do the little bitch’s mouth while I get the rest of her clothes off!”

		I went around in back of him as he started powering his immense prick in and out of her mouth again and then knelt on the carpet just off to the right side of my face-fucked wife. I unzipped her jeans and managed to wrestle both them and her juice-soaked panties down her legs and off, along with her shoes, leaving her sitting on the edge of the bed, completely nude with the gigantic cock still reaming its way in and out of her lips.

		“Ulgh! Ulgh! Ulgh!” Lyn was gasping as the fat shaft gagged her on every thrust.

		Snot was leaking out of her nose by now and tears ran continually out of her eyes. The colossal cock jammed its way balls-deep into her lips with each stroke. The massive nut sac bounced hard off her chin and her small titties jiggled on her chest with the impact as Ricky poured the meat to her.

		“Fuck her!” I hissed, beside myself with arousal at the sight of Lyn getting her mouth used like that. “Fuck that little bitch hard! Come in the little cunt’s mouth, if you want to, or pull out and fuck her pussy! Her pussy is like a fuckin’ river, it’s puttin’ out so much lube!”

		“Oh, man, I don’t know what to do,” Ricky sighed. “I never met a girl I could mouth-fuck all of my big boy into before! But, dude, I want some of that pussy too. I don’t know where to blow my first load, man!”

		“We got all night, Ricky boy,” I said, smiling, my eyes glued to the spectacle of the boy hammering his gigantic dick in and out of Lyn’s hapless mouth.

		“Shoot it anywhere you want--you’re a kid! I bet those big nuts of yours make enough spunk so that you can come a dozen times in this little bitch tonight if you want to. You’ve still got a lot of pussy and ass fucking to do tonight, you know?”

		Ricky groaned loudly at that comment. “Ass? Hardly any chicks let me backdoor ‘em, man. My dick’s too big! This little chick’s ass is way too small to take me like that, dude.”

		I was still down on my knees in front of Lyn, off to one side a little so that I could still see every stroke as Ricky drove his cock directly in and out of her mouth. I reached over and slapped Lyn across her titties again, which were by now coated with a heavy sheen of saliva and tears, her small, berry-like nipples fully erect.

		“You want it, don’t you, baby?” I challenged her. “You want that big schlong right up your little butt before the night’s over, don’t you, you fucking tramp?”

		I smacked her again and Lyn mewled, lightly orgasming yet again. She nodded her head up and down.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what hot little piece she is!” Ricky roared. “Suckin’ me off and wantin’ to take me up her ass before the night’s over! Fuuuuuuuuccckkkk! That tears it! Take it, you little slut--take my big looooooad!”

		The whopper dong erupted in Lyn’s mouth. She swallowed hard and then swallowed again, her throat bulging with the volume of come the boy was spewing into her mouth. Even gulping it down as fast as she could wasn’t enough! Big gouts of the pearly white cream oozed out of the corners of my wife’s mouth and dripped in long, wispy streamers down onto her perky titties.

		“Pull it out and blast her with it!” I urged the boy, my own dick ready to explode as I enjoyed my wife’s utter degradation. “Jack it all over her pretty face! Paint the little slut with come!”

		“Oh, yeah!” Ricky agreed, yanking his dick free of Lyn’s sucking lips and using his big right hand to wank a huge jet of semen squarely into the middle of her beautiful face.

		“Oh, shit!” Lyn gasped for air. “So much--there’s so much of that hot, slick shit!”

		She wasn’t kidding about that! I’d already watched her gulp down at least four our five large mouthfuls of spunk but it was clear that our overnight guest wasn’t anywhere near done yet.

		“All over your face!” the teenager panted--his hand flying up and down his jizz-and-girl-spit-covered prick. “I’m jackin’ it all over that cute little face of yours, beautiful!”

		Five more blasts of come rocketed out of the tip of Ricky’s fire hose of a cock and spattered all over Lyn’s features. When the last dribble of cream had dripped down onto her cheeks, she looked as if she’d spent the night bobbing for apples in a tub of man cream!

		I couldn’t take another second of watching them. I got up off my knees and moved Ricky out of the way. Motioning with my hand, Lyn got the idea right away and lay back on the bed. I shoved her back a little further, so that her ass was all the way up onto the mattress and she could rest her feet on the edge of the bed as I bent her knees and moved in between them.

		My cock bottomed out in my wife’s flooded pussy in one hard thrust. Her cunt was so hot from her excitement at sucking off Ricky’s hulking prick that it felt like I’d shoved my dick into a vat of warm butter.

		“You loved that, didn’t you, you fucking whore?” I hissed, pretending to be angry when, in truth, I was so turned on that I could barely stand it.

		“You loved sucking that huge dick off while I watched you, didn’t you? You loved behaving like a fucking cock-loving cunt in front of me, didn’t you?”

		Holding myself up on one arm as I pounded my cock down into her pussy, I slapped her titties hard with my other hand, sending a big spray of spit and semen flying. “Didn’t you?”

		Lyn screamed and came again around my pistoning prick. I slapped her sensitive knockers once more and she whimpered and then shivered as her climax peaked.

		“Yes, Daddeeee!” she wailed. “Oh, yes, Daddy, I loved swallowing all of that hot come while you watched me do it!”

		I was so wound up that I couldn’t last for even another stroke. I threw back my head and roared as I filled her cunt with my steamy spend. I didn’t shoot as much jizz as our young guest, but Lyn’s tight, juicy pussy clenching around my dick as she came, plus all of the hot cocksucking I’d just watched, were enough to draw five or six big gushes of cream from my spasming nut sac.

		“Goddamn,” the kid murmured from behind me. “You two are fuckin’ weird with a beard together, man! Kinky shit, but way cool, dude--jizz her--spunk that hot bitch’s box for her, Big Daddy!”

		I unloaded another shot of come down into Lyn’s cunt and watched as it forced a big wad of goo back out around my buried prick. I drew out slowly and saw her pussy wink shut with one last little orgasmic clasp, another big gout of semen oozing out of her.

		“Nice creamin’, dude,” Ricky said admiringly, staring down at my wife’s gooey slit. “You shoot a nice wad for an old guy, man!”

		I stood up. “Uh, thanks, I guess. You want another blast of coke, man? We got a lot of fuckin’ left to do tonight!”

		Ricky grinned and nodded. “You bet, man. As soon as I get another hit on that fat doobie and one more nose full of that magic fuck-powder of yours, and I’ll be ready for round two in no time--how about you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		I went over and lined out a bunch of coke and re-fired the splif. “I’m nowhere near as young as you, but scenes like this have always turned me on, so I think I’ll be ready to go again pretty soon tonight,” I assured him.

		“All right!!” he smiled, reaching for the joint I was passing his way.

		Lyn got up off the bed, come dripping out of her cunt and more jism running down onto her boobs from her face. I grinned at her. “Why don’t you clean that mess off your face, you little tramp, before it drips all over the coke mirror?”

		With a vixen-like smile, she proceeded to do just that. She swiped a finger along her cheek, harvesting a big wedge of cock cream, and then put her finger in her mouth and swallowed the large wad of spunk.

		“Jeeeeeezus!” Ricky sighed, watching her eat his come, his massive dong starting to stir to life again already.

		Lyn sucked down another big fingerful of jizz and then another, pretty well cleaning off her forehead and both cheeks. She did her chin next and then scraped most of the congealed spunk off her pert little tits and gulped that down as well.

		“Fuckin’ A, she’s a nasty fuckin’ bitch!” Ricky whispered appreciatively as he watched her lick up his semen and down it.

		“Yeah, makes you want to just fuck the ever-livin’ shit out of her in every hole she’s got, doesn’t it?” I asked him, my own prick shifting a little as I watched her naughty antics.

		“Can I have some cola now, Daddy?” she asked when she was mostly cleaned up.

		“Yeah, here, have a couple of blasts and then go get a washrag and wash your face and tits, okay? I don’t think anyone’s gonna’ want to kiss you tonight, you little come dumpster, but someone might want to suck your titties at some point.”

		Lyn took the mirror and nailed two of the gargantuan lines. She smirked at me as she handed it back and reached for the joint.

		“You two are such fuckin’ wussies! You love to shoot that shit all over a girl and make her lick it all up and swallow it for you, but then you act like it’s fuckin’ poison when there’s a chance one of you might actually get any of it in your mouth!”

		“That’s about right,” I admitted with a grin. “I love to see you eat it, but I can certainly do without eating any myself!”

		Ricky laughed. “Me too, bro--I dig seein’ a hot chick like your missus gulp down one of my mondo-loads, but I don’t want none of the slimy shit in my mouth!”

		The two of us shared a laugh as I handed Ricky the mirror and he did up his two lines. I did mine next and then took a big hit of the grass while I made myself a fresh scotch and soda.

		Lyn came back in from the master bathroom, looking all clean and sweet. She took the joint from me and nailed it hard, and then had a big gulp of her gin and tonic.

		“Mmmmm! Gin and tonic makes a nice chaser for a mouthful of come,” she purred. “You wussies should try it some time.”

		I took the joint from her hand and put it in an ashtray near the booze on the top of the chest of drawers. Turning back to my slut wife, I abruptly reached out and grabbed a big handful of her curly, black hair at the back of her head and jerked it, hard.

		“Ohhhhhh! Daddy, no!” Lyn wailed, taken by surprise, the teasing, defiant look on her face suddenly morphing into fear.

		“This is for calling us wussies!” I growled, laying it on thick, sounding really angry at her antics, the way I knew Lyn loved it when we were role-playing like this.

		I slapped her lightly across the mouth and she screamed. “Nooooooo! Oh, nooooo, Daddy! Don’t beat me!”

		“It’s too late to avoid that, you snotty little cunt!” I yelled, pulling on her hair until she went down on her knees in front of me, her huge gray eyes filling with mock terror and pure arousal at my “rough” treatment of her. “You’re really gonna’ get it now!”

		I bent down and smacked her, open-handed across her rapidly stiffening nipples, and she moaned. I yanked on her hair and slapped her face lightly and then popped her across the tits again.

		“Ooooh! Oh! Oh, nooooo!” she whined, shivering in ecstasy as the beginnings of another hot orgasm rippled through her.

		“Now its time for you to suck some more cock, baby doll!” I sneered down at her like the villain in an old melodrama. “See, Lyn, its time for you to get us hard again--so we can fuck the shit out of a smart-assed little bitch like you!”

		She shuddered with delight as I pulled harder on her hair and leaned down to slap her jutting nipples again. She yelped with “pain” and, looking closely, I could see a couple of thin rivulets of girl-lube leaking down each of her thighs in the dimly lit bedroom as she spasmed through another mini-climax.

		“I-I’ll suck them, Daddy!” she gasped. “Oh, Daddy, I’ll be a good girl! I’ll suck your dicks so good! I swear!”

		Ricky stepped in closer, his massive cock starting to harden even more as he watched me slap Lyn around. “Man, what a wild chick! She really digs it rough, doesn’t she?”

		I nodded and Ricky reached down and fed the head of his fat fucker in between Lyn’s open lips. He grabbed her by the ears and jammed his throat-stretcher of a prick into her mouth as he pulled her forward by the lobes.

		“Then take it, you little slut!” he rasped, quickly getting into the spirit of Lyn’s particular kink, “Suck every inch of my big boy, you horny fuckin’ snatch!”

		Lyn gurgled and gasped, the huge rod piercing her throat in one big thrust, his balls bouncing up against her chin. He moaned at how good her mouth and throat felt around his still soft but rapidly inflating meat.

		“Ohhhhhh, baby, that’s sweet!” he sighed. “It feels so fuckin’ good to have all of my big dick in a girl’s mouth for once. Now suck it! Suck my thick cock until you choke on it, you hot-cunted bitch!”

		Lyn quivered from her knees up to her head and I could see her toes curl up as she knelt in front of him on the carpet. She was coming again, lost in the nasty thrill of his hot skull-fucking and the way he was tugging on her ears each time he bottomed out in her throat.

		“That’s it!” I encouraged him, letting go of Lyn’s hair so that he could yank her head in and out more easily. “Fuck her mouth! Jam that big dong of yours all the way in! Fuck her slutty mouth like a second cunt, boy!”

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh, yeah!” Ricky panted, reaming Lyn’s throat with his dick, her lips sucking eagerly at his now fully erect manhood as he banged it deep into her mouth with every stroke.

		“God, what a hot little bitch--I never saw a chick so hot for cock! Suck it! Lick it, you fuckin’ little cocksucker!”

		I watched for another minute or two, my own prick starting to swell to fullness. I loved seeing Lyn get mouth-fucked by his huge dick, but by now, I was craving some of that hot suction for my own cock as well.

		“Wh-why don’t you get on the bed, on your back, Ricky?” I managed to stammer after a few more mesmerizing seconds of watching my wife eating his mammoth cock. “I’m gonna’ let Lyn suck me for just a little while, and then I’m gonna’ fuck her in the ass while she does you with her mouth, okay?”

		Ricky nodded enthusiastically. “Cool, man! I can’t wait to see this little fuck-slut take it up her backdoor while she gobbles my rod!”

		I grabbed Lyn’s hair again and jerked her mouth free of the kid’s giant prick and shoved my cock between her lips before she even had time to breathe. Ricky watched me mouth-fuck her hard and deep for a few seconds, and then flopped down onto the bed on his back, his towering pole of rigid cock meat waggling up above his balls, still wet and juicy with Lyn’s spit.

		“Its time for you to get a little taste of mine now, sweetie!” I hissed--ramming my fat fucker in and out of my wife’s sucking mouth as fast as I could move my hips.

		I reveled in the feel of her lips gliding up and down my throbbing shaft, the excitement of watching her grovel before the boy just now, and then being so rudely face-fucked by my own dick. The mere thought of it all sent shockwaves of pleasure through my prick and balls.

		“Ohhhhh, that’s the way to suck me!” I moaned, watching my nuts bounce off her chin each time I bottomed out against her slick, suckling lips. “Are you ready, you hot bitch? Do you want my fat cock up your asshole while you suck Ricky’s prick some more?”

		Lyn excitedly murmured something around my pummeling cock and kept on sucking. I reached down and slapped her smartly across her swollen nipples and she screamed around my gliding cock and sucked even harder, her eyes growing bigger as she came again.

		I pulled my prick free of her plunging mouth. “Do you? Do you want it, cunt?”

		“Yessssssss!” she wailed, her orgasm deepening when I smacked her across the tits again. “Oh, you mean daddy! You’re gonna’ fuck me everywhere, aren’t you? You’re even gonna’ make me take that big horse-cock up my ass, aren’t you, you nasty daddy?”

		I reached down and took a plumped out, berry-sized nipple in each hand and squeezed them hard. Lyn’s eyes rolled back up in her head and she shook like I’d wired her sensitive tits into an electrical socket and turned on the juice.

		“You know you want it!” I growled at the orgasming girl. “You know you want that long, thick fucker bangin’ the shit out of you in every hole you’ve got, you fucking slut!”

		I torqued down harder on her tits and she sobbed in ecstasy. “Ohhhhhh, I doooooooooo! Oh, Daddy, make him fuck me everywhere with that big, hot fucker of his!”

		“Jeeeezus!” Ricky sighed, watching my wife come like crazy at the mere thought of being drilled up her asshole by his impressive rod. “What a hot bitch--what a crazy fuckin’ cock-whore she is, man!”

		“Don’t I know it?” I agreed, releasing her nipples and then pulling Lyn up off the floor by her hair. I turned her onto the bed on her hands and knees. “She wants all the cock we can give her tonight, buddy. And she wants it up every hole she’s got as many times as you can shove it in there, don’t you, bitch?”

		I slapped Lyn’s up-turned ass hard with my palm and she screamed, a small jet of girl-lube flowing out of her untouched pussy slit. “Ohhhhhh, yes, Daddy! Oh, God, yes! Give me cock, you mean fuckers! Make me take your cocks everywhere!”

		Ricky reached over and grabbed Lyn by the back of her head and forced her mouth down over his jutting cock tip. “You can start right here, cunt! You can get yourself a big throatful of cock while your old man bangs the fuck out of the cute little butt of yours, baby!”

		Lyn gurgled out some sort of “protest” at his rough treatment of her—while obviously loving every second of it—and I reached over and snagged the tube of ass-lube off the nearby nightstand. I shot a big wad of it up Lyn’s brownie and then covered my hard cock with the clear, slippery goop.

		“Here it comes, honey,” I whispered, lining my prick tip up with her greasy hole, “just the way you like it--hard and hot and balls-deep!”

		“Unnnnggggghhhhhhhh!” Lyn moaned around Ricky’s cock, her head still moving rhythmically up and down as my dick split her ass open and berthed itself deep in her tight sleeve of ass muscle.

		“Oh, man, Ricky! Wait’ll you get a load of this!” I sighed contentedly, starting to fuck Lyn long and hard up her gripping anal canal. “This is some sweet fuckin’, man! I can’t even imagine how good it’s gonna’ feel around that thick monster of yours!”

		“Yeahhhhhh!” Ricky grinned, watching me banging up and down between Lyn’s cute ass cheeks. “She’s suckin’ me like a champ, dude, but, pretty soon, I wanta’ get me some of that hot stuff you’re getting too, man.”

		Lyn moaned and kept on sucking. Her lips slurped noisily up and down the long shaft as Ricky tugged on her hair, forcing every last inch of his swollen prick up into her throat on every down stroke. She was grinding her hips back to meet my steady, ass-filling thrusts at the same time, mewling with pleasure way back in her throat, clearly loving the feel of two fat cocks pumping into her from both ends.

		I continued to saw my cock into my wife’s taut ass for a few more minutes. I reached under her wriggling butt and found her clit with my fingertips.

		“How does this feel, you cocksucking little slut?” I growled at her, squeezing her tiny bud sharply.

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Lyn managed to squeal around Ricky’s cock, coming so hard that her ass chute closed down tight, completely halting my frenzied butt-fucking.

		I laughed and slowly eased my prick out of her gripping confines, giving her ass a loud slap with my palm as my dick head popped free of her winking hole. “You gotta’ try this tight little butt, man. Here, catch!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Reaching across Lyn’s back, I grabbed a big handful of hair and yanked her head up off Ricky’s towering prick and then roughly shoved her down onto the bed. She sprawled out on her tummy but the teenager caught her on the bounce and quickly flipped her over, onto her butt. He got his hands under her armpits and raised her easily up off the mattress, suspending her body over his long erection.

		“Here, baby, have a little of this up your hot puss!” he urged her, dropping her down onto his fat dick head.

		Lyn sighed with contentment at that suggestion and reached down to nudge his mammoth cock tip into line with her cunt as he lowered her downward. She gave a long, low moan as the thick column of male meat cleaved her pussy open and impaled itself all the way up into her smallish pink gash.

		“Move that hot ass, baby,” he implored her with an open-handed slap across her butt. “Give me some hot pussy fuckin’, you little cunt!”

		Lyn jerked into motion, planting her knees on either side of the boy’s legs and beginning a slow, easy humping movement with her ass. She liked fucking his big cock in this reverse-cowgirl position just fine, and in seconds, she was shaking her tight little moneymaker over his pelvis and gliding up and down on his buried cock like the little pro that she was.

		“Sweet!” she sighed, “Oh, Daddy, his big dick feels so sweet, fuckin’ my little pussy!”

		Ricky let her ball him for a full minute, getting his huge dick slick and slippery with her hot girl-lube. He slipped one finger, then two into her anus as she rode him, drawing a loud groan of pure pleasure from Lyn, whose eyes drooped to half-mast, her hips never missing a beat while she jiggled and shook and rode that fat cock.

		“Like that, don’t you, baby?” Ricky rasped excitedly, ramming his fingers deep into her ass as she humped his prick. “Well, let’s see how you like…this!”

		Pulling his fingers from her well-greased butt abruptly, he captured the surprised girl under the armpits once more with both hands and lifted her free of his dick again. He dangled her back over his engorged pole of male flesh until her recently vacated anal opening lined up perfectly with his prick head and slowly let her down onto it.

		“N-Nooooooo!” Lyn wailed, trying in vain to twist away from Ricky’s towering prod “Not back there! Your dick’s too fucking big!”

		Ricky laughed and dropped her. Her own weight sent her sliding down his rigid cock shaft, skewering her ass cleft like an arrow splitting an apple.

		“Nuuuhooooooooo!” Lyn moaned again in agony.

		She scrambled for purchase but there was nothing to grab onto to hold herself up off the impaling cock. Gravity sunk her all the way down onto Ricky’s long monster. She was unable to stop herself until she rested atop his crotch, his huge staff buried all the way up inside her pierced asshole.

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuuuuuuuuccckkkk!” Lyn gasped. “It’s so big. It’s so fucking biiiiiiiiiiggg, Daddy!”

		I laughed at her predicament, my cock jerking with excitement as I watched her get butt-speared by the gigantic hard on. I picked up the wet washrag she’d left on the edge of the bed when she’d finished washing the come off her face and tits earlier and absently wiped off my hard prick so that I could safely fuck her pussy with it.

		Going directly from asshole to pussy sometimes gave a girl a nasty yeast infection, and the last thing I wanted was my hot little wife’s cunt to be out commission next week. I knew I’d be fucking her a dozen times during the coming days as we reviewed the highlights of this little party together.

		“Ride it, you fucking whore!” I chuckled at her pain-racked expression and climbed onto the bed on my knees. “Ride that big ass-fucker, baby. You may as well enjoy it. Because now you’re gonna’ have to take my fat boy up that sweet little pussy of yours at the same time!”

		Lyn’s eyes went huge. “N…nooooooo, Daddy! That’s too much--too much cock for me to take all at once!”

		I smirked at that notion and moved in front of her. I grabbed a nipple in each hand and squeezed, noting with pleasure that Lyn’s normally tiny clit was pumped up as big as a small grape at the thought of getting double-penetrated by two thick, hot cocks.

		“Take it, you cunt,” I hissed as I shoved her back on to the reclining boy’s chest, and pinched her nipples hard. I banged my rock-hard prick into her defenseless pussy mouth. “Take the kind of hot, hard fucking a little slut like you deserves!”

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhh! Daaaadddddeeeee! You’re killing meeeeeeeeeee!” she screamed, my dick drilling all the way up into her boiling hot, juicy cunt hole.

		“Then die, you fucking sexy bitch!” I laughed harshly, fucking her hard. “Get fucked to death!”

		Lyn made a strangling, choking sound and shivered atop Ricky’s chest as another huge orgasm ripped through her. I was hammering her tight little cunt furiously, reveling in its slippery, rippling grip on my gliding dick, and Ricky was thrusting up off the bed beneath us, driving his ass-stretching boner all the way up into her impaled butt cheeks.

		It was a tight, tight fit! Lyn’s pussy and butt sheath were stretched to what felt like their very limits. I could feel the ridge of my stiff cock head grinding against the younger man’s through the thin membrane separating us.

		“Goddamn, this is good!” Ricky murmured at that moment. “I ain’t ever had an ass this tight and slick before, man! Fuck her! Fuck the shit out her, dude! Ream her pussy out, man!”

		I nodded and moved my hips faster and faster, squishing in and out of Lyn’s boiling-hot pinkness as hard and deep as I could drive myself. I squeezed her plumped up little buds between my fingertips so hard that I about ripped them off her tits as she convulsed under me, another enormous orgasm jerking her around like she was being electrocuted beneath me.

		“D-Daddeeeeeeeee!” the poor bitch wailed. “Oh, Daddy, you fuckers are makin’ me come again. Oh, Daddy, I’m comin’ so haaaaaaaaarrrrrdddddd!”

		It was all I could do to keep my cock in her pussy, the way she was suddenly shaking and screaming and writhing beneath me. Ricky punched his dick all the way up into her wildly clenching shitter and held on for dear life, Lyn riding his buried hard on like a cowgirl on a bucking bronco.

		“Jeeeezus! Jeeeezus, is she ever comin’,” he gasped. “Oh, dude! Her ass is gonna’ break my dick off, it’s squeezin’ so fuckin’ hard around it!”

		“S-shoooooot it!” Lyn was screaming. “Oh, I’m still comin’! Shoot your jizz inside me, you nasty fuckers! Fill me with hot spunk!”

		She didn’t have to beg me twice. My balls were churning and the sight of her blasting off like a crazy bitch under my hammering prick. Hearing her moaning mindlessly for a double-jizz blast was enough to send me careening over the top.

		“Here it is--you filthy little snatch!” I groaned, going rigid, my cock swelling even larger as the first big jet of cream flew out of it, bathing her insides with my super-heated jism. “Here’s a pussyful of spunk for you, baby!”

		Lyn reacted as if I’d shoved a knife in her guts. She shrieked and nearly passed out, the hot, gooey load sending a fresh flurry of come contractions through her pussy so sharp and strong that she nearly tore my dick off with her spasms.

		“Fuuuuuuuuucccccckkkkk!” Ricky added his voice to the choir at that moment.

		I felt his cock jerk against my own throbbing member through the thin wall of Lyn’s pussy, a searing blast of prick cream roiling up into her asshole! The big shaft bucked inside her again and I felt—right through her pussy wall--another boiling wave of spunk blast deep into her guts.

		“Unghh! Oh! Oh, Gawwwwwd!” Lyn clawed at my shoulders; was obvious that the sensation of having both dicks going off in her at the same time so intense that she could no longer catch a breath.

		She quivered and gasped and gave huge, involuntary jerks beneath me as her orgasm peaked, her eyes closed tight, her face reflecting a pleasure so strong that looked like she might burst into tears of joy at any moment. She rolled her head from side to side on Ricky’s chest and just lay there between us, moaning and sobbing and quaking in ecstasy.

		Ricky and I just held on until the furious spasms slowly ebbed away. After what seemed like forever, Lyn opened her eyes and gave me that goofy smile of hers that signified she’d just come like a six-alarm fire roaring through a building.

		“Ohhhhhh, Daddeeee!” she sighed. “That was the biggest, bestest one ever!”

		I slid my spent prick out of her overflowing cunt lips and sat back on the bed, trying to catch my own breath. I had to admit, it had been one hell of a double-fuck!

		“How about you, Ricky boy?” I finally managed to pant. “What’d you think of my wife’s ass?”

		A big grin creased the younger man’s face. Lyn moved around a little and his limp hunk of man meat slowly oozed back out of her asshole, followed by a deluge of pearly spunk that cascaded down onto his soft cock and big nut sac.

		“Fuuuuck, man--that was fuckin’ hot!” he sighed. “I hardly ever get to fuck a girl’s asshole, man, but I gotta’ tell you, that was the best ass fuck I ever had, dude. Your old lady fuckin’ rocks, man!”

		Lyn rolled off the bed and stood up. A small river of come dripped out of her pussy slit to join the even larger one seeping out of her gaping asshole. The two joined at the top of her thighs and proceeded to roll down her legs toward the carpet.

		“Looks like a quick shower’s in order for me, boys,” she laughed, seeing the huge globs of spunk making their way down her legs.

		She grabbed the well-used washrag and wiped the biggest portions of the gleaming come from her thighs as she made her way into the master bathroom and started the shower. I watched her ass move as she walked, thinking that it still looked pretty nice. Even if it did have a much larger than normal asshole centered in the middle of it and a big wad of someone else’s jism leaking slowly out of that asshole.

		“Man, you two really know how to throw a fuck party, Dad!” Ricky said with a laugh, getting up off the bed. “I think I’m going to grab a couple more lines of that white go-go powder and jump in the shower with your old lady, if you don’t mind. I gotta wash some of this spunk off, you know?”

		I motioned toward the mirror. “Help yourself, man. And cut me out a couple of big lines too, all right? I’m gonna’ need all of the artificial stimulants I can get after that last go-round. Man, I came like a fuckin’ fire hose, watchin’ Lyn go off that hard when you blew your load up her ass!”

		“Yeah, that was a sweet come, dude,” Ricky agreed, pausing to snort up two big lines and pass the mirror over to me before heading for the shower. “I’m fuckin’ lovin’ this party, man!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		What’s not to love? I found myself thinking as I watched Ricky swagger off into the bathroom. Free booze, free coke, free primo pot and my wife’s ass, mouth, and pussy to use for your fucking pleasure all night long--why wouldn’t you love this party, you big-dicked asswipe?

		I shook my head and picked up my watery Chivas and soda from the coaster on the top of the dresser. I heard Lyn giggle in the bathroom when Ricky got into the shower with her, and then I heard him laugh as well. I finished up my drink, made a new, stronger one, and fired up the remains of the doobie we’d been smoking.

		Sucking in a big lungful of smoke, I padded over to the bathroom door and peaked around the corner. Lyn was on her knees in the shower, sucking Ricky’s big, rapidly re-inflating cock. He was leaning back against the clear glass shower wall, watching as her lips moved up and down his swollen, freshly washed manhood.

		I ducked back into the bedroom and had another couple of lines of coke and made another big splif out of an oversized cigarette paper and a big baggie of dope in the top drawer of the nightstand. Taking a big hit as I fired it up, I held the smoke in until I felt it start to kick in.

		“Guess I’d better rejoin the party,” I whispered aloud, finishing half of my drink and then setting it back on the coaster.

		Walking into the bathroom, I saw that Ricky now had Lyn back up on her feet. She was bent over at the waist, her head near the shower door and her cheek pressed into the glass as he fed his lengthy snake into her pussy from behind. I watched her face mash against the glass shower door for a couple of strokes before I reached over and yanked it open.

		“Here, I got something for you to do while he’s banging the shit out of your cunt,” I told my startled wife, reaching in and jerking her head outside the shower door by her wet hair.

		I shoved my slowly stiffening dick up against her lips. “Clean my cock off, you fucking slut! Suck all of the dried come off of it and my nuts while the kid fucks you, you cock-whore!”

		Lyn opened her mouth—no doubt to explain how the boy’s oversized dick had gotten “accidentally” implanted in her wandering pussy once again—but I didn’t want to hear it. I shoved my prick into her lying lips as they opened and drove it all the way into her throat.

		“Lick it, you cunt!” I admonished her. “Lick all of that spunk up and swallow it for me while your new boyfriend fucks your cunt like a jackhammer tearin’ up concrete, slut girl!”

		Lyn mewled and tried to protest but I kept her mouth shoved over my hard dick and fucked her lips fast and deep. She just sucked me for a time, not licking the sticky come off my balls as I’d told her to, so I slapped her dangling tits.

		“Ulllmmm!” Lyn gurgled around my invading prick.

		“Lick my nuts clean!” I commanded her again, smacking her nipples a good one.

		“Ulllllggghhhhh!” Lyn moaned, her eyes half closing in ecstasy.

		“Shit, man! She’s comin’ again!” Ricky gasped, sinking his dick all the way into her and gripping her gyrating ass with his hands. “I can feel her pussy milkin’ my prick, man! She’s getting off, dude! Whack her in the titties again, Dad! She fuckin’ loves that shit!”

		I gave Lyn’s wet, perky little jigglers another loud smack with my palm and she squealed with joy and began frantically began to lick at my balls with her tongue, my dick still buried between her sucking lips.

		Ricky sighed with pleasure and I knew that my young slut of a wife was still creaming hard around his sunk-to-the-hilt dick.

		“Fuck her some more!” I urged him. “Drive that big fucker of yours in and out of her tight cunt while it’s jerkin’ and she’ll come even harder!”

		“You got it, dude!” Ricky agreed, pulling his cunt-filler of a cock nearly free of Lyn’s gripping pussy, and then driving it back into her juicy depths. “Take it, you bitch! Take another poundin’ from my big boy!”

		I slapped Lyn across her bulging nipples again just as he started to fuck her really hard. Her knees nearly buckled with the strength of the climax that instantly roared through her. She sucked like a wild woman on my prick as I fed it in and out of her pursed lips and her tongue slathered its length with saliva so hot it felt like lava against my aroused cock flesh.

		“Here, let’s see what this does!” I winked at Ricky and took one of my wife’s engorged nipples in each hand and bore down hard with my fingertips.

		“Ulllgghhhh! Ulllgghhhh! Ulllllllgggghhhhhhh!” Lyn wailed around my prick, her tits jerking in my hands.

		“Fuuuuck, man! Is she ever comin’?” Ricky groaned. “You ought to feel her pussy goin’ off around my cock, dude!”

		I jerked my cock free of my wife’s frantically sucking mouth. Fueled by coke, weed, booze, and pure, kink-driven lust, I knew that I could still come several more times tonight, but I also knew that I wanted to fuck my trashy young beauty again before I dumped my next load.

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Daddeeeeeeeee!” Lyn moaned pitifully as my dick popped free. “He’s fuckin’ me! He’s so big and thick and long that he’s gonna’ wear my little pussy out with his hot, hard fuckin’!”

		“Well, we wouldn’t want that, would we?” I smiled down at her.

		Grabbing two large towels, I dropped one over Lyn’s upturned face and motioned for Ricky to turn off the shower. After he did, I tossed him the second towel.

		“Dry yourself off a little and let’s get back into the bedroom,” I told them. “I’ve got big plans for slut girl, here.”

		With that, I pushed Lyn’s towel off her face and back around her shoulders, grabbing a big handful of her long, wet, snake-like black tresses. I yanked her from the shower and led her back into the bedroom by the hair, with her squealing and protesting as Ricky’s dick slid from her pussy and water dripped from her soaked frame.

		“Here, baby, we’ll get you all nice and dried off,” I laughed, grabbing her towel and swiping at her wet skin.

		“Daddeeee, not so rough!” Lyn whined as I rubbed the water from her body in hard, abrasive strokes.

		“Rough?” I teased her, bending her over at the waist and ruffling her raven-dark hair forcefully with the big towel. “Baby, you haven’t seen rough yet, but you’re about to!”

		

		****

		

		“Oooooooooooooh!” Lyn wailed helplessly, her arms thrashing around by her head, her tits pressed tightly into the bedspread, her left cheek mashed into the bed’s surface and her trim little ass hiked up into the air where my dick pounded in and out of it like a thick, fleshy jackhammer. “Oh, Daddy, not so hard--don’t fuck my little ass so fucking haaaaaaaaarrrrrdddddd!”

		“Hard?” I was barely able to pant, nearly gasping from the effort of banging my prick in and out of Lyn’s shapely, greased-up bottom for the last ten minutes as hard and as deep as I could go. “Why, I believe my man, Ricky, here can show you a few things about hard fuckin’ baby!”

		I reached over and slapped Rick’s free hand in a high-five and yanked my dick free of my wife’s reddened, gaping anus. He was standing right next to the bed, watching me drill her, his hand absently moving up and down his lubed up cock shaft as he waited his turn.

		“Man, look at that pussy!” Rick whispered admiringly as he moved into place behind Lyn and lined his monster up with her recently vacated asshole.

		I glanced down and saw what he meant. Lyn’s cunt was gushing clear, thick girl oil like a cracked engine block leaks coolant. It was rolling out of her untouched pink slit in waves as she waggled her pretty butt around in a tight circle, waiting to be impaled once more.

		Rick didn’t keep her waiting long. He centered his mammoth dong’s bulbous tip in her ass cleft and pushed down hard.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Oh, oh, God! He’s killing me, Daddy!” she shrieked as he breached her and drove all the way down into her in one long, hard, knifing stroke. “He’s so fucking huge!”

		I laughed, as Rick held her easily in place and reaming her asshole wildly, his big prick jamming in and out of her as fast as he could pound it in and out. “You wanted his big cock, everywhere, baby! So…enjoy!”

		Lyn whimpered. “You mean fucker! You’re letting him ruin me with that fucking horse-dick! Oh, God, Daddy! He’s bangin’ my ass so fucking hard!”

		I walked around the bed and reached down, gripping her still-damp tresses and yanked her up onto her hands and knees. Her pert tits hung down tightly, firm from arousal. I slapped her hard across her enlarged nipples with my open palm.

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” she screamed, orgasming furiously. “Oh, you mean Daddy--don’t hit my poor titties anymore!”

		“Oh, yeah, I know how much you just hate that, baby!” I laughed, smacking her another good one across her ripe young nipples and watching as she shivered through a new wave of ecstasy.

		“Man, what a tight, hot fuck her ass is!” Rick moaned at that moment, his hips a blur as he drove himself in and out of Lyn’s gooey, gripping shitter. “It’s suckin’ at my dick, dude! It’s like it’s, it’s…suckin’ the come right out of my balls! Ugh! Unghh! Ughhhhh! Oh…fuuuuucckkkk!”

		Big gouts of white cream started boiling back out of my wife’s spasming bunghole as the boy powered his huge shaft in and out of her. His head was thrown back in sheer euphoria as he unloaded once more into her clasping sheath and Lyn was groaning right along with him, her small tits jerking in unison as they hung down from her panting chest, her climax total and overpowering!

		My dick jerked, untouched, and I realized that I was going to shoot my load, just watching the two of them. I reached down and gripped my prick and aimed it at my wife’s face, wanking frantically.

		“Here you go, baby!” I hissed as the spasms gripped me, up on the balls of my feet, leaning into the bed, ready to explode. “Here’s a little something from me!”

		Lyn’s eyes fluttered open just as a huge jet of spunk arched out the tip of my fat prick and spattered right into the middle of her face. She shivered with delight and opened her mouth to catch some of the spewing slime.

		“Oh, jizz me, you bad Daddy!” she sighed. “Come all over my face just like he’s coming up inside my guts, you naughty Daddy, you!”

		I groaned and pumped another massive wad of semen into her left eye, across her pert nose and down into her willing mouth. She swallowed it hungrily and I rewarded her with another big tongue-load from my next salvo.

		“Eat it!” I gasped. “Eat my hot come, you little whore! Swallow my shit while that kid drowns your ass in his ball juice!”

		

		****

		

		“Is this okay?” I asked Rick two hours later, standing on the street out by the bus stop in front of my condo complex, the sun slowly making its appearance.

		He glanced down at the small baggie with the three fat joints in it and the fifty-dollar bill I’d just given him, plus a five for the bus. He shoved the whole thing in the pocket of his jeans and grinned, nodding happily.

		“Hey, man, that’s super-cool with me,” he assured me. “After all of the booze and dinner and all of the free dope…not to mention lettin’ me fuck the shit out of your old lady for seven hours? I wasn’t expectin’ any money, dude, but thanks!”

		“I’d drive you back home myself, man, but I gotta’ confess, I’m whipped!” I admitted to him. “Also, I’m too fucked up from all of that booze and dope to drive across town and back. The bus is your safest bet, kid.

		Rick grinned. “No problem, man, I’m cool with it.”

		He turned and started for the bus bench but I put a hand on his shoulder and stopped him. He looked at me quizzically.

		“Uh, Rick, there’s just one more thing. Lyn wanted me to ask you…would you be interested in another party with us in the future?”

		“You got my number, man--anytime--anytime at all!”

		I nodded. “There’s only…uh…one more thing she wanted me to ask you, kid.”

		He looked at me, waiting.

		“Uh…she wanted to know if you knew any more guys that are…uh…hung the way you are that you might invite along next time?” I said hurriedly, half-ashamed to be asking what I was asking and wanting to get through it.

		Rick thought for a moment, and then smiled again. “I do know four or five, man…but they’re all bloods! You know? Is Lyn cool with that? Does she mind fuckin’ and suckin’ some dark dudes, man? And how about you…are you down with watchin’ your old lady getting’ gangbanged by a bunch of black guys, man?”

		I thought about Lyn and four or five ebony-dark guys with huge, thick black cocks. I imagined watching as Rick and his black buddies took turns double and even triple teaming my exquisite, white, raven-haired young beauty. My dick started to get hard just thinking about it!

		“No problem, man,” I grinned back at him. “Make the calls. I’ll be back to you in a week or so to set a definite date. I gotta’ restock the bar and lay in some coke and dope supplies if we’re gonna’ have a party that big, you know?”

		He gave me the thumbs up sign and turned toward the bench to wait for the early morning bus. I walked back through the gate to my condo complex, whistling as I went.

		I couldn’t wait for the next party—to see Lyn get it from all of those huge dicks!

		

		The End

		

		

		Author’s Note:

		

		This is a sex fantasy, fiction pure and simple. It is not meant to portray, nor does it represent any actual persons, living or dead.

		Rough sex is fine, as long as safe words are used and strict discipline in their use is maintained. Again, the sex depicted in this story is fictional. Don’t try this at home!

		Like this tale? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at: ckralston@gmail.com. I’m busy writing more stories for my fans’ entertainment, but I’ll try to take a moment to answer your e-mails.
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