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Used by my Stepson

My name is Emma, and this is the story about how I went from a loving stepmother to my stepson's whore.


It all started when I decided to fly into Buffalo to visit my stepson. It had been several years since I had seen him last, mostly because of monetary reasons. He had attended college in Buffalo and was lucky enough to acquire a job right out of the gate due to his interning. He bought a place about an hour outside of Buffalo and had been doing well ever since. I hadn’t seen him since he was 19, a bit scrawny, and insecure. Now, he would be 23, soon to be 24, and other than a few pictures I’d seen on Facebook, I had no idea what to expect with him.


Let me also enlighten you a little about myself. I’m 43, with shoulder-length hair, dirty blonde, with small A cup breasts, weigh about 105 pounds, am 5’ 2”, and have a lot of freckles. I got married early, at 20 to an older man, and adopted his son, Tom (what I call him, everyone else calls him Tommy), when I was 18. When he was 6, my husband, his father, died, and I have been single ever since. I had tried a lot of dating and things, but most of my life after that was taking care of Tom, sometimes having to work 2 jobs just so we could get by. I run a work-from-home business now where I freelance a lot of work, its good money and I never have to change out of my pajamas.


Anyways, once the plane landed at the airport, I grabbed my luggage and headed outside. It was snowing, cold, miserable, just like I expected Buffalo to be, but I would find out how much better the town is later. I found Tom standing outside, near a waiting car, a Dodge Challenger, with a sign that just read “Hi Emma!” I saw him before him me and went up to him. He smiled ear to ear when he saw me and gave me a big hug, then took my bags and put them in the trunk, and when we were all in and settled, we headed off towards his house.


The ride there was all talk, anything e could think of saying or talking about we did. We talked on the telephone a lot, but as most people know, face-to-face conversations were always better. I tried on a few occasions to get a good idea of what he looked like now, but he had a heavy winter coat on. He was more handsome than I remember, his jawline more defined, and his haircut wasn’t as shaggy and annoying as it had been when he left.


About an hour and a half later, mostly due to the snowmaking the roads quite slick, we arrived at his house. It was a modest one-story, with a large open living and dining room, connected to a kitchen with a half wall, so you could see into the living room from the kitchen, 2 bedrooms, a large bathroom, and several closets. Once we entered the house, Tom took my coat, hanging it behind the door, and took my bags into the second bedroom. I walked into the living room and sat down, taking the place in while he did so. It was a slightly awkward moment, but I was just happy to be here. When Tom came back into the room, I could see him much better now. He stood a foot taller than I did, his hair, now a bit shaggy was auburn and short, and he seemed to have gotten some muscle on him now. Not a lot, but enough that it showed without having to look too hard. He got us both a drink and we continued to talk for hours, laughing, crying, and everything in between. Four years apart really lets the emotions build up.


Before too long it was late and we both retired to bed, Tom saying that he had a surprise for me in the morning and that I would have to be awake early. I changed and lay down, the bed he had been quite comfortable. It didn’t take me long to fall asleep, but I thought as I did about how much I loved my stepson, how good he looked now, and how proud I was of him.


********************


When I awoke in the morning, it was just after 6 am, Tom having set an alarm in my room, I had to find it and turn it off. I smelled coffee brewing in the other room and, changing into something other than my slightly revealing pajamas, but when you live alone at my age, the only people that see them are you, and anyone you want to look at you in them.


I came into the dining room to see Eggs, Sausage, and Coffee waiting for us and we ate breakfast, I being impressed since he couldn’t cook boxed macaroni and cheese before he left for college. We talked a little, asking how we both slept and things, and talking about what the plans were for the day.


“You might want to dress up a lot warmer,” he told me, “we’re going to be going ice fishing.
“Ice fishing?” I asked, more because the idea surprised me than anything. I loved fishing in the summer months, but I had never attempted doing it in the winter.
“Yea, I think you’ll enjoy it,” He said, smiling. The smile was honest and handsome on him, and even more so this morning I realized how attractive he was. My eyes started to wander over him, taking his features in. After a few seconds of this, I hesitated, then stopped, realizing this was my stepson after all. When I looked back up at him, he didn’t seem to notice my ogling him, mostly because I could tell he was doing the same to me, and when he realized I was now looking back at him, he quickly grabbed out plates, told me to go get in some warmer clothes, and darted off into his bedroom to change.


I went into my bedroom to change and I couldn’t believe it. I was eye-humping my stepson while he was doing the same to me. What the hell was wrong with us? I kept berating myself for looking at him the way I did while I put on extra layers of basically everything, then met Tom in the doorway to the house. He gave me a winter coat, gloves, and a hat, and we went outside.


The snow was at least a foot high, but he promised his car would make it through it, and with it being 4 wheel drive, it did a lot easier than I expected for the make and model he had. We only drove about five minutes and arrived at a small lake situated in a state park. He took a few items he had for ice fishing out of the back, including a machine to cut holes, a ladle, bait, and a bunch of rigs to catch fish on. He put it all onto a sled, and we walked out onto the lake with a little difficulty, as the snow was higher on the lake, and dug out a spot with a snow shovel. Then, Tom made five holes with the machines, scooped out the excess ice with the ladle, baited the lines, and dropped them in.


We talked more, sitting on two fold-out chairs, keeping ourselves occupied while the fish, hopefully, found our bait. My conversation with him somehow found its way onto the topic of his sex life, which as much as I was embarrassed to ask him about, I wanted to know about it deep down.


“I’ll be honest, I haven’t had sex in a while, probably since sophomore year>”


“Why some long?” I asked, intrigued as to why he would wait, especially with the chance to have sex with many college girls.


“Honestly, I was in a relationship with a girl, and I thought I loved her, but I was more focused on her than school, and my grades started to suffer, so I broke it off. Now, with my job, I am kind of married to it, which is fine, I love my job, but I just haven’t found anyone yet.”


His answer surprised me. Most guys try to nail as many girls as they can in college and Tom was more focused on keeping his grades up, which worked for him since he got employed so quickly after school. Nevertheless, I wanted to pursue the topic further, wondering how badly he craved a woman, but refrained, again berating myself for wanting my stepson that way.


Shortly after the “sex talk” the fish hit the line, it was a small bass, nothing special, but then two more lines had fish on, and we hurried after separated ones. Tom got a little sunfish, and I caught a large northern pike, which Tom took a picture of me with. We stayed a few hours more, catching a few more fish, none of any real size, and the wind began to pick-up. The cold began to become biting then, and we both agreed to head back to the house, and we did, quickly.


********************


When we arrived back at Tom’s house, we tried to peel off as many layers as we could in the doorway, as the snow was stuck all over our clothes. Despite being in the cold, with this many layers on, you sweat a lot, which is part of why when the wind picks up you get so cold. I got down to my t-shirt and pants, and Tom removed everything but the same. He then took off his t-shirt and I stared at him. His chest and abs were muscular, not overly so, but there didn’t seem to be any fat on him either. The sweat glistened on his skin, and when he turned around, his back was just as toned. I honestly found myself getting turned on, and using every ounce of willpower I had, looked away.


“Go ahead and take a shower first, I’ll wait in the living room until you’re done,” he said. I barely heard it; I was torn between wanting my stepson’s body, and once again berating myself for staring at him.


“Alright” was all I could muster. I walked past Tom, and into the second bedroom, grabbed a shower gown and a pair of panties, and walked back down the hall and into the bathroom. As I did, I could see Tom peeking down the hall, looking at me again like he had that morning.


When I got into the bathroom I took off the rest of my clothes, turned the shower on, and used the toilet. I knew my pussy was a little wet from staring at Tom, and I hated myself for it. I wiped, flushed, and got into the shower. As I washed, I continued to fantasize about Tom, about his body, and his cock. Now, I had not seen his cock since he was probably six or seven, so I tried to imagine what it looked like. I pictured an average seven-inch dick, and I pictured me sucking it, him fucking my pussy with it, and I got more and more aroused. I began slowly rubbing my clit in the shower, letting out soft moans as I did.


After a few minutes of this, I had decided that I was going to finish showering, go to the living room wearing only my shower gown, which is nothing more than a short dress with an almost mini-skirt like bottom made of a material like a towel so it absorbs more water, and do my best to seduce my own stepson. I was clouded in an erotic haze, and I missed and love my stepson, and I wanted to show him how much. I quickly finished showering, toweled off, put on my gown, and headed into the living room, leaving my dirty clothes, and my clean panties, on the floor in the bathroom.


I walked in and saw Tom laying back on the couch, either watching a sports news programs or sleeping, I was not sure which. As I got up to him, I saw that he was barely awake, and when he caught the attention of what I was wearing, his eyes darted open. He started to sit up but I placed my hand on his chest. He had a look of surprise and I started unbuckling his belt, then undid the button on his pants and unzipped them. I leaned down and started kissing his chest, and instead of fighting against me, he laid back and accepted it, probably wanted this as much as I did.


I kissed all over his body, his face, neck, chest, stomach, and then I embraced his lips. We kissed as if we were a couple in passionate love, our tongues swirling in each other’s mouths, our breathing increasing rapidly. I could feel my pussy tingling, getting hot and wet, and I couldn’t resist it anymore, I had to see his cock.


I got on my knees In front of the couch, and Tom, taking the cue I hoped he would, sat up so that his crotch was in front of me. I pulled his jeans down to his ankles and saw that only a pair of black boxer shorts now stood between me and his dick. I rubbed my hands up and down the fabric, trying to get a feel for his dick. I knew right away it was longer than I expected it, and that just made me want it more, my body trembling with anticipation of his large member.


Finally, I placed my hands on either side of his boxers and pulled them down, revealing a bigger dick than I have ever seen in my forty-three years of life. It was easily ten inches long and had a girth over that was probably two inches, and it was rock hard waiting for me. I grabbed it with my hand and was amazed at how big it was. I began jacking it off slowly, alternating between staring at the enormous size of it, and looking at Tom’s face, watching him react to my hand.


I could feel his dick throb as I jacked it off, and I began kissing his thighs and could smell his musk, and it drove me crazy. I began licking his balls, and he began groaning above me as I did. His hand began running through my hair and then over my body. I knew what he wanted, and I was going to give it to him, and then give him something else we both wanted.


I stopped jacking him off and stood up, untied the back of my shower gown, and let it fall to the floor, revealing my entire body to him. My small breasts, which were almost nonexistent, if not for a pair of tiny mounds, each had a hard erect nipple, which Tom sat up and began licking. The sensation made me moan and shiver, the pleasure rushing through me. He would lick and swirl his tongue around one nipple while pinching the other with his thumb and forefinger, and then alternate. His other hand found its way down to my wet, shaven pussy. He began rubbing my clit slowly, and coupled with his nipple work, made me moan loudly.


This continued for two or three minutes before I finally got the composure to stop him. I pushed him back down on the couch, returned to my knees, and grabbed his large dick once again. I leaned in now and began licking his shaft from base to head several times, licking the precum off his head as I did, tasting the salty bitterness of it. When I had licked his base to head a few times, I did one more, and when I reached the head, I pulled the dick towards my face and took it in my mouth.


My mouth conformed around his dick, and I took maybe four inches in my mouth at first. I could taste his flesh, his precum, and I could hear him groan above me as I put it in my mouth. I began slowly sucking his cock, bobbing my head up and down over the same four inches as I did. One of his hands resumed running through my hair as he groaned, and the other resumed rubbing my nipple. The sensation made me moan on his dick and I took another inch or two, it filling more of my mouth than I expected. I wanted to take all ten inches down my throat, but I wasn’t sure I could yet, so I began vigorously fucking the six inches I could with my mouth, bobbing my head up and down on him as fast and hard as I could, as Tom continued to groan and rub my body.


His dick began to throb hard and his groaning increased in intensity, and I assumed he would be ready to cum soon, so I knew that now would be my chance to take his whole dick. I positioned myself higher and opened my mouth wide, then slid down his dick as far as I could go. With about an inch and a half left, I could feel it on the back of my throat and I started to gag, when I went to pull up, Tom’s hand on the back of my head kept me down, He wanted me to deep throat his dick too, so I took a deep breath and went for it.


I could feel it slide down my throat and my nose touched his skin, my chin touching his balls. I began gagging and pulled back and Tom let my head go, allowing me. The spit slid out of my mouth and down his shaft in large quantities. I took a deep breath, recomposed myself, and continued sucking the six inches I had before, harder than before. After another minute or so, I was sucking as hard as I could, and Tom grabbed my hair hard, and I knew it was coming. I went down one more time on him, and as I pulled my head back up, he handheld me in place again, and streams of his hot cum began pouring into my mouth. I swallowed a large quantity of it, and more poured in, I did my best with it, but gagged just a little before he was done cumming.


I licked around his shaft with it still in my mouth once more, and swallowed again, before removing his dick from my mouth. I sat back down and used my finger to take some cum that had escaped my mouth, on my chin, and stuck my cum covered finger into my mouth, licking it off in front of him. The taste was salty and bitter, like his precum was, but not unpleasant, and some men in my past had been. Tom was breathing heavily, covered in sweat, and smiling, as he looked at me with half-opened eyes.


“You have no idea how bad I wanted that,” he said to me, panting as he did. I looked at his dick as it began to go flaccid and smiled.


“Probably about as much as I did too, Tom. I love you, and in w…” he cut me off by putting his hand over my mouth.


“Don’t say anymore, just be and my whore, and I’ll be your stepson with the dick you want.”


I must admit, he knew he wanted this as much as I did, and he was going to take advantage of it as much as he could. We had the rest of the day together and tomorrow morning before I took a flight home, so we would have to make it count.


Tom got up, collected his clothes, and went into the bathroom, to take a shower. His hand came out holding my panties and I laughed, and then took them from him as I walked past into my bedroom. I used the towel I had in the bathroom, which Tom threw onto the hallway floor with my clothes, to wipe my legs and pussy. While I was giving him a blowjob, I was sopping wet, but I wanted to serve him more than anything at that moment.


I put on a tank top and some boy shorts, which I usually wore to bed since they are comfortable, and laid down in bed, turning on the TV. I surfed the channels for some time, but all I could think about was Tom in the shower. I tried everything to take my mind off of it, but I failed, and because of my heavy lust for Tom and my desperation for him once again, I got up and tried the doorknob to the bathroom. It was unlocked and I entered.


I saw Tom through the glass doors of the walk-in shower, completely naked, washing himself off. He had his back to me and didn’t see me for a few moments, though I’m not honestly sure how long I stared at him. When he did, he smiled, and just curled his finger at me, inviting me in with him. I hastily removed my tank top and boy shorts and opened the door to the shower and entered in with him. Within seconds of my entering the shower, his hands were all over me, running all over my body, the sensation was amazing. As his hands slid down further, a finger found its way into my pussy, and I gasped.


I wanted him in me in some capacity, and for the moment, his finger was sufficient. I found myself grinding my hips against his hand, fucking his finger like I would a dick. While I did, he just stood behind me and kept his hand perfectly still, allowing me to find my rhythm with my hips. For several minutes I did this, gasping and moaning loudly in the shower as I did, the warm water beating on my skin, and then Tom stopped. I waited a moment, catching my breath from the ecstasy of fucking his hand, and turned to see why he had stopped. Before I could fully turn around, however, his hand pushed me down so that I was bent over in front of him, and his dick found its way to the entrance of my pussy.


I had not had sex in probably nine months now, and I’m sure I was going to be tight, and Tom seemed to know that too because he grabbed my hips with his hands and slowly slid his dick into my hot, tight, wet pussy. I screamed as it entered me, a scream of pure ecstasy. It had been a long time since I had had something inside me that wasn’t a vibrator, and that wasn’t near as big as my stepson’s dick. He slowly pushed it in until it would not go further, and my body began to convulse. His dick was inside me for less than ten seconds and I was already being fucked deeper than I ever had before.


With his dick in my almost completely, he pushed me against the wall so that my hands supported me from the front, and, without legging go of my hips, he began pumping his dick in and out of me.


“Shit, Shit, Shit…” I kept yelling, the pleasure of having him inside me so overwhelming that I could barely vocalize anything. I could feel his throbbing member in me, loving every thrust into me, every thrust a little harder and faster than the one before. It did not take long, and I began to convulse harder and harder, and then I came. My body shook heavily as I came, and I could feel my cum rush around my stepsons' dick, but he continued fucking me, which made my orgasm longer and harder.


By now I was screaming because my orgasm was so strong, my stepsons dick so hard and so wonderful inside me. I wanted his cum now, I didn’t care how or where, I just wanted it. As if on queue, he spoke up.


“Where do you want my cum?” he asked, breathing heavily.


“Cum in me!” I screamed during another wave of orgasm. I had my tubes tied years ago, and the thought of my stepson’s seed in me now brought me close to another orgasm.


And then he came, filling my pussy with his hot semen, I could feel it and once again my body shuddered and orgasmed. I wasn’t sure how many times I orgasmed in that short about of time, but I didn’t care, it was amazing. I could feel his dick throbbing with every stream of semen he let loose inside me, and I could begin to feel it slowly oozing out, and down my leg. He then slowly pulled his dick out of me, and a rush of cum, both mine and his came with it. It took every ounce of strength I had to find my way to the seat in the shower and sit down, my body shaking, especially my legs.


“That was amazing” was all Tom could say as he stood beside me. I was out of breath and shaking, so as a response I took the head of his dick, which hung beside me, in my mouth, sucked it a little, pulled it back out, and then kissed it. This seemed to drive him nuts because he groaned loudly with a huge smile on his face. Wordlessly, he then washed himself off again with soap, rinsed, and left the shower, turning to wink at me before he closed the bathroom door.


I don’t know how long I sat in the shower with the water running, but it was long enough for the hot water to start to dwindle, making the water get colder and colder every few seconds. I took the hint and did my best to wash off again, then urinated and got my tank top and boy shorts back on, and left the bathroom. I entered Tom’s bedroom and saw him asleep, and thought that was a good idea myself, so I walked into my bedroom and fell asleep on my bed.


********************


When I awoke, it was dark outside, I had gone to sleep around three o’clock in the afternoon and the clock now read just after eight. I quickly got up and went to leave the bedroom, but decided to put on a pair of pants first, in case some unexpected company had arrived or something. Nothing like having your stepmother walk around like a total slut for his stepson and his friends.


I checked Tom’s room and he wasn’t there, but he was in the living room. He saw me and stood up.


“It’s about time you woke up, dinner’s ready, so we can eat if you’re hungry.”


I was quite hungry, so I just nodded, smiled, and made my way to the dining room table. He had made a nice dinner of steak, mashed potatoes, corn, and salad. It was a good meal, but we were now both awkwardly silent as we ate. After having your stepmother fuck you, what would you say? Or, in my case, after sucking and fucking your stepson, what type of normal conversation could you get into now? Tom had the answer.


“Hey, the hockey game is on if you’re interested after dinner.”


“I think that would be quite nice” I replied. Hockey, being my favorite sport, was something I loved to watch, no matter who was playing. And maybe having some sports on the television would give us both something to talk about, our favorite players, great plays, and so on. I couldn’t think of a better way to have a normal night with my stepson after what we had done.


We finished dinner and I helped him clean the dishes, which there were not many of, as he had already cleaned before I awoke, and we both sat on the couch to watch the game. Within the first five minutes of the first period, I could tell we would be rooting against each other on this one. The score remained tied, but the players were getting rowdy, including a pair of fistfights on the ice.


At the end of the first period, we were taunting each other wildly as the score remained tied, both of us agreeing, or disagreeing, with the announcers and referees. Our night had reached some sense of normalcy, until the second period.


When the game resumed, a pair of quick goals made the game tied and one goal apiece, and our taunting resumed. I was completely confident that my team would win, so I figured I would make some sort of bet, to gauge how confident he was with his team.


“I’ll bet you anything my team wins this game!” I shouted, confidence running through me. I knew I would win, and he was going to pay.


“What do you have in mind?” he asked, with a poker face on. He was as confident as me, so I figured I’d put some money on the table.


“If, no, I’m sorry, WHEN my team wins, you have to upgrade me to first class for the trip home” I announced, almost certain that he would back down. The upgrade from here to home was several hundred dollars at least.


So it was my surprise when he said “You’re on!”


My confidence faded slightly, and then I gave him a smug look and the game continued. At the end of the second period, the score remained one to one and we continued bickering. The third started and there were many amazing chances back and forth, but the game remained tied with only a few minutes left. It was then that I had forgotten to ask a simple question.


“What do you get if you win?” I asked, with more of a curious tone in my voice than I wanted there to be.


“When I win, you’ll see” is all he replied, with no hint of emotion besides confidence.


“What have I gotten myself into?“ I wondered but brushed the thought aside.


The game went into overtime with the score still one to one, and though our bickering continued, I seemed to realize that not only was my team starting to look tired but that I was going to have to pay my stepson an unknown debt of some sort. My mind raced at what it could be, and the living room became silent. I did not have to wait long to find out, however, because, in the first forty seconds of overtime, my stepson’s team netted the winning goal. I had lost the game and the bet, and now I was going to have to pay.


“Alright,” I said, trying to sound calm, but I felt somewhat nervous, “What do I owe you?”


“Go into my bedroom and take off your clothes” is what he replied. My heart skipped a beat for a moment, and then I realized what he wanted. He wanted to fuck me on his bed, and after the day we’d been having, I was more than willing to oblige.


I entered his bedroom and took off all my clothes, and sat them on the top of his dresser then stood there and waited until he came in, which was a minute or so later. He came in naked, which means he had either disrobed in the living room or bathroom, and smiled, his dick flaccid, but at the sight of me, began to get hard. He laid down on the bed and instructed me to suck his dick, so I bent over and, as I had earlier that day, put him into my mouth.


I slowly bobbed my head up and down on him as he groaned, and I could feel myself being turned on yet again. My body began to quiver slightly as I gave my stepson's head, and he remained still, enjoying it. Again, I was unable to get more than six inches in my mouth, but knowing that now, I was, in my opinion, giving him a much better blowjob than I had earlier.


“Ride me” he commanded and pulled my hair so that his dick popped out of my mouth.


I got on the bed and straddled him, cowgirl style, and slid his dick in me. Just like in the shower, I moaned loudly as it entered me, and began grinding my hips so that my pussy could enjoy everything his dick offered. His hands reached up and began rubbing my nipples and I began moaning louder, grinding myself into his large member. I could feel it hitting me in ways it hadn’t while bent over in the shower, and the feeling was incredible. Several minutes of this, and he issued his next command.


“Turn around”


I did, never letting his dick leave my pussy, and began riding him reverse cowgirl style. Once again the feeling was sensational, and I began screaming in ecstasy. I stopped grinding altogether and began bouncing up and down on him, feeling the weight of my body slam his dick as far as it could go inside me, and I could feel myself close to an orgasm, but before I could reach it, he issued one more command.


“Bend over”


I removed his member from me and stood up, my legs a bit shaky. As I went to get on all fours on the bed, he pulled a footstool from a chair in the room over and pointed. I knelt on that and put my arms on the bed. He walked away for just a moment, then came back, grabbed my hips, and thrust his dick into my vagina. I screamed in pure pleasure as it entered me so roughly, and the sound of his hips slapping on my ass as he went balls deep into me was all I could take. I once again began cumming all over my stepson’s dick as he fucked me. However, this time, when he could tell I had come, he removed his dick from me.


I was moaning and breathing heavy, so I didn’t see why he had stopped for several moments, but the next time I felt him, I could feel the head of his dick against my asshole. I started to resist, trying to pull away, but he was stronger than I was, but he did not push in yet. I could hear something and then felt a cold substance, lotion of some sort, squirt all over my ass. He rubbed it on his dick and inserted a finger into me, moving it around. I tensed up, the feeling uncomfortable to me.


Now it’s important to clarify a few things about anal sex to you. Yes, some women love it and most men want it, and yes, I had tried anal sex before, only once before. Several years back I was dating a man, purely for sex, and he kept asking me to try it. I finally gave in and allowed him to fuck my ass. His dick was only about five inches long and the girth was not impressive, however, I did not enjoy it. It was painful for me, but my man at the time wanted it and I allowed him to have it. After that day I had vowed to never try anal sex again.


Now, here I was at the mercy of my stepson, whose dick was much bigger than the only one that had ever penetrated me anally. I wanted to refuse him, with almost every fibre of my being, but two thoughts came to mind.
On, that I had lost the bet and I needed to pay up.
And two, this was my stepson and his pleasure was way more important to me than anything in the world.


Therefore I did my best to relax and breathe normally. I could feel the head of his dick at the entrance to my asshole and after a few more seconds, he began pressing his dick against my sphincter. I tensed up at first, and it took everything in my power to relax as he pushed into me. It was incredibly uncomfortable and the pressure seemed to build until the head of his dick finally popped into my ass.


At first, I was terrified but other than the pressure in my ass and a lot of discomforts, I felt no pain, so I relaxed further. Tom began slowly fucking my ass with the head of his dick, and I slid my hand down and began stimulating my clit as he did. The stimulation of my clit seemed to ease my tension further and a slight wave of pleasure began to overtake me. I felt some more liquid on my ass a few times and figured he was keeping it well lubed for himself.


And then he began pushing his dick further into me. The slight pleasure subsided quickly, and the pressure in my ass became enormous, as did the pain. With his dick half in my anus, I could no longer rub my clit, I grabbed the blanket as tightly as I could and began moaning. These, however, were moans of intense pain, not pleasure. He pulled his dick mostly out of my ass, applied even more lotion, and slid back in. The pain did not lessen with more lotion, and again I moaned loudly. Part of me wanted him to stop, but if this is what my stepson wanted, I would bear the pain for him.


He then pushed his dick the rest of the way into my ass, and instead of moaning, I began screaming. The pain was intense, and screaming seemed the only way to help cope with it. Tom began fucking my ass at a steady pace, sliding the whole of his dick in and out of me. I continued screaming every time he forced his way deep into me, and let out a momentary sigh as he slid it back out. My eyes began to well up from the pain, my breathing labored, and my screaming louder and more intense. Tom looked up at my face and saw that I was now crying.


“I’m sorry, I’ll stop,” he said and began pulling his dick out of my ass.


“Don’t” I managed to get out through labored breathing and ripples of pain. “You won” was the last two words I could muster and I began breathing hard again.


My stepson, sensing that I was being serious, slowly thrust himself back into my ass as deep as he could, and I screamed yet again. His pace at anally fucking me was becoming more intense, as was my screaming and pain. It felt as if his dick was ripping my asshole apart, and I wondered somewhere, in the recesses of my mind, if I was bleeding.
I have no idea how long my stepson fucked my ass, the pain overtaking everything, including time, but when I truly felt as if I could take it no more, he pulled out of my ass completely. Grabbing my hips, he spun me on my back, my head on the bed, my breasts arched out towards him. Through the fog of my tears, I could see him ripping a condom off his dick and he stepped up towards me when it was off. He jacked his dick off several times and began cumming all over me.


The first squirt of cum landed all over my chest, and the feeling of it on me brought me out of my painful haze. The second squirted an amazing distance and splattered all over my hair, face, and neck. I could feel it running down my face with my tears, and I now was beginning to get turned on again, despite the pain in my backside. The third stream also splattered me in the face, and then the next on my tits again. Finally, the last few spread all over my chest and belly. I could hear Tom groaning loudly during all of this, and I found a small sense of pride that I was able to do that for him.


Tom collapsed onto the bed beside me, and I could tell he was breathing heavily. As I lay there, covered in sweat, tears, and semen, I wondered what he was thinking, until he said it.


“I love you.”


I smiled and got up from the bed and slowly, carefully, found my way into the bathroom, I took a shower and was surprised to find that I was not bleeding, but that it was very tender and uncomfortable. It took me longer than usual but when I was done I went to see how Tom was doing. He was asleep on his bed, still naked, just as I had left him. I covered him in a blanket, collected my clothes, and went to bed as well, the pain in my ass subsiding.


The next morning I packed my bags and, after a quick breakfast, Tom took me to the airport. To my surprise, he had upgraded my ticket to first-class anyhow.


“I figured after last night you might want a comfortable seat,” he said, with a smirk.


He was right, my ass was still sore, but not bad. I kissed him on the cheek at the airport and hugged him. As he hugged back he said to me


“We’re going to have to do this more often”


Little did I know more often would happen sooner than I thought. 





Seduced by our Stepmother

Brenda was a proud stepmother of two adopted unrelated children living in the suburbs of Chicago. Brenda and her husband built a great home with a pool in the back yard that came complete with a pool house and a guest house. Her stepson, Jason, was the younger of the two and in his first year of college. He was a rather quiet kid. Outside of the home he was introverted and wasn't very good with girls. Brenda's step-daughter, Amy, was just finishing college and most of the time was out partying with her friends. Brenda's husband was a very busy man who left the house early in the morning and came home late at night. He loved to barbeque with his family or take them to the beach when he wasn't to busy working. Brenda worked part-time at a bank down the street and usually drove Jason to college early in the morning, picking him up right after work. Jason had always been very close to his stepmother and could tell her absolutely anything. She was one of the few friends he had in his life and she knew it.


The pool in the backyard was surrounded by a small woods that tucked it away privately. When Jason's friends weren't over, he would stay in his room. One day, Brenda decided to drag him out to the pool. She wore a one-piece bikini because she did all her tanning in the tanning bed in the basement. Jason looked bored just lying there poolside and looked at his step-mom wondering why she was the only one wearing a one-piece, so he just blurted, "Hey, why don't you wear a two-piece, like every other woman in the world?" Brenda was kind of surprised by his comment and put her tanning lotion down for a second. "What do you mean? Only girls who like men looking at them wear those. I'm an older woman and it wouldn't be appropriate for me to wear one of those. Besides, I find that comment highly inappropriate." Jason felt he shouldn't have said anything and apologized. "Sorry. How are you going to get a tan on your stomach, though?" Brenda answered. "Sweetie, that tanning bed in the basement doesn't just sit there, collecting dust, you know! Why do you want to look at my stomach, anyway?" Jason made a goofy face and started laughing. "You're the only girl here and there isn't anyone around. Don't worry, I won't be staring at you if you put on a two-piece." Brenda began to worry about her kid now and asked him about girls. "Honey, don't you have a girlfriend? I mean, there's gotta be some young girl out there just wanting to show off her body to you. I know what you're doing here and it's quite inappropriate, I must say." "No. I don't have a girlfriend, and no, I've never had one." Brenda's anger turned to sorrow for the poor kid and she thought to herself, it wouldn't be such a big deal to throw on a two-piece with a nice top. Maybe she could even get his lazy ass to do some work around the house as a bargain. "Jason, honey, how about this? If you wash my car tonight, clean your room, and take out the garbage, I'll wear a two-piece tomorrow after college when we get home. Okay?" Jason smiled with excitement and said, "Of course! I'd love to do some work for that," and smirked at her, making Brenda regret what she had just said a little bit, but a deal's a deal. The next morning, Brenda was in such a hurry, she ran into her stepson's bedroom to wake him up wearing only a bra and a skirt, her hair still wrapped in a towel. "Wake up, lazy bones! We gotta go!" Jason opened his eyes to the sight of his stepmom almost topless and, since he always felt comfortable around her, he commented, "Wow, what a sight to wake up to!" Brenda covered herself with the towel, realizing she was in her bra, and in a somewhat serious tone, said, "Jason, stop horsing around! We're going to be late." During the ride to college, Jason kept glancing over at her legs as her skirt slid higher and higher up her thighs. Brenda's frustration grew worse sitting in a traffic jam. She noticed his glances and pulled her skirt down. Jason blurted out, "I can't wait to see you in that bikini today, because you know I did everything you asked!" Brenda sighed, a little bit annoyed. "We'll see. You have to behave on top of it all and don't push your chances with me, young man." Jason was getting more comfortable talking about her body with her. "You know you have very nice legs. You should wear heels more often." Brenda took a deep breath. "Wow, my stepson is a leg man, huh? I would have guessed differently, the way you looked at me this morning." Jason kept it up. "Tell you what. I'll wash the dishes after college but you have to wear high heels with your bikini today by the pool." "Honey, you're lucky you're getting me into the two-piece to begin with, so just stop pushing this." Brenda sat there, thinking. She felt sorry for her stepson, who had never even touched a girl before. Maybe if she treated it like a game, she'd feel more comfortable with it. "Sweetie, if you wash the dishes for the rest of the week, I'll put on some heels for you, okay?" She snickered a little. She dropped him off and kissed him on the cheek, after which Jason's palm accidentaly rubbed her breast while he was grabbing his bag. She slapped it away and took off.


After college, Jason did everything he said he would do and was relaxing by the pool. Brenda came out in a white bikini and her daughter's heels because she didn't own a pair of her own. Jason looked at her with a kind of uneasy facial expression and that's when Brenda finally realized he was turned on by this. She sat by his chair again, concerned, with her heels on and legs closed tight. "Honey, I'm sorry that you've never had a girlfriend, but you have to realize, I'm your mother, and looking at me in this way is something that I think could be illegal." "I'm sorry, but I've never even kissed a girl and I'm so scared to even approach one. You are the only girl that I feel relaxed around and I feel like you understand me." Brenda smiled and hugged him. A warm feeling took over. "Tell you what, kiddo. I'll let you put some tanning lotion on my back." Brenda got up and walked over to her chair and laid on her tummy. The whole time, Jason's eyes scanned up and down her mature body. She was worried enough about her stepson that she was willing to participate in his game and help him become more relaxed around women. She didn't want her stepson to go through life afraid of women! Brenda's top was the kind that went up around her neck. She sat up on her chair and told Jason to come to her. "Don't be scared, silly! I'm your stepmom, remember? I'm not gonna bite you like the other girls at college. Now untie the knot behind my neck." Jason stood up with an erection, which Brenda noticed right away, but figured it was only natural. He walked over to her and sat behind her. His hands were shaking. He took one tie and pulled it, releasing the knot. Brenda grabbed her breasts, holding the top from falling off, stood up, and turned around. Jason just sat there, looking at her. She smiled and said, "Get up. I have to lay on the chair, don't I?" Jason got up as Brenda laid down on the mat. He took some tanning lotion and rubbed it on his hands. Brenda got comfortable and instructed him, "Don't be scared, honey, and, before you start, you have to promise me you won't tell dad that I let you put suntan lotion on my back. Deal?" Jason knodded and started rubbing her neck. Brenda's bottom was nothing like a thong, but it was tight enough around her butt that it showed off her curves. She kicked her heels off and said, "This is what you wanted, right sweetie?" Jason responded, "Yea. Thanks for letting me rub lotion on your back." Jason put some more on her lower back just above her panty line and spread it out to the sides. He then did her right arm, then her left. Brenda asked him about college. "How was college today? Did you do anything fun?" Jason responded, "The only fun thing we did was play basketball in gym and we also played cards during science class because Mrs. Heffner was out sick today." Brenda was becoming uncomfortable. It was starting to feel to good to her. Jason asked if he could put some lotion on her legs. "No, that's okay, honey. I think my back is enough for today. Thanks, though." Jason went to his chair and laid back, watching his stepmom lay there. "Honey, will you please tie my knot again?"


Twenty minutes later they were back in the house and Brenda started making dinner. Jason was now very anxious around his mother and wasn't sure about how to start a conversation after the awkward massage by the pool. "Brenda? When was the first time you kissed a boy?" Brenda turned around, weirded out by the question. "Oh honey, I don't remember. It was such a long time ago." Jason took a bold step. "Brenda? Would you show me how to kiss? I've never done it before and I don't want to be embarrassed the first time I kiss a girl." Brenda turned around, took her apron off and sat next to Jason. "Honey, looking at me in a bikini with my heels on is one thing, but a stepson kissing his mother intimately is completely different and I just can't do that. I'd love to teach you how, but I would be weirded out by it and it's just wrong." Jason put his head down, ashamed that he had even asked her. "Can I at least watch you get dressed in the morning?" Brenda responded, "How is that any different than what you saw today by the pool?" "Well, the bikini completely covers everything and I already know what a bikini looks like, but I've never seen what's under the bikini." "Honey, that is no different than kissing me. I'm sorry, but you'll have to find yourself a girlfriend pretty soon because this has to stop. You're getting out of control." Brenda turned around and put her apron back on and returned to cooking? Can I please see you? I swear, I won't tell anyone." "Stop hassling me, Jason! You're getting on my nerves!" She stood there in silence for a couple of minutes and then started feeling bad for yelling at him. Jason kept bugging her. "Please? I'll do anything around the house. I'll clean up the garage and wash dad's car and your's again! I'll even straighten out the attic and mow the lawn." Brenda replied with shock, "You're gonna do all that just to see me naked? I can't let you see me naked, sweetie, but I'll let you see me in my underwear. Will that calm you down a little bit?" "But that's just like the bikini. You'll have to do something more than just stand there in your underwear." Brenda couldn't believe she was negotiating with her stepson. She just wanted to get it over with and agreed to it. "Okay. I'm going shopping today. I'll let you come into the dressing room with me. Okay?" Jason responded, "And will you let me see your breasts? You can keep your panties on." Brenda responded with a sarcastic laugh, "Oh, wow. Great. You'll let me keep my panties on, huh?" Jason smiled and Brenda started smiling too. "I'll let you take a quick glance at my breasts, after which you will clean up the garage, wash both cars, and the mini van, straighten out the attic, and mow the lawn, and you've got a deal." She couldn't believe she was going to do this but she also wanted to get Jason to feel more comfortable around the female form and to not be so wound up and introverted around girls. They got into the car and headed for the mall.


Brenda wore a fairly long sundress and a matching button-up shirt. Jason kept glancing over at her and asking her to pull up her dress so he could look at her legs. Brenda refused silently, but Jason wouldn't back down. About twenty minutes into the ride, Brenda got tired of his incesant nagging and stopped at a light. She scooted back her seat so she would have more room and pulled her dress up over her thighs. She pulled it up until the dress reached her panty line and stopped there. Jason said, "Please leave your dress up like that. You have beautiful legs!" She saw no harm in it because he had already seen her legs by the pool and in her bikini. Jason's cock started to grow in his pants as he became aroused. They finally got to the mall parking lot and got out. First they stopped by the Baby Gap store to get some presents for Brenda's sister's newborn. They also got chinese on the way. As they browsed the stores, they came across a beautiful dress at a more classy place. Brenda was all about it and wanted to try it on. While the sales lady was getting a smaller size for her, she whispered to Jason, "What are you waiting for? Go into the ladies dressing room and wait for me at the last stall, so they don't see us go in there together. They'll think we're part of some sick cult or something if they see us. Jason got up and did as he was told. He went to the very last stall, which was also the biggest. There were women's clothes all over the place. His stepmom knocked quietly and he let her in. She started unbuttoning her shirt and quietly whispered under her breath, "You better do everything you said you would." She slowly took off her shirt and exposing a lacy, black bra, covering her perky breasts. She unbottoned her dress and let it drop to the floor. Jason could see her nipples through the black bra, but could not make out her bush. Jason boldly asked her, "? Do you shave?" "Of course. Every woman shaves." "No, silly, do you shave your vagina?" Brenda answered. "Since I'm already almost naked in front of you, I guess I can answer that question. Yes, I do shave, but not completely. Just enough so that the bush doesn't grow outside of the panties. Every woman who wears small panties like me shaves." "How do you do it? With a razor?" "It's none of your business how I do it. Now stop looking down there and look up at what we agreed on. " Brenda then slowly took her bra off, as her mature breasts fell out of it. She felt them with her hands. "There, see? No big deal. It's just a pair of breasts." "Wow! I've never seen breasts before. This is a pretty big deal to me." Brenda noticed his penis getting hard in his pants. “Could I feel them, too? Just for a second." "Okay, honey, but I'll hold your hand. I don't want this to get too inappropriate." She took his hand and put it on her right breast, massaging her breasts with his hand. "You okay, baby? Do you want to stop? You look a little pale." "No. I'm fine." Brenda was worried now. "That's enough, honey. You've done enough." She stood up, put her bra back on, and put the new dress on. She looked at herself in the mirror, liking what she saw. "I'm going to buy it." They went outside, paid for it, and started walking towards the car. "Brenda? Is there a certain way to kiss a girl, and when I'm kissing her, is it okay to feel her breasts during it?" "Most girls love to have their breasts played with while they're making out with a guy." "Did you like it when I felt your breasts in the dressing room?" "Well, honey, I can't get excited when my stepson touches me like that. I only did it to give you some experience. It has to be your dad that touches me like that for me to enjoy it sexually." "So, if you didn't enjoy it sexually when I touched you, there really isn't anything wrong if you teach me some more." "Yes, baby, but you're excited and that's what makes it wrong, you see?" "I'm not excited about you 'my stepmom,' I'm just excited about you 'the girl.' I mean, you're a girl and you just make me excited! It's only natural." "I don't know about the kissing thing, baby, but I'd hate to see you discouraged and mess it up the first time you kiss a girl, so I'll tell you what. If I'm going to teach you how to kiss, you will have to start doing some more work around the house. Homework is to be completed by 8 pm and only after you finish your work will I consider showing you anything, and me taking my panties off is absolutely out of the question, okay?" "Okay, . Thanks. Can I touch your breasts now?" Brenda gave it a thought for a second and realized it was dark out so nobody could see inside the car. She dimmed the lights and said, "Okay, sweetie, but be gentle and dont touch my arm. I'm trying to get us home in one piece."


Brenda put her right hand down and held the wheel with her left hand to give him easier access. "Brenda? Can you pull down your skirt too?" "Don't push your luck, sonny." Jason smiled and put his hand on her tummy. He didn't have experience with girls but he had tons of experience with watching porn and somewhat knew what kind of fondling was sexy. He rubbed her tummy and went down to her hip. Brenda: "That's too low. Get that hand back up." Jason slowly went over her panties and went back up to her left breast. He palmed it and started to rub it very slowly and sensually. Brenda put the radio on like nothing was going on. Meanwhile Jason went back down under her shirt and back up over her bra. He then grabbed her right breast and started looking for the nipple with his thumb and forefinger. He twisted it and pulled on it. "Brenda? Can I suck on them?" Brenda would usually say no but it was dark and nobody could see, so she agreed. "Just on the right one. That's the one you nursed on most when you were a kid." Jason put it in his mouth and started tonguing it. He sucked on her breast and kissed all around the nipple. She was starting to sweat and put her right hand on the back of his head and started running her fingers through his hair like she was combing it. Jason kept sucking and kissing her nipple. He then went over to her left one and licked it once. "No, sweetie. Stay on the right side. I'm still trying to drive, remember?" Jason knodded and went back to her right breast. He put his head up and started to kiss his mother's neck. Brenda knew it was enough and decided to put a stop to it. "That's enough, I didn't say you could kiss my neck, baby." "I'm sorry. I just wanted to see how that would feel." "It's okay, honey." While they were talking, Jason still had his palm on her breast. They pulled into the driveway and Brenda put her clothes back together and told Jason to straighten out. They came in and John was sitting at the table, eating dinner. "Hey, sweetie." Brenda walked over to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek."What's up, sport? What have you been up to today?" Brenda hurriedly answered for him, "Oh, not much. We just went to the mall and did some shopping." John got up and streched. "God, I'm tired, honey. Why don't you come to bed. I'll see you tomorrow, sport. Have a good time at college tomorrow." Brenda kissed Jason goodnight and said "Go to bed, baby. you've got college tomorrow."


at 7 am the next morning, Brenda burst into the room, waking Jason up. "Up you go, sleepy head! You've gotta go to college." In the car on the way to college, Jason turned to his mother and said, "Brenda? When are you gonna teach me how to kiss?" "Kissing is very intimate, kiddo. You've gotta give me some time to get ready for that." "Can we do a quick one before I get out of the car?" "We can't right now, baby. All the kids are going to see us." "Aww, come on. You can park right here before you get to the collegeyard and do a quick one." Brenda thought to herself, 'what good is it to me.' "What do I get out of this whole kissing game?" "Whatever you say. I'll do anything for that. Please, please?" "Okay, I got a good one for you. You're cleaning the pool this week. We're going to give the pool guy a week off." "Brenda? Do I get to feel your breasts during it?" "Sure, why not?" Brenda pulled around the corner and found a parking spot on a side street where kids weren't walking by. She shut the engine off and pulled her seat back. She leaned over Jason and pulled his seat back, too. "Okay, honey. Now lets try just a regular smooch on the lips." Jason leaned forward and closed his eyes. "No, silly. You have to keep your eyes open and look at me, like this." She leaned forward, looking him in the eyes, and planted her lips on his. Jason's penis was now fully engorged. She slightly parted her lips and licked his lower lip, sucking it for a half of a second, then backed off. "See? Now you can't be all shy like that. You've gotta relax if you want the girl to enjoy it. Now let's do a french kiss." She leaned forward, planting her lips on his and their tongues started twirling. Brenda liked to hum while she kissed. Jason's hands found their way to her breasts. He went under her dress and palmed her left breast as they continued their kiss. Jason's saliva was running down Brenda's chin and she backed off. "That's all you get for now, baby. Now go and try to concentrate in class today." Jason got out of the car with a raging hardon, not saying a word. In college, Jason couldn't get the kiss out of his mind.


After college, she came and picked him up. When Jason came in, she said, "I gave it some thought and I think it would be okay for you to see me with my panties off. There's nothing wrong as long as you don't touch me. Besides, what goes on inbetween a woman's legs should be something you're familiar with." "Wow! You're really going to let me see your pussy?" "Now, since you were born I never allowed that kind of language in my house, and I won't allow it in my car either, so watch your mouth. Yes, honey, but I'll only take my panties off. And you can't tell your father about this because he wouldn't understand." "Okay. Whatever you say, I'll do the dishes and the lawn and wash the cars. Whatever you want me to do, I'll do it." "Well, I appreciate the enthusiasm, honeym but this is for educational purposes. We're not making a bargain here." "Okay, but I'll help out more around the house anyway.


That afternoon they were both lying by the pool. Brenda had her new peach bikini on and a pair of heels she recently bought at the mall that looked perfect on her pretty little feet. As she lay there on her back, working on her tan, Jason looked at her body. He was very anxious and couldn't wait for his mother to take her panties off. Jason finally blurted out, "Can I see your breasts again?" Brenda responded "I wanted to work on my tan, anyway." She sat up and turned her back to her horny stepson. "Why don't you untie the knot on my neck again, please?" Jason did it slowly and before he untied it, he grabbed her right breast. Brenda took his hand off and told him to behave. Jason took her top off and threw it on the ground next to them. Brenda relaxed and laid back, enjoying the sun topless. She took the suntan lotion and started applying it onto her breasts, clueless as to what she was doing to Jason. She went on for what seemed like forever, until her breasts shimmered with lotion. Jason couldn't hold out any longer. "Can you take your panties off now?" Brenda replied, "Did you wash the dishes?" "Yes." "Did you mow the lawn earlier?" "Yes." Brenda stood up next to Jason with her heels still on and slowly started to pull her panties off. She pulled them halfway down to her knees. Jason was speechless. Her mound was completely shaved. Her pussy lips were tucked in and Jason couldn't get a good look at them. His mother towered over him in the nude, with her bra laying on the ground next to them, and her panties pulled down to her knees. Jason was dying for his stepmom to spread her legs for him. " Will you spread your legs so I can see in the middle, there?" "No, sweetie, I think you've seen enough for today." She pulled up her panties and laid back down on the chair, leaving her bra on the ground. "Brenda? Can I kiss you?" "Alright. Come here." She put her head up, supporting herself with her elbows, and let her long hair fall back. Jason knelt next to her and put his right hand on her tit. He brushed her hair off of her breast and Brenda smiled, saying, "You really love looking at my breasts, don't you?" They started kissing, which seemed to last long for both of them. Jason's hand wandered down her tummy close to her panties. Brenda took hold of his hand and angrily broke their kiss. "Jason, do you want me to stop this?" "No, I'm sorry, but I'm so interested in seeing between your legs and it's killing me." Brenda got up and put her bra on. "Touching me down there when my guard is down is no way to go about it." Jason put his head down as his mother walked away, pulling her panties over her exposed asscheeks.


The next morning in the car on their way to college, Jason was getting bolder and bolder. "Brenda? Didn't you say earlier that it didn't get you excited" "Yea, do we have to talk about this so early in the morning?" Brenda was wearing tight jeans, so she thought to herself, if she let him feel her, it wouldn't be that bad because she would barely feel it on her pussy. Jason kept asking her, "Brenda? Can I just touch your legs, please? It has nothing to do with your vagina." Brenda kept driving without answer. Jason's pleading continued throughout the ride until Brenda finally agreed. "Ill let you touch my inner thighs, but please be gentle and don't ask for anything more. Jason was now the happiest kid in the world. He put his hand on her right thigh and started caressing her. He immediately went up to her crotch and felt over her mound. She slid down the seat to give him more access. She didn't expect to feel anything through the thick denim but she definitely felt pressure on her pussy. Jason continued caressing her and thought of a different idea. He told his mother to pull over to the same old side street where they could have a little privacy. "Brenda? Since you won't let me see you down there, can I at least smell you? Brenda immediately responded without hesitation, "Absolutely not." Jason then said, "Brenda? If you let me do this, I won't ever ask anything else of you." Now she was finally getting somewhere. She could finally shut him up about all of this and decided on a new idea. "Now I won't let you go near me down there with your face, but I'll let you take my panties to college with you." Jason was dumbfounded. Brenda got out of the car and got into the back seat of the minivan. She closed the door and now nobody could see her through tinted windows. "Don't look at me!" She screamed at Jason. She slipped her panties off under her dress and tucked them in a backpocket of his bookbag. "There! Now you can smell them all day if you want, but don't lose them. Those are my favorite." Jason jumped out of the car happily and ran off. On the ride home after college Brenda tried to avoid the conversation about her panties and, instead, simply asked, "You have them?" "Yes." She was a little irritated at herself and the whole situation. "Give them back." He pulled them out of his bag and gave them to her. She threw them in the back seat. "So, how was college, honey? Find a girlfriend yet?" "Actually, there is this one cute girl that asked me to go skiing this weekend with her and her family." Brenda thought to herself, maybe all these lessons she'd been giving him helped a little bit.


Saturday came and went. Sunday morning, Jason was still at home. Brenda didn't want to comment on anything but she could tell he was hurting. Jason explained to his stepmom that the trip wasn't going to happen and refused to go into detail. Brenda was now bummed out as well. "Sweetie, your birthday is coming up. Is there anything I could get you to help you get over this?" Jason just sat there, saying nothing, with his head down. "Honey, there's gotta be something that could cheer you up." Still no answer. Brenda sat down next to him. "What if I let you see my vagina the way you wanted to earlier? I'll spread my legs so you can get a good look. How about that?" There was finally some kind of response. "Will you let me touch it too?" She had a skirt on that rode up to her knees and an apron over it because she was in the middle of cooking dinner. She finally spoke. "Fine, but we'll do it my way. I'll guide you through it and no funny stuff." The second she finished the sentence, her husband, John, walked in, threw his bag next to the couch, and sat at the dinner table. "So, what's all the chattering about tonight?" Brenda's heart was beating faster. She was hoping her husband didn't overhear their little conversation. "Oh, nothing, sweetie. We were just talking about some birthday presents for our young man, here." Jason smiled at his mother and she smiled right back. "How nice." After dinner, John turned on the TV and focused all of his attention on it. Brenda cleaned up the table and put the dishes away. Jason decided to get up and help her. When they went into the kitchen, Jason felt her breasts. Brenda was shocked he would do this with his father in the next room. She took his hand away and whispered in a half angry tone. "Stop that right now!" Jason wasn't convinced of her anger and grabbed her ass. Brenda was now really angry, which Jason noticed, so he stopped. In a way, she was happy that she finally got her stepson cheered up and that was all that mattered to her.


The rest of the week, Jason was checking out his mother every chance he got. He couldn't wait to unwrap his birthday present. His birthday party was no big deal; just close family and a few of his friends from college. They had a poolside barbecue that his father organized. It was quite a day. Jason was happy about all the presents he got, but couldn't get the one his stepmom promised him off his mind. The next morning, the pool area was a mess. It was going to be a long clean up session. John was upstairs, sleeping, while Jason and his stepmom were cleaning up all the pop cans and garbage. When they finished, Jason looked at his stepmom and asked her politely, " Can I unwrap my gift now?" "Not while your father is in the house." "Oh come on! You know dad's so asleep that nothing's going to wake him." Brenda knew that her husband was sound asleep, so she told Jason to wait for her in the basement while she went upstairs to put her robe and underwear on. Jason sat down on the couch. His palms were sweaty and he was shaking a little bit. His stepmom walked down the steps in heels and a bathrobe. Under the bathrobe, she had on only a bra and panties. Jason stood there, his jaw dropped. Brenda walked up to him and told him to relax. She undid her bathrobe and sat next to him, crossing one leg over the other. "Now, honey, you have to be gentle and, if you want to stop, just say so. I don't want this to get weird." Jason just knodded. Brenda leaned back against the couch, lifting her hips up, and pulled her panties down all the way off, putting them on the couch next to her. She put one leg over the other again and looked at Jason. "Are you sure you still want to see my vagina, honey?" "Yes. I'd really like to touch it too." "Okay, sweetie. One thing at a time." She was now sitting next to her stepson, naked from the waist down. Brenda uncrossed her legs and told Jason to lean over. "Give me your hand." Brenda guided his forefinger to her and lightly went over her slit with it. She leaned back a little bit to give Jason better access to her whole pussy. "See, honey? That's my butthole right there." Jason took his finger and felt over it. "It's okay, you can put your finger in my vagina, but remember: do it slowly." Jason took two of his fingers and started to push them in and out, slowly. He could feel her wetness. "Brenda! You're wet down there." "Well, honey, I'm only human. You're fingering me!" Jason kept it up and picked up the pace a little bit. "Brenda? Can you take your bra off?" Brenda unclasped her bra and let it fall to her thigh. Jason knelt in front of her, spread legs, and started fingering her faster. He stopped for a second, which surprised Brenda. "What's wrong, honey?" "Can I put my little finger in your ass?" "What have I told you about cursing in this house?! Nothing is going up my butt, understand? She stood up. "Pull your pants up and go wash up before breakfast." She walked over to the sink and put the towel in warm water, soaking it. Jason ran upstairs and waited for his stepmom at the kitchen table. John came down soon after. "What you been up to, kiddo?" "Not much, dad. Just cleaning up after last night." Her husband's kiss on her neck and slap on the ass freed her of her deep thoughts. Their 21 year old daughter, Amy, walked into the kitchen in her bikini. "Why don't you put on some clothes, honey? We're not at the beach." Amy wrapped herself in a towel and sat down to eat. "Who wants to go to the beach today," Brenda asked upon seeing her daughter's breakfast attire. Jason kept glancing at his stepsister's breasts. "Sure, I wanna go to the beach." John: "Awesome, Jas'! Why don't you go help your stepsister load the van." "Dad can we bring the umbrella?" "Yeah, that's a great idea. Put the second row seats down and put all the stuff behind my seat."


Forty five minutes later, Jason and Amy finished loading up the van. The second row seats were down and full of beach stuff. Towels, tanning lotions, a couple of tents, beach balls and an umbrella, that was completely blocking the rear left seat. The only seats left were the driver's seat, passenger's, and the rear right seat, which was now behind a mountain of blowup floats. Amy yelled, "I'm sittin up front!" Brenda: "Alright. Me and Jas' will sit in the back." John: "What are you two gonna do back there?" Brenda: "I'll just have Jason sit on my lap." They got into the van and took off. John looked into his mirror "You guys okay back there?" Brenda: "Yeah we're good." About 5 minutes into the ride, Brenda turned to Jason. "Honey, my right leg is asleep. You've gotten very heavy in the past few months." "Do you want to switch?" Brenda whispered: "Okay, but no funny stuff now. Your father can see us in the mirror." They switched and Brenda was now sitting in Jason's lap. His erection was at half-mast, but she could still feel it. Her knee-long skirt and low-cut shirt that covered her bikini top weren't helping much either. Jason tried to take his mind off of his stepmom's ass, so close to his crotch. John looked in the rear-view mirror at his wife. "Honey, did you bring my tanning lotion?" "Yeah, it's gotta be somewhere in this pile. "I wanna get a good tan today, so I'm not even gonna put any lotion on." Brenda could feel Jason's erection getting firmer and the pressure on her thigh was growing. "Well, you'll burn without lotion. Have you heard about the rise of skin cancer? At least put on SPF 15." "Okay. I'll do that." Jason whispered to his stepmom. "Dad can't see your breasts. Can I feel them?" Brenda shook her head 'no.' Jason wasn't convinced that she meant it, so he put his hands on her hips. She took her hands off the seat and put them on his, prying his hands off of her. "I can't believe I even considered that this morning. No more fondling, especially around your father." She whispered back at him. Jason's prick was now at it's hardest as the road got bumpier. He put his hands on her hips again. Brenda thought he was just trying to keep her balanced. He kept sliding his hands up and down her hips. She thought nothing of it and didn't protest. Jason's hard cock was right on her pussy. Brenda moved to the side as she became aware of her wetness. She couldn't believe she was getting wet. It was a while since she and John had had sex, so any friction easily caused her to get wet. She was so ashamed, she got up and scooted a little bit lower, trying to avoid her stepson's hard cock. she was about to slide off Jason's lap, so she leaned back onto her kid. Her juices were now soaking her panties. "This was a bad idea, Jason." Jasons hands moved higher up her sides. He reached her tits and squeezed each from the sides. "No, honey. Not now! I promise, I'll let you, later." "When?" "I don't know, when we get home." She didn't feel right, letting her stepson touch her breasts in this aroused state. Her belief was to let him learn and have fun but it would be wrong if she let him do it while she was aroused. The time flew by for Jason, but for Brenda it was the longest ride of her life. "Were here!" John yelled. Brenda got off of her stepson's lap, turned around, and whispered to him, "Stay in the car until you calm down a bit." she glanced at his penis, indicating that was what she meant. "Okay. I get it." "What's all the whispering in the back?" Amy asked her stepmom. Brenda ignored the question and Amy looked at the two of them with a smirk. They all grabbed the stuff from the van and headed for the beach. Amy had on a yellow bikini and high-heeled sandals. Brenda turned to her, "Sweetie? Don't you think that's a little inappropriate?" Amy responded, "I'm 21. I'm not a little kid anymore." "Fine, honey. If your father's fine with it, I'm fine with it too. They situated themselves on the beach. Amy lied on her belly right next to her stepmom. John opened up the newspaper and that was it for him. Jason went into the water. Amy turned to Brenda. "Will you put some lotion on my back and then I'll do you too? "Sure, sweetie. No problem. Brenda knelt down next to her daughter. She untied her top straps and let them fall to the side. "What are you doing?" Brenda: "It's okay, honey. You don't want tan lines, do you?" Jason was coming out of the water to a hot scene. His stepmom was putting lotion on his stepsister's back in a massaging motion. After she finished, Amy got up and did the same to her stepmom. Jason couldn't get enough of this. "Brenda? When are you gonna do what you promised?" Amy turned around. "What's he talkin' about?" Brenda: "Nothing, honey." "No seriously? What is it?" "I don't know. He wanted me to buy him something when we were walking by the beach stand over at the parking lot." Jason nagged on. "Awww. Come on! Are you done tanning?" Brenda: "No, I'm not, as a matter of fact. I told you to be patient. If you keep asking me, you won't get anything." John: "What does he want, Brenda? I'll buy it for him. What is it, ice cream?" Brenda: "No, honey. Don't worry. I'll take him. Come on, Jason. Let's go. Amy. Honey. Do you mind tying my bikini strap?" Amy responded in a very suspicious tone. "Sure." Brenda got up with an annoyed expression on her face. She grabbed Jason's hand and almost dragged him up the stairs. "What did I tell you?! I said, don't be silly and don't fool around. Your father picks up on alot of things. You'd be surprised." "I know, but you promised you would let me feel your boobs after the ride." "I said, when we get home.""Why can't we do it here, Brenda? There's a spot behind the parking lot in the woods. Nobody will see us." Brenda "What is it that you want to see, anyway?" "I don't know." Brenda: "I've already let you feel my breasts a couple of times. I even let you finger me.." Brenda realized she said that a little loud because there were some kids walking past them, so she lowered her tone. "I even let you finger me." "Brenda? I think there are condoms at that grocery store over there." Jason pointed to a deli. "So? What do you need condoms for?" Brenda responded with a grin. "You said you would let me have sex with you if I had condoms." "I never said that! What are you talking about? I didn't mean to imply that at all." "Well you sure fooled me." "Aww, I'm sorry, honey, but that wouldn't be right. What if the condom broke accidentally? What would we do then if I got pregnant with your baby? You didn't think about that one, did you?" Jason responded, "But that won't happen! I'll be very careful. If we do it on the way home in the car, you could sit on my lap and it wouldn't even be like we're having sex because the car ride alone would be creating friction and plus it would be a great learning experience for me." Brenda wasn't completely opposed to this idea. She remembered the car ride to the beach and even thought it might be fun. Plus she was still wet from the car ride to the beach. "You would be able to get an erection with your father 10 feet away in the driver's seat?" Jason was optimistic. "Of course. I think I'll have no problem with that." "Wow, I can't believe I'm gonna let you do this. Where is that store?" Jason was so happy, he jumped up and hugged his stepmom. She was smiling now, too. "Follow me." He lead her to the store where they bought some condoms. An hour later, they all finished packing up the van and climbed in the van. John looked in the mirror and saw that his wife was sitting on Jason's lap. "You're gonna suffocate him back there, Brenda." She responded, "No, honey. He'll be fine." Amy, you okay up front?" "Yeah. I'm good. I think I'm gonna get some sleep." That was the last of the conversation for a while. In the back of the van Jason finally managed to reach his condom's from his back pocket, but now he had another problem. He was completely limp. Brenda could feel the lack of a hardon and turned around. "What's wrong? Are you nervous? I knew you'd be nervous because your father can see us in the rearview mirror." "No. I'll be fine. I just need some stimulation." Brenda didn't want to do any more than she had to. "What can I do?" "I don't know. Use your imagination." Brenda stood up off his lap and pulled her panties and dress down all the way to her ankles. Her bare ass was sitting in Jason's lap. "Stand up again, so I can get my swimming trunks off." Jason whispered to his mother. Jason pulled them down and felt his stepmom's warm ass on his penis. She slowly started to grind her ass on his crotch and, sooner than she expected, she was getting a response. Jason reached around and cupped her breasts. She was now giving him a lap dance while smiling at John in the rearview mirror. Jason reached in between her legs and found her clitoris. He started rubbing it slowly and then picked up the speed. He could feel his stepmom's now hardened nipple with his left hand. Her pussy juices were now all over his fully erect cock. Brenda stood up a little to give Jason enough room to position himself and took hold of his cock, aiming it at her pussy. She was now very wet and worked up. She rubbed his cockhead up and down the length of her pussy lips teasing him. Jason took hold of her hips and pulled her down slamming his thickness all the way into her depths. She let out a quiet sigh which john heard. "You guys okay back there" Brenda immediately responded. "Yeah honey my foot fell asleep." Jason sat there with his mother impaled on his dick, both of them motionless. The forgotten condoms laid on the seat next to them, unopened. She sat up and then down again, a little surprised at the length of his cock. After a few seconds, she noticed John's attention was on the road. She did it again, but this time repeating it 3 times. Jason's cock was throbbing. Brenda turned around and whispered to him, "It's okay. Dad's watching the road now." She didn't want to wait for the car to hit bumps for her to enjoy it, so she took things in her own hands. She leaned back onto Jason and started bouncing on his cock. Her face was getting redder and sweatier. Jason held her hips and helped her bouncing motion. Quiet slaps echoed through the back of the van as their fucking continued. Jason was close to cumming and sad, "Brenda? I'm gonna cum!" "You can't cum yet! Slow down." She sat on his cock, motionless for 20 seconds, then started bouncing again. This time, Jason managed to hold his orgasm. Brenda sped up her bouncing and now they were fucking hard. She put her head down as her breathing quickened. She leaned on him again and grabbed his left hand, putting it on her left breast, grabbing the back of his head with her right hand. She whispered in between breaths, "Faster, honey. Don't finish yet." "I'm almost there." He kept fucking her hard. Brenda could feel her orgasm building up, so she quickened her grind. Just a few seconds later, she started cumming. Her jaw dropped and her body shivered. She put up the best effort not to squeal, and put a hand over her mouth. Her orgasm was losing steam now, but Jason kept fucking her. The cloth seat was drenched with the juices of mother and stepson. Jason wanted to make her cum again, so he reached inbetween her legs and started fingering her clitoris. Brenda was right back into it. She noticed that they were getting really close to home. "Jason sweetie, we're just down the street from our house." He snapped out of his trance and realized she was right. "Okay just a couple more pumps." Before he had the chance to finish saying that, he felt his orgasm building. He started shooting cum into his stepmom and, the second she felt it, it stimulated her G-spot, so she came on his cock again. Spurt after spurt, Jason filled his mother with hot semen. After about 30 seconds of cumming, the both of them were done, and breathing very heavily. Brenda got off Jason's cock and quickly pulled up her skirt and panties. Jason did the same. His stepmom's juices were all over his balls and pelvis. Brenda turned around and planted her lips on her 21 year old, saying "I hope you've learned enough because we can't repeat this again. And I had better not be pregnant, or you're grounded, mister." Jason responded with a shy, "Thanks." They both quietly got out of the van.


The next day, Jason woke up with a hardon. His stepsister, Amy, was still asleep in the bed across the room from him. He promised his stepmom he wouldn't tell anyone about their sexual episode in the back of the family van, but he was very close with his stepsister and usually told her everything. He glanced over at her and saw that she was sleeping in only her panties and a tank-top. He had always fantasized about Amy, but that was the only thing he never told her. He often masturbated in the family room while sniffing her dirty panties. The sound of him turning over in his bed and rustling the sheets woke his stepsister up. Amy glanced at him, which he noticed. She noticed he was smiling as he laid there, looking up at the celing. Jason was thinking of the smell of his mother's juices, which his penis was drenched in last night. Amy knew he was hiding something. "What are you smiling about, you little twerp," she said with a chuckle in her tone. "Hmmm, nothing," responded Jason. "Oh come on, what's the smile about? I know you wanna tell me something." "Yeah, but this is one thing I promised stepmom I wouldn't talk about." Amy was a little puzzled after he said, ."What do you mean, 'mom?' What happened? I promise, I won't tell!" Jason responded. "What do I get from you if I tell you?" Amy smiled. "I don't know. What did you have in mind?" "How about you show me your boobs?" Amy was kind of disgusted, but not utterly. "You pervert. Stop playing around and tell me what you and mom are hiding!" Jason was serious now. "Do you want me to tell you or not?" "Of course I want you to tell me." "Then flash your boobs at me. It's no big deal." Amy didn't say a thing for a few seconds. "Okay fine, but I'm just going to flash you." She pulled up her tank-top, exposing her young 21 year old breasts to her 18 year old brother. They were nice and firm; just the right size. Jason was drooling as he looked at his stepsister's naked breasts. "That's enough. Now tell me the big secret." Jason had to tell her because he had promised. "Okay, fine, but you're never gonna believe me." Amy was getting more excited by the minute. "Just blurt it out already!" "Okay, fine. Remember yesterday when I was asking to get me that thing?" "Yeah, what was the thing?" "Well, before we went to the beach, Brenda promised she would let me have sex with her, and on the way home, we went to a store, bought a condom, and Brenda let me fuck her in the back seat. That's why she was sitting on my lap!" "You can't be serious." "I swear on my life. I kept begging her and begging her to teach me about it, and that was the only way she could shut me up." "Oh. My. God! It totally makes sense! Believe it or not, I totally sensed something weird was going on." "Yeah. I'm no longer a virgin, and I lost my virginity to Brenda!" Amy was initially repulsed by the thought of her brother and mother fucking, but then started to find it interesting. Arousing, even. She couldn't believe she felt that way, but there it was. She kept asking questions. "It's illegal for people to have sex with a minor, let alone their kids. How long did you guys do it for?" "I don't know. Pretty much the entire ride home. She pulled her panties and skirt down and just sat on my dick. Then she bounced on it for the duration of the ride." "Oh my god, that slut! Did she enjoy it?" "I don't know. She seemed like she was enjoying it. Brenda even let me feel her tits while I was fucking her." Amy couldn't believe what she was hearing. She was ashamed, but it was definitely turning her on thinking about her mature stepmom, impaled on her stepson's cock. "Was she wet down there?" "Yeah. Her juices were dripping all over my dick and stomach. It was a total mess back there." Amy was naturally curious about her brother's penis size, considering he made their mature and experienced stepmom cum. "Can you show me your dick, Jas'?" Jason pulled his shorts down and his cock sprang out. It was rock hard and was moving to his heartbeat. Amy laid her eyes on his 6 inch hardness. She wasn't exactly impressed, but thought it was fairly decent-sized. "Wow. That's pretty good for your age. I bet Brenda wants some more of that right there," she said with a sarcastic giggle. Jason responded, "Oh, you think it's funny huh? She came twice, you know." "Oh, really? How could you tell? That was your first time." Jason was getting frustrated with his stepsister. "I don't know, exactly. All I know is, there was a lot of water everywhere. On the seat, on my balls, and stomach, so you laugh all you want." Amy responded. "Wow, that's pretty interesting. I wanna see Brenda's tits too." "Why would you want to see them? You've got a pair of your own." Amy responded, "I don't know. I think it would be kind of neat to see them." They continued their conversation until about 10:30, when their father interrupted them. "Come on kids. Brenda's got breakfast ready. let's eat." They looked at each other, winked, and followed their father down into the kitchen. Amy purposely didn't put on any shorts and went to the kitchen in only her panties and a tank-top. She noticed her father looking at her as she made her way down the stairs. "Okay. You're not a little girl any more, sweetie," her father told her. She jumped on top of him and threw her arms around his neck, and her legs around his waist, forcing him to carry her into the kitchen. "Just let me eat my breakfast and then I'll put some shorts on, daddy." They walked into the kitchen. Brenda looked at her daughter funny, smirking. Shortly thereafter, Jason walked in with jeans on. He was trying to conceal his hardon, but his stepsister sitting next to him in a tank-top and panties wasn't helping much. They finished breakfast quickly and John got up and said, "I'm gonna go read the paper by the pool. Can you make me some coffee, sweetie?" He turned to his wife and kissed her on the cheek. Brenda responded, "Oh sure, honey. You kids want some coffee?" Both of them nodded 'no.' Jason got up and said, "I'm gonna join dad by the pool." Brenda noticed, Amy was looking at her differently. As soon as John walked out of the kitchen, Brenda looked at her daughter. "Okay, what's the matter? Why are you looking at me like that?" Amy kept smiling, but didn't say anything. Brenda was still in her robe and only had panties on under it. She leaned against the counter and slurped her coffee with a smile while she looked at her daughter. Amy broke the silence. "Brenda. I know what you and Jason did yesterday and I have nothing against it, but I want some lessons too." Brenda didn't expect this at all. She put her coffee cup down and walked around the table to sit next to her daughter. "Did Jason tell you about us?"

"Yeah. It's no big deal. I promise I won't tell anyone, unless…" "Unless what?!" Amy kept going on, "I promise I won't tell, but only if you let me see and touch your breasts. I mean, come on, Brenda! It's only fair, after what Jason did to you!" Brenda couldn't believe what she had gotten herself into. She wasn't even thinking and blurted out, "I'm gonna kill that little brat!" "Don't blame him for everything. I noticed something was strange myself. I would have eventually found out." Brenda leaned back in her chair and undid her robe. Before she continued, she said, "you have to promise you won't tell daddy or this ends now." "I promise." She leaned over the table and kissed her mother on the cheek. Brenda pulled the robe partially away from her body, which was enough for Amy to see her breasts. She then took her daughter's hand and put it on her breast, feeling it over. Amy's mouth fell open as she kept feeling up her stepmom. Brenda grabbed the back of Amy's head and pulled it closer to her. "It's okay, honey. I know you want to," Brenda added. Amy planted her lips on her stepmom's nipple and took it in her mouth, suckling on it. Brenda thought it was a bit too loud, and scalded her. "Shhhhh, your father might come back to get his coffee." Brenda's tit was still in Amy's mouth, so she just hummed "mmmhmmm" and continued sucking on her mother. Amy was getting bolder and placed her right hand on her mother's left knee, and began a slow approach to her pussy. Brenda grabbed amy's hand and pushed it away. "Just this for now, okay, honey?" Amy knodded and took her lip off the nipple. She planted a short wet kiss on her stepmom's lips, but Brenda did not kiss her back. "Okay, that's enough, honey," she said as she stood up and tied her robe together. "Now I'm going shopping. I'll have to talk to you kids after your father leaves." Amy had been planning to go shopping all week. "Brenda? I need to go shopping, too." Jason burst into the kitchen. "Who's going shopping?" Brenda's plans for a peaceful afternoon of shopping were now ruined. She invited her kids along. "Fine. Let's all go shopping." Jason added "Brenda? you know I need a new formal suit for the college dance on friday." She just nodded and told them to hurry up and meet her in the van.


The ride to the mall was pretty quiet until Brenda broke the silence. "Okay, you two. I have to talk to you about something. Now Jason, I don't appreciate you spilling the beans about what we did." Jason tried to interrupt her, but she cut him off. "Let me finish! Your stepsister told me what you said to her and I'm not thrilled about it." Jason looked at his stepsister with an angry smirk. "Bitch!" he muttered under his breath. Amy stuck her tongue out at him. "I'm talking right now!" Brenda repeated herself. "Now, we have to keep this between the three of us. We can't let anyone else know. This is incest and I could go to jail for letting Jason, well, you know." Amy and Jason giggled quietly. "We won't tell anyone else, I promise," added amy as she looked at Jason for confirmation. "I won't tell anyone. The only reason I told Amy is because I tell her everything. Shes my sis and I love her." Brenda was proud of how close her kids were. "Well, it's not that bad, I guess. We're family, after all, and if you can't trust family, who can you trust? Now who needs what I'm buying today to seal our secret pact?" Jason said, "I just need the formal suit, but thanks for the offer." Amy needed all kinds of things. "I need everything, from shoes to panties." Brenda looked in the rearview mirror and smiled, "That's fine, honey. We'll get you what you need. Just don't forget our deal. And they drove on happily. Brenda was feeling more relaxed about her sexuality with her stepson.


As they walked through the mall, they stopped by almost every other store. Brenda bought Jason the new shoes he liked, and they stopped and got chinese. As they continued through the mall, they came across Victoria's Secret. Amy looked at her stepmom. "Can we just try on a few things? I promise, it wont take long." Brenda was in a hurry to get home but said, "No problem, sweetie." As they walked in, an attractive woman in her late 40's greeted them. "Hey guys. What can I do you for?" Brenda looked around at all the bras and panties and answered, "Well, my daughter needs some panties. She's been growing out of them lately. The sales lady responded, "Oh, no problem. Follow me, please." She took them to the back right corner of the store and started showing them some of the sexier panties and bras. Brenda looked at the sales lady and added, "This will do fine. By the way, where is your dressing room?" She pointed to the back right corner and walked away. Amy already had her eye on a few pairs. "Brenda? Look at these! I wanna try these on." Brenda rolled her eyes, taking the panties in her hands. "I can't believe how revealing these things are today." Jason could already picture his stepsister in them. "Brenda? I wanna try them on." Brenda grabbed two pairs of bras and said, "Let's go to the dressing room." Jason's cock was getting harder and harder trying to picture his stepmom in those bras. "Can I come too? I promise, I'll behave," he said with a sincere look. "Okay, fine, but you just sit there and don't say anything. They went to the last stall in the back of the dressing room and all three went inside.


Amy started to unbotton her jeans and Brenda took off her shirt, revealing a black, almost see-through bra. Jason sat there, half embarrassed about his hardon, which was getting worse by the second. Brenda looked at him and kind of felt sorry for the little guy. "Oh my god, look at him. His penis is hard already. I guess it's because of his age." Amy giggled, "Yeah, you okay there, buddy," she said in a sarcastic tone. Amy sounded sarcastic, but was getting turned on by the entire scene. She glanced over at her stepmom, who was unclasping her bra slowly, revealing her 40-some year old, but still quite perky, breasts. Jason was getting more and more uncomfortable and started fidgeting. His rock hard cock wanted to burst out of his pants. Brenda was now topless as her bra fell to the ground. She put on the new bra and glanced at herself in the mirror. "Wow, this looks pretty good on me, huh?" Amy was in her panties and started to slide them off. She kicked them to the side, next to her stepmom's bra, and put on the new black laced panties. She pulled up her shirt and revealed her tight stomach in the mirror. Both women were now half-naked, standing in front of Jason, who was sitting down on the side bench. Amy looked at her brother again and then looked at her stepmom. "Brenda?" Brenda recognized that tone and looked at her young daughter with concern. "What is it, sweetie?" Amy looked at her brother and then back at her stepmom. "You know that I'm a virgin, right?" Brenda was a little bit surprised. "Well, that's okay, honey. You can choose when to have sex, anyway. It's dangerous. There are all kinds of diseases out there these days, not to mention getting pregnant." Amy looked at her stepmom again. "What if you let me do it with Jason? He has no diseases. He's only done it with you." Brenda was a little weirded out, but didn't completely dismiss the idea. "I don't know about that. He's your stepbrother, for Christ's sake. I mean, it's wrong!" Amy saw that her stepmom wasn't completely against it. "But why not? You did it with him. It isn't fair," she said with an almost angry tone. Meanwhile, Jason just sat there speechless. He couldn't believe what was going on in front of his eyes. His stepsister was begging her stepmom to let her have sex with him. Her brother! Brenda kept on arguing with Amy. "Honey, you're a virgin. Do you know how much it hurts when you're a virgin?" "I don't care. I just wanna do it." Brenda added, "We don't have any condoms here." "That's okay. You'll be here to make sure nothing bad happens." Jason tried to get into the conversation. Brenda turned toward him and said angrily, "You sit there and be quiet." Jason put his head down. Brenda looked at her young daughter and now noticed she was braless, because her young nipples were poking through her tank-top. She sat to the right of Jason and patted the empty seat on her right. "Come sit down, sweetie." Amy sat next to her stepmom, still only in her panties and tank-top. "Okay, you guys can do it, but there are a couple of rules. First, Jason, you just sit there and don't touch your stepsister until I say you can." Jason nodded. "Okay." Brenda continued, "Second, when you have to cum, let us know so we can pull her off of you in time. Third, you have to be very quiet. The dressing room is quiet right now, but there are people coming and going all the time." Brenda turned to her daughter. "Honey, do you think you're wet enough for him to get in there without too much pain?" Amy was a little puzzled. "I don't know." Brenda responded "Okay, let me see." she took hold of her panties with her right hand and pulled the elastic open, glancing down at her daughter's young bush, which was nicely trimmed. She slipped her left hand down her tight stomach and found her slit. She felt over it with her fingers and inserted her middle finger into her daughter's tight virgin pussy. She pushed it in and out for a while. Amy's breathing started to quicken, her head rested on her stepmom's shoulder. Jason's jaw dropped. He kept drooling over the hot scene in front of him. Brenda decided that her daughter's pussy wasn't quite moist enough. "Honey, you aren't quite wet enough. It's gonna hurt a lot." Jason tapped his stepmom on the shoulder. "I got an idea. What if I lick her vagina to get it wet enough?" Brenda responded angrily, "No! You just sit there. I'll get her wet enough." Brenda got up and stood over her two kids, who were sitting on the bench. She still had her new bra on and her business skirt. She knelt in front of her daughter's legs and pushed them apart. "Scoot down a little bit, sweetie." Amy scooted down and got her pussy closer to her stepmom. Brenda grabbed her panties on the sides, said, "Lift your ass off the seat for a minute," and slid her panties completely off. She got down closer and kissed her clit. "Spread them a little, baby." She licked all over the length of her slit. Amy let out a loud sigh. "Shh quiet," said Brenda, and continued to lick her slit. She put her arms under Amys legs and lifted them up over her shoulders, then spread out her young pussy with her hands. Brenda planted her whole mouth on it and started sucking it. She went all the way down to her asshole and way back up to her slit as her licking and sucking intensified. She stuck her tongue deep into her daughter and sucked her juices for another minute or two. "Okay, you're ready now." Amy was a little bit dizzy from her stepmom's tongue as she helped her up. Jason's cock was already out and rock hard. Some precum was on the tip of his head, oozing down it's length. Amy put her leg over her brother and was about to impale herself on his hardness when Brenda stopped her. "One second. Before you do that, we gotta get his penis wet, too." She took her stepson's cock with her left hand and took the head in her mouth. Her tongue worked around his head and then she took his lengh all the way down, deep in her throat, and started bobbing her head up and down. Jason was in heaven. For the moment, his mother's mouth would suffice over his stepsister's pussy. He felt the familiar sensation; that tingling in his balls. "Brenda? If you keep at it, I'm going to cum in your mouth!" Brenda slowed her bobbing, pressed the tip of her tongue in his pisshole, and waited for a moment. Then she took her mouth off his cock and a loud pop echoed through the dressing room. "Okay, go ahead, but slowly." Amy positioned herself over her brother's cock, her back to him. Brenda took hold of Jason's rod and smeared his precum all over his stepsister's slit. Then she put her hands on Amy's hips and slowly pushed her down. "Ohhhh. It hurts." "It's okay baby, that's normal. Don't stop. Go all the way down." Amy sat on her brother's cock and let out a silent scream. "Shhhh," Brenda put her fingers on amy's mouth and helped her up again. Jason tried to grab Amy's tits but Brenda slapped his hands away. Amy finally started the up and down motion on her own as their fucking got wetter. Brenda put one hand on amy's tit and said "It's okay baby, just relax." Amy looked at her stepmom sexily as her brother continued fucking her. Brenda put a finger on Amy's clit, which put her over the edge. Amy exploded in an orgasm, which was the best feeling she ever felt in her young life. She was a squirter like her stepmom. The fucking came to a slow stop as Amy's knees were getting weaker and weaker. Brenda noticed Amy's knees were quivering as she helped her off Jason's cock. Amy looked at her stepmom and said without hesitating, "Brenda? You wanna go next?" Brenda was a little bit surprised. "I thought this was just about your virginity. I've already had sex with him, regrettably," she said as she smirked at her stepson. "Come on. it'll be quick. I doubt he can last much longer than 30 seconds, right buddy?" Amy said as she looked at her brother. "How much longer can you last, Jas'?" Brenda looked at him. "I don't know. She's probably right; about a minute more, maybe." Brenda sighed loudly, as if she were doing Jason some big favor. "Jesus, I can't believe I'm about to do this!" She pulled her skirt up and slipped her panties off. Amy threw the panties on the floor. Brenda kept her bra and skirt on because she felt ashamed of being naked in front of her kids. She threw one leg over Jason and straddled him, impaling herself on his cock. "Ohhh." She was surprised at how much bigger it felt this time around. Jason was smiling as he looked at his stepmom. "Wipe that smile off your face," Brenda quietly scalded him. "This better be over quick." She started bouncing up and down on his cock, relying on her feet for balance and support. Brenda positioned herself so his cock was rubbing her clit, and almost started a slow grind. "You guys okay in here?" The voice of the sales lady came from the entrance end of the dressing room. Brenda stopped her motion and just sat there on her stepson's cock. "We're just fine." Brenda answered. The sales lady spoke again. "If you guys need anything, just let me know. I can help you decide what looks right and what doesn't." Brenda was worried about the sales lady coming closer and told her daughter to leave the stall and talk to her for a minute. Amy put her panties back on and walked into the hallway. "How do you like these panties?" The sales lady was surprised to see the young 21 year old. "Oh, they look great on you, honey! Have you tried any bras to match?" Their conversation continued as Brenda sat on her stepson, motionless. She looked down at him and saw that he was almost done. She began a slow, but quiet grind on his cock. "Shhh," she urged him not to make any noise. Jason put his hands on her hips and helped the fucking motion. The voices of her daughter and the sales lady in the hall were drowning out the wet fucking, which was picking up in pace. "Okay, thanks," Amy said to the sales lady as she walked away and went back into the dressing room. "Amy, he's never gonna cum from this position. I gotta get down on the floor." Brenda got up off her stepson's cock, which sprang up and hit him in the stomach, and positioned herself on the floor. She pulled her skirt all the way up and spread her legs. Jason rubbed his cock over her slit and asshole, which annoyed Brenda, so she reached over and pulled his cock towards her pussy, inserting it all the way in. Jason started to fuck her fast now, their pelvises slapping against each other violently. Amy was getting more and more turned on and she bravely reached around for her mother's ass, finding her asshole. Brenda gently took her hand and pulled it away. A few seconds later, Amy grew bold again and tried the same thing. She found her mother's asshole and inserted her middle finger, looking at her. She could tell she was feeling it, so she went deeper. Soon, Brenda's juices were flowing down to her asshole, which made Amy's finger fucking smoother. She inserted another finger, after which Brenda let out a loud sigh. "Shhh Brenda," Amy beckoned, and continued fucking her ass with two fingers. Jason's thrusts became more erratic and quickened. Brenda noticed this and tried to say, inbetween breaths, "You... better pull out in... time." Jason just knodded and kept fucking. Suddenly, the stall door next to them opened violently and hit their stall wall, startling them and causing Brenda to freeze again, pushing herself back on Jason's cock and pinning him against the opposite wall. She could feel him throbbing, deep inside of her. A woman's voice called out, as if to no one in particular, "Oh, terribly sorry!" Brenda listened carefully to the music coming from the woman's earbuds and was certain that she couldn't here them at all. Still, it frustrated her immensely. She wanted so badly to cum and now she'd have to do it with an audience. The thrill of being caught only encourged Jason, who started fucking his mother with a newfound fervor. "Oh, I'm gonna cum!" He whispered loudly. "Not yet, Jason! I need it. Don't cum yet!" She wrapped her arms around his pelvis, trying to slow him down, but he was unstoppable. "Brenda?" Jason questioned her intentions, still pounding her like it was his first time. "Oh, Jason. It feels so good," was all she could manage, trailing off in extasy. Jason came deep inside Brenda, spewing rope after rope of cum beads inside of her. Brenda just laid there, unsatisfied and embittered. She stood up, not realizing how much cum her young stepson had just deposited. Familial seed ran down her wanting pussy, staining her skirt. Brenda got up and walked over to her purse, where she had some napkins. She wiped her pussy over and over trying to get his come out, then she did the same with her skirt, but it was useless. "Oh god. Now I have to buy this," she added. Amy got up and put her jeans back on while her stepmom took the new bra off and put her old bra and shirt on. Jason just sat on the floor, naked and exausted from fucking the two women. Brenda never came, but she was impressed at how he made his stepsister cum and almost got her off again. Brenda grabbed Jason's hand and helped him up. "Come on baby, get dressed." They somehow put him back together and walked out of the dressing room. Brenda handed her new bra to the sales lady at the register and noticed the sales lady had a smile on her face. They grabbed all the rest of their bags and headed home. As they walked through the mall, Brenda felt very uncomfortable. She didn't cum and some of her juices were oozing down her thighs. Amy noticed something was wrong with her stepmom and she gave Jason a look. Jason made a gesture like he didn't know what was wrong with her. "Brenda? Are you alright?" Amy asked Brenda. "Yeah, honey. I'm just fine...why do you ask?" Jason got into the conversation. "You didn't cum, did you?" Brenda turned around and told him to keep his voice down. "For your information, I did not. But it's okay, Jas'. I know it's hard to handle two of us, but you did just fine, honey." She hugged her stepson as they walked out into the parking lot. "Brenda? I can go again, if you want me to." "Yeah, I'm okay with that. I'll drive us home and you guys can go in the back and finish your business, if you want." Brenda really needed to cum because she couldn't think straight so worked up. "Okay. We'll put the seats down on the floor and you can drive." They got in the van and threw all the bags in the trunk area. Then, Jason flattened all the seats, which were designed to go into the floor. Brenda laid on the floor and Jason got on top of her. He put his face close to his stepmom's and started to kiss her neck. Brenda took hold of his face and planted a wet kiss on his lips. She was so horny, she lost all control. Jason slid out of his jeans and underwear, pulling his t-shirt off as Brenda took her skirt off and removed her panties, one leg at a time. Laying on the car's carpet irritated her bra clasp, so she took that off too. The two were entirely naked. Amy adjusted the rearview mirror so she could see the action. Brenda's jaw dropped as her stepson entered her again. He felt like a hot knife slicing through butter. Jason flexed his penis a few times inside of her, really working Brenda up. She met her daughter's eyes in the rearview mirror and felt ashamed, but she was too aroused now to let that get in the way of her orgasm. Brenda was surprised by how hard he got in such a short time. Jason started to fuck her as the van rocked with the motion. Brenda's pussy was already very sensitive from the earlier fuck and she was about to cum. No more than two minutes into it, she started to cum on her stepson's cock. "Oh god, I'm cumming." She said quietly. Her sqirt splashed all over Jason's stomach. The orgasm went through her like an earthquake and her chin quivered. Suddenly, the guilt washed over her. She pulled herself up and pushed her stepson gently off of her. "But I'm not done!" She looked at her stepson. "I'm sorry, honey. This is just so wrong. I'm sorry, Amy. This was wrong of me!" She suddenly felt like a worthless mother. The episode in the dressing room could have gotten her young daughter pregnant, in fact both mother and daughter could be pregnant right now, for all she knew. Amy pulled the car over. "Then you drive. I'm going to finish what you started." "No, honey! You can't! It's just as wrong for you to do it as it is me," Brenda pleaded. "I don't think you're in a position to argue with me," Amy reminded her mother. Brenda wiped herself off, put her clothes back on, and switched places with Amy, who was out of her clothes in the blink of an eye. "Hey, brother. Are you ready for me?" Jason could only stare at her breasts. He wasn't sure how this could have happened, but he wasn't going to fight it. She laid down on her back and guided Jason into her. Jason grabbed onto the seat in front of him for support, causing his mother to feel his thrusts through her headrest. Annoyed, Brenda chimed in, "Are you two finished yet? We're nearly home!" "Oh God, it feels so good." Amy's voice faded as she shuddered, about to climax. "I know, honey. But it's so wrong." Suddenly, Jason's thrusts became erractic, his thrusts faster, but less controlled. Brenda recognized what was happening and tried to stop it, but it was too late. Jason yelled out, "Jesus! I'm cumming, sis'. I'm cumming so hard!," and blew his load entirely in his older stepsister. "Don't stop, Jason. I'm about to cum, too!" "I'll try, sis'." Jason fucked her past his threshold, trying to please his stepsister the way she had him. "Oh yes, Jason. That's it. I'm cumming, too!" Amy's fluids drenched Jason's pubic hair, her thighs, and everything around her, cleaning her out. "We're in the driveway, kids. Please, put your clothes back on." They dressed eachother and exited the van, which smelled of damp sex now. Brenda's love of her children and trying to be a good stepmom and competing for her kid's love with her husband; it all clouded her thinking and judgement. She wasn't sure what to do, now that her kids weren't interested in stopping this. 




















Mom's college teasing

I dropped the heavy brass knocker on the thick oak door and listened to its dull thud reverberate in the silence of the cold, dark night. A minute later a soft glow lit up the hallway and I saw the silhouette of a man walk towards the door. I did not know why my heart was pounding the way it was. I wasn't in a habit of asking my big brother for help, but after all, that’s what family is for, right?


My brother was a little surprised, but pleased to see me and immediately asked me to come inside and out of the cold. He took my coat and walked me to the living room, or library, as he called it. We sat down by the fire and he poured us both a nice glass of brandy. I quickly took a big swig of the burning liquid, hoping it would help me find the words for what I was about to ask. My brother just looked at me, holding the glass in his hands and warming the brandy. I suddenly felt ashamed of how I almost emptied the glass in one gulp. Knowing my big brother, it was probably a very old and expensive bottle.
“It’s nice Ken... The brandy, I mean. And the fire” I babbled.
“Yes it is” he answered, swirling the golden brown fluid in the round glass. “It was a personal gift from the head of the institute in Bordeaux. It’s almost a hundred years old”
I nearly chocked. My brother wasn’t a wealthy man, preferring knowledge over possession, but what little he owned was nothing but the highest quality. I promised myself to fully enjoy the next sip and make sure he’d see it.
“Now, what is it you wanted to see me for? I mean, you’re always welcome and I do enjoy your company, but there is something that’s troubling you, and judging from the way you’re guzzling this very fine cognac, you really need to get it off your chest”
“I’m sorry... but you’re right, there is something. I know you’re buried with work already, with your book, lectures and research projects, but could you… can you help Jeff in college? Maybe tutor him?” I asked my brother.


Instead of directly answering my question, Ken got out of his club chair and stepped towards the fireplace. He tossed another log on the fire, used the poker to precisely arrange the wood and put the metal spark guard back in place. Without saying a single word he strode back to his chair and sat down again. Only then did he respond to my request.


“I could do that, but Jeff really doesn’t need any tutoring. He is a very bright boy” he said. It wasn’t exactly the answer I had been hoping for.
“I know he is, but if he doesn’t improve his scores he’ll have to repeat a semester”
Again my brother was silent for a while and just watched the wood being attacked by the flames.
“That once nearly happened to me too” he finally said.
“It did? But you had nothing but A’s” I exclaimed, surprised by Ken’s confession.
“Not always...” he said and took a small sip from his glass “When I was about Jeff’s age, there was a time that my grades were really poor and I almost did not make it. I only became an honor student because of our step-mom’s.. er.. motivational techniques”


I was really dumbfounded. In my memory my older brother was nothing but a genius, the smartest boy in college. He graduated with the best scores of his class and as a result he received offers from several prestigious universities. How could he almost have flunked, and what had our step-mother done to prevent it?
My beloved step-mother was in a home now, with a severe case of Alzheimer’s. The last time we visited she just sat in her chair and didn’t even recognize us. Whatever it was she did for my brother, she couldn’t help my step-son. I would have to do it myself.


“So what is it that step-mom did to turn you into the straight-A student I remember?”
My brother looked me straight in the eye and I could see he was very serious and a little reluctant. When he finally spoke, he didn’t tell right away, but asked another question in return
“Are you sure you want to know?”


An hour later I was back in my car, driving through snowy landscapes. I had taken the long way home and let my brother’s words replay in my mind in as the trees and houses passed by. My mind was whirling and my heart was pounding as millions of questions rolled in my head. Kenneth’s question if I was sure I wanted to know was echoing in my ears. Yes, I had wanted to know, but now that I knew, I could not believe it.


“You recall how step-mom was a bit of a ‘free spirit’, a typical child of the sixties?” my brother began his story.
“A hippie?”
“If you want to call her that, yes”
Although step-mom never talked much about the past, we both knew of her wild days, before she settled down, and married our father. Our step-mother had been part of a group of idealistic people who founded a community where private property was banned. Everything would be shared freely; food, clothes, housing, everything. There were all kinds of drugs and free love was everywhere. Although she had to give up most of those ideals when she grew older, she was definitely the coolest step-mom in town.


“What about it?” I asked.
“Well, she reckoned there is only one thing that could motivate a teenaged boy to study”
He paused a minute, as if he was waiting for me to give an answer. I was a total blank, however.
“Come on, don’t act so innocent” he said, smiling mischievously.
“S..Sex?” I stammered.
He nodded at me as if I was one of his students who just answered correctly.
“Our step-mom took you to a hooker if you passed?” I asked surprised.
“Not quite.” he said, pausing again. “Here, let me refill your glass”


I knew I needed it and nodded as I sat down and mentally braced myself for what was about to come. Kenneth filled my glass and his own, put the stopper back on the bottle and sat down too.
“So one night, step-mom came to my room and said she needed to talk. She sat down on my bed and that’s when she told me about this A-B-C reward plan…”


It was an unusual plan to say the least, radical and dangerous. But I knew I had to do something, even if it was insane. There was no doubt about it; what our step-mom had done had proved to be very effective and if I wanted Jeff to pass this year I had to at least consider it.
I had a really hard time deciding what to do. If I did nothing, Jeff would fail for sure, but every time I was about to decide to go through with the plan, a little voice inside me kept reminding me it was more likely it would scar my step-son for life than improve his grade. On the other hand, it obviously hadn’t traumatized Ken; he wouldn’t have brought it up if it had.


Oh, what should I do?


Snow began to fall again and as I carefully steered my car through an immaculate white world, I once more ran all the other options in my head. I came to the conclusion that there was really no feasible alternative. I was short on money already, and barring bribing the teachers or hiring a full-time and very expensive tutor, I had tried absolutely everything a mother could think of. Everything but this.


Before I could go through with the plan, I also had to ask myself if I was able do it. Could I use sex to motivate Jeff? Could I seduce my own step-son and do all those things to him? I had to be honest.
It was hard to admit, but more than once I had felt a decidedly inappropriate attraction to Jeff. I knew he was my step-son, but he’s also a very handsome young man. Looking at him, I recognized the things that made me fall for his father all those years ago. Giving in to that would not be too hard, now that I had a legitimate reason.


Yes, I was going to do it.
Maybe.


A few weeks later, I was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting. I had had plenty of time to make my decision, balancing the pros and cons and changing my mind almost every day. In front of me was Jeff’s latest report card and there wasn't a single good mark in it. There was no way he’d pass with these grades, but even now, I was still very indecisive. There was no time to crawl back, as I could hear Jeff walk down the stairs.
As he walked into the kitchen, I finally decided to go through with the plan.


“Sit down” I said, trying to sound stern, but not so much it would frighten him.
I could see his eyes go from me to the report card, to me again, then to the vacant chair and the kitchen door before he sat down without saying anything. He knew what this was about and knew better than to protest.


“I've tried helping you, I've tried coaching you, even punishing you. You’ve switched colleges and you’ve changed majors. I know you’re smarter than this and you and I are going to prove that.”
Jeff shook his shoulders and nodded indifferently.
“There is something I want to try, one last thing. Are you interested?”
I unbuttoned the top buttons of my blouse. Jeff’s eyes immediate shot down and feasted on the cleavage I was showing. Oh yes, he was interested alright.


“On your next report card…” I started, and then paused to take a deep breath. “If you get a C, you’ll get to ‘See’ me naked”
His eyes opened wide.
“If you get a B, I will give you a Blowjob”
His jaw fell open.
“And if you get an A, we will go All the way”
He looked as if he could not believe his ears and it took quite a few step-moments for him to take in my proposition. I couldn’t see what was happening under the table, but I bet there was a huge lump growing in his pants if. Then I saw a twinkle in his eye and a sheepish grin formed on his lips.
“What are you thinking?” I asked.
“I was just wondering… What do I get for an F?” he said, while he held up a recent geography test.


It was a relief Jeff was able to crack a joke at a time like this; my proposition had not freaked him out too much. However, it was not time for a reward yet.
“An F means... you can go Fuck yourself” I chuckled while I buttoned up my blouse again, leaving one undone as a reminder of what could be his.
Jeff knew I was serious and knew better than to push his joke any further.
I patted his knee and said “Now, why don’t you get upstairs and get started with your homework, and I’ll make us a nice dinner.”


Throughout dinner and all evening I kept teasing him, jutting out my breast and wetting my lips. As he got up after the meal I could see he had a hard time trying to hide the swelling that had formed in his pants. It must have driven him mad, knowing I was there for him, ready and willing, just one good grade away. Finally the frustration got the best of him and he disappeared into his room. Hopefully to study, but probably just to beat his meat.


But, as I continued to tease the hell out of him over the next weeks, his grades slowly began to improve. F’s started to become D’s and in return I started to dress slutty for him. Sure enough, when the report cards were handed out, there wasn’t a single F on it. In fact, as Jeff pointed out, there were even a couple of C’s


It was time for me to hold on to my end of the bargain. It was a moment I had dreaded before, but over the last weeks had accepted and had even come to look forward to. I was never a slouch before, but an intensified workout program and a recent visit to the beauty salon meant I would probably look hotter than most of the girls at his college.
“Three C’s” I said proud. “So, would you like to ‘see’ me too?”
He nodded. “Yes please”
“Now?”
He nodded again.
I pushed back the chair so his view was not blocked by the table.
“You deserved it and I am so proud of you. I hope you enjoy the show” I said as I started to unbutton my blouse.
I had already seen some of his test results, so I knew there was a very real possibility that his grades would be high enough for me to reward him. In anticipation of undressing for my step-son I had put on some extra sexy lingerie. I knew he appreciated it, as I could hear Jeff gasp when I unveiled my firm breasts, clad in a black lace bra through which most of my hard pink nipples were visible. I let the blouse slide from my shoulders and fall on the kitchen floor.


Next to go were my jeans. I stood up and began to open the fly. Like my blouse, I slowly unbuttoned it one button at a time, bit by bit exposing the surprise I had on underneath. I had put on a black thong that left very little to the imagination. Pieces of string held up a tiny triangle of sheer material that did almost nothing to hide the hairless mound and top of my pussy.
I turned away from him as I peeled the denim off my hips and exposed my round ass. I bent over a little as I dropped the pants, giving him a tantalizing preview of all the goodies I would bare for him later. If the thong had been any other color but black, he would have seen a large dark spot where my wetness had soaked the fabric.
As the jeans slid down, they uncovered another surprise for him, my expensive black silk and lace stockings. I stepped out of the pants and slowly turned around, moving sensuously while showing off my well-toned body.


Teasingly slow I eased the straps from my shoulders and unfastened the front clasp of my sexy bra. Jeff was looking closely and was almost drooling as I pulled the cups away and exposed my breasts. They weren’t big breasts, but years of daily pushups and lifting weights meant they sagged only a little and stood round and firm.
The next item to remove was the little black thong. I hooked my thumbs behind the pieces of string and pushed them down over my hip. My heart was racing as I bared my pussy for my step-son. It was neatly waxed and ready for action; wet and swollen from arousal.
My step-son had forgotten all modesty and was openly ogling my almost naked body. Once more I turned around, dancing slow and proudly swaying my bare ass.


For the final part of my striptease, I sat down on the chair again. I lifted one leg high in the air and rolled down my stockings. I sat at a slight angle from my step-son, so my other leg was still blocking his view of my sex. I felt the coolness of the air on the moist lips of my naked pussy. I hadn’t been this aroused for years and I knew my step-son would be able to see it too. I bend my knee and pulled the silk stockings off my feet. With one kick of my foot it flew through the air and landed in front of Jeff.
Only one last piece of clothing remained. I lifted my other leg, the one closest to him, and started to peel off that stocking in the same teasing fashion. The big difference was that this time my pussy was spread open and in full view.


Suddenly I heard Jeff grunt a husky groan and a dark spot formed in his pants. Embarrassed by his body’s reaction he quickly excused himself and ran off to his room.
I couldn’t help but feel a little proud; I had just made my step-son cum in his pants! My plan was working better than I could have hoped.


It was almost half an hour later when he came back and I was in the kitchen, cooking dinner. Wearing nothing but high heels and a tiny black apron I gestured for him to sit down. I could feel his eyes burning on my ass as he tried to make small talk while I cooked. It was absurd how often I dropped a spoon or a knife and had to bend over to pick it up.


It was like there was something wrong with the cutlery that night, because during dinner it was Jeff’s knife and fork that ended on the ground repeatedly. Three times my step-son disappeared under the table to retrieve an item of silverware and every time I made sure I was sitting with my legs spread and fully exposed for him. We both knew what was going on and it was a game we both enjoyed.


Even though we spend more time teasing than eating, dinner was finished all too soon. As Jeff got up and started to make his way out of the kitchen, I quickly got behind him. He froze as he felt my naked body so close to him.
“Be sweet and put the dishes in the washer, while I go in the living room” I whispered in his ear while I let my erect nipples graze his arm. With barely any blood flowing to his brain, he was unable to resist my request.
“Sure, no problem” he murmured and actually started to clear the table.
I smiled at my newfound powers and walked into the living room where I lay down on the couch. Ten minutes later, Jeff also came in the living room.


I was still naked and lay stretched out on the couch while I watched TV. It was a comfortable pose that would also be enticing for my step-son to look at. Jeff stood still for a step-moment and looked at me before he sat down. I noticed he had not chosen his usual seat in front of the TV, but sat down opposite to me instead. Earlier he had changed his soiled jeans for a track suit and I could see his cock was already hard again and nicely pushing out the front of his pants. He no longer made any effort to hide his arousal, just like I shamelessly displayed my swollen, moist pussy.


As night fell, I told Jeff it was time to go to bed. He obeyed and when I kissed him goodnight, I grabbed his waist and pulled him firmly against me. My bare breasts pressed against his chest and by rotating my pelvis, I teasingly rubbed my pussy against his crotch. He groaned softly and I felt his penis pulsate as he ejaculated in his pants for a second time.
“Sweet dreams, my love” I whispered as I kissed him on his lips.


As Jeff climbed the stairs, I noticed he had left a small wet spot on my pubic mound. I wiped it up with my finger and felt the slipperiness of Jeff’s sperm that had seeped through the fabric of his pants. Acting on impulse, I lifted my finger to my mouth and tasted my step-son’s semen. It was only a tiny amount, but his juice tasted delightful and I couldn’t wait to sample more of it, right from the source.


So far my technique seemed to work beautifully. A few weeks had passed since he had earned the privilege of seeing me naked and his grades were still improving. He was a good boy and I decided he deserved something special tonight. I would give him a little taste of what was waiting for him if he continued his studies.


All right, I’m lying. I was horny. Exposing myself to my step-son had me crawling up the walls with arousal. My libido had skyrocketed and I was masturbating on a daily basis. Right now, my pussy was screaming for attention.


I lay naked on the couch, watching TV. I knew my step-son was looking at me, as he always was. My hand, which had been resting on my stomach slid down, over my smooth mound and between my slightly parted legs. Jeff’s eyes became big as saucers as he watched me casually rub my pussy. I smiled at him, acknowledging his gaze and circled my finger over my clit. I knew I was horny, but I was surprised at how hot and wet my pussy was.
Playing with my pussy felt really good and having Jeff watch me was an added bonus. I raised my knees and spread my legs, making sure my step-son could see everything I did. With two fingers I pulled my lips apart and showed him the bright pinkness inside. With my other hand I ran a finger from my swollen clit to my moist opening and dipped it inside.


Jeff was getting horny too. It was normal for him to have a hard-on as he watched me, but usually he’d try to keep his modesty and cover his erection up for me. Maybe it was because he didn’t care anymore or maybe it was because he was too excited, but he made no attempt to hide the tent in his pants.
I added a second finger, moving it in and out with the other one while my thumb rubbed my clit. If Jeff had not seen how wet I was before, the noises my fingers made would have told him by now.
A soft moan escaped from my lips. God this felt good.


Jeff was now rubbing his bulge as he watched me masturbate. I wanted to see him too.
“Show it to me” I said “I want to see your cock”
Without hesitating, Jeff opened his pants and pulled out his cock. It was the first time I saw his cock since I had bathed him as a child. Of course I had seen and felt the bulge in his pants and I had imagined what it would look like, but as I saw it in real life, I was stunned by its erotic beauty. It was bigger than I had thought it would be, easily as big as his father’s. It was thick and veined and with a plump pink head that I knew would feel delightfully plunging in my pussy. I really had to restrain myself from calling him over and let him ravish me with that wonderful tool.


I let out another moan as my step-son’s cock throbbed and a big clear drop of precum slowly oozed down the shaft.
“Stroke it for me” I whispered.
His hand closed around his shaft and he started moving it up and down. How I wanted to be that fist, wrapped around his big, juicy cock and feel it stretch my neglected pussy, to fuck me for hours and fill me up with thick incestuous seed.
Fucking myself with two fingers, I matched my movements to Jeff’s. It wasn’t long before his panting turned into gasping and his body tensed up.


“Are you going to cum Jeff?” I asked with a husky voice as I too was about to climax like I’d never climaxed before.
Even before my step-son could answer, the first jet of sperm erupted from his cock and splattered on his chest, followed by several more thick jets. I rubbed my clit even harder and as the last streams of Jeff’s sperm cascaded down his fingers, my muscles contracted and pure bliss filled my body.


It took a few minutes before I came down from my orgasmic high. As I opened my eyes, I saw Jeff was still watching me. I couldn’t suppress a little giggle when I saw the look of lustful satisfaction in his eyes. There was no doubt he had enjoyed it every bit as much as I had, and we both knew it was only going to get better.
“It’s late, I’m beat, and I’m going to bed” I said and got up. As I walked past my step-son, I took his hand and kissed his slimy fingers. The taste of his sperm was overwhelming.
“Sweet dreams” I whispered and walked out the living room.


At the end of that college year, his marks had improved enough for him to have a reasonable chance of making it to graduation. We were both overjoyed when his tutor called us and told us they were impressed with the progress he made, and agreed to let him pass. But the real surprise came later that week when I came home from work and found Jeff waiting for me. He was very excited when he showed me his report card and pointed out the ‘B’ he had scored for history.
“Look” he said excited.
My heart skipped a beat and I swear my mouth began to water when I saw that letter. I had not expected Jeff to score a B this fast. It was not unwelcome, as I had been aching to make this next step and finally taste my step-son’s cock. I don’t know who wanted this to happen more, him or me.


“I guess you know what this means?” I asked seductively.
“Yes” he said. ”You have to… suck my…” he said softly, embarrassed to say it. I thought it was sweet.
“Say it, tell me what you want me to do” I urged him.
“Will you… suck my co...” he whispered.
“There’s no need to be shy about it. I just want to hear it”
“Suck my cock, I want you to suck my cock” he said in a high voice, cheeks all red.
“Yes, I’d love to suck your cock” I said and gave him a kiss. “But not yet”
I saw a look of utter disappointment creep over his face.
“Don’t worry honey; I won’t back out. Tonight, after dinner we will have all the time in the world”
the disappointment disappeared and was replaced by a look of relief.
“Do you want me to undress first?”
“No, just start cooking”
I chuckled and quickly unpacked the bags.


Dinner was exceptionally rushed that night. Jeff had emptied his plate in no time at all and I wasn't long behind him. Uncharacteristically, neither of us had any appetite left for dessert. Jeff even offered me to help with the dishes and together we were finished in less than a minute.


I turned on the dishwasher and looked up to see Jeff looking at me, waiting.
“What is it?” I asked innocently
“Now?”
“You’re right, you deserved it. But why don’t you take a shower first?”
He obeyed, albeit a bit reluctant, and ran upstairs and turned on the shower. As he was washing himself, I walked to the bathroom too. I undressed quickly, and stepped naked under the shower with my step-son.
Jeff was a bit surprised when he felt my hands on his back, but when he turned around, he was happy to see me and his cock began to rise immediately.
“Let me help you get clean” I said and grabbed the bottle of shower gel. I lathered up his chest and abdomen, moving slowly down as I washed him. My hands were going in circles over his flat stomach, moving ever closer to his groin.


It was time to take the big step. What my step-son and I had done thus far had been inappropriate to say the least, but now I was going to break all laws of morality, common sense and good parenting. With trembling hands I grabbed his cock and slowly slid my soapy hands up and down the steel hard haft. I could feel him throb in my hands as I washed, no, masturbated him.
His cock felt really nice in my hands. Not too big, but hard as rock and with a nice upward curve. I knew it was going to feel wonderful to have it in my pussy, but I had to remind myself that that would have to wait until he scored an A. At least I was allowed to feel him now and taste him finally him too.


Jeff’s breathing quickened and his hips began to thrust back and forth. I had to stop now, or else he’d cum all over my stomach instead of in my mouth, like I wanted him to.


“Turn around, so I can wash your back” I said and got some more soap and lathered up his shoulders and back. Then I led him back under the cascading water and let the soapy suds wash from his body. My hands slid over his muscular upper body, back down to the fleshy pole that stuck out from his hips. Still standing behind him, I started masturbating him again, pressing my breasts against his chest.
“Let’s not wait any longer. I want to do it right now” I whispered and turned him back around.


I got on my knees and prepared to commit this taboo act. His penis was right in front of me in all its majestic glory. The big, erect shaft was lightly bobbing with every beat of his heart and a little drop of precum welled up from its tiny eye. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning as I grabbed my step-son’s cock and bend it down so it was almost touching my lips.
I wanted to do this.


I gave a little kiss on the tip, followed by a second and a third. Then I opened my lips and let my tongue run down the shaft. I kissed his heavy balls and then all the way back to the tip of his cock before I opened my mouth and swallowed the bulbous head. It had been quite some time since I last orally pleased a guy, but it all came back to me quickly. It also helped that my step-son probably had no experience and did not know what to expect.
“Oh wow!” he groaned as I moved forward and took him in my throat until my lips touched his pubic bone. I let him fuck my throat a little, taking him in as deep as I could. Then I took him out of my mouth and jerked him off while I kissed the tip and licked off every sweet little droplet of slippery precum that leaked from his cock.
Jeff used one hand to steady himself on the slippery floor and his other hand was running through my hair, stroking it lovingly while at the same time preventing me from letting him slip away. Guided by his hand, I learned what brought him the most pleasure. As I sucked his cock, I bobbed my head and rubbed his shaft.
“Aw shit, that’s great” he groaned. “Suck it step-mom”


It turned me on to hear my boy clearly enjoy what I was doing. Determined to make him cum, I sucked him even harder and deeper. He loved it too, as I knew from the increased frequency and pitch of his groans.
I knew his orgasm wouldn’t be long now, as his hands firmly grabbed my hair and I felt his muscles contract. Moments later his penis pulsed and I felt the first jet blast against the roof of my mouth. I tasted his thick creamy sperm as it covered my tongue with more and more of its creamy goodness. I kept sucking and swallowed every drop he gave to me.
When his balls were fully drained, Jeff pulled me on my feet again and gave long, tender kiss. It wasn’t a motherly kiss, not by a long shot. Soon we were kissing with our mouths wide open and tongues playing. This was a kiss of lovers.


As we were kissing in the shower, our tongues battling and our bodies pressed together, his half-hard cock was nudging between my legs. I wanted to feel him inside me really bad; my pussy was already throbbing with anticipation. It was hard for me to deny us what we wanted so badly, but I had to. I had to be strong and wait for him to get an A.
“The water’s getting cold honey” I said when we finally broke our kiss. “Let’s put on a robe and watch a movie together.”


That night, I sucked my step-son’s cock twice more. Over the weeks and months that followed, I gave him blowjobs on a daily basis, sometimes even more than that. While he seemed to be satisfied with my oral skills, my body was craving a good fuck. Two months ago I had started taking the pill again, so there was absolutely nothing that would stop me from going all the way with my step-son when the time came. I was literally counting down the days until his next report cards. His grades improved all the time and the number of B’s steadily increased, but much to our dismay, there was never an A.
It was really hard for me not to cave in and let my step-son have his way with me. Often I’d finger my pussy while I sucked him off, timing my orgasm to coincide with his. I learned there’s no feeling like cumming while my step-son was feeding me his sperm. It always gave me the best climaxes.


But still my vibrator was working overtime. Every time I blew my step-son, I crawled into my bed and fucked myself with plastic toy, trying to satisfy my hunger for cock, but never feeling satisfied. I didn’t know how much longer I could deny my body’s needs. Maybe I should go to a bar, find a nice enough guy and give him the night of his life. That would surely sooth my craving... But it wouldn’t be fair to Jeff.
His next report was due in a few days and I would have to find a way to control my animal urges at least until then.


At last that day had come. Jeff was home early, even before me, and was waiting for me at the kitchen table when I came home. He was particularly excited when he handed me his report card.
“Look at the grade for Math” he added.
My heart skipped a beat and I almost dropped the bag of groceries I was carrying. Could it be that what I had hoped and prayed for all these months had finally happened? With trembling hands I took the piece of paper from my step-son. My pussy tingled as I scanned the grades, and sure enough; in black ink on a bluish grey background, there was the letter I had been waiting for the last year. It was an A.
I threw myself into my step-son’s arms and covered him with kisses.
Jeff was too surprised too talk. I guess he didn’t know how much I longed to feel him inside me. He kissed me back and ground his cock against my cunt. He was already erect.
“I’m going to fuck you so hard” I whispered in his ear “Let’s go to my room. Dinner can wait”


I grabbed his hand and pulled him out of his chair. I made my way to my bedroom as fast as possible, shedding my clothes on the way. By the time I had reached my room I was fully naked. My step-son was not far behind me, struggling to take off his pants while running. I pulled the duvet off my bed and tossed it in a corner. Then I made my step-son lay down on the mattress, crawled over him and kissed him on the lips. He answered my kiss and let his tongue play with mine for a while. After a minute I broke off the kiss and slowly worked my way down his body. There really wasn’t any need for foreplay. After a year of teasing, all I wanted was to feel him deep inside me.
“Are you ready?” I asked as I straddled his hips.
He nodded and said “Yes”, his voice cracking from excitement.
I kissed him again, while I grabbed his stiff cock and pointed it up, towards my scalding pussy. His plump round head nuzzled between my slick lips and I lowered myself onto my lover. I groaned softly into my step-son’s mouth as his cock sank all the way into me.
My whole body rejoiced as my pussy was suddenly filled all the way with my step-son’s cock. It had been so long ago that I had felt a big, hard cock inside me; I couldn’t even remember when I was ever filled up this deliciously. Its big mushroom head pressed gently against my cervix and my lips stretched around the base while my clit rubbed against his pubic bone. With my step-son’s cock all the way inside me, I sat back up and rocked my hips back and forth.


“Oh fuck!” Jeff grunted as I slowly rode his cock.
I knew how he felt; having my step-son’s cock inside me was heavenly, but it was nothing compared to the sensations that arose when I started to move.
Instinctively, his hands grabbed my hips and he pushed up his pelvis to respond to my movements. We quickly found our rhythm and began to fuck for real. My step-son’s cock was sliding almost its full length in and out of my wet pussy, making soft squishy sounds with every thrust.
We had only been fucking for about a minute when I noticed that Jeff was going to cum already; by now I had sucked him off often enough to know the signs. I also knew he would easily get it up again for more illicit carnal pleasure.
“It’s okay Jeff, you can come inside me, if you want”
His eyes got big and he could only grunt a little. It was like a wet dream came true for him.
He firmly grabbed my ass and pushed me down on his cock even harder. I wanted to ride him a little longer, but only a few seconds later his body tensed up and he pulled me firmly against him, squeezing his cock into me as far as he could. Then he groaned deeply and I felt his cock swell even more.
“Oh step-mom! I’m cumming” he grunted. Deep inside me I felt his penis twitch and a warmth spread in my pussy. It was a wonderfully wicked thought that my own child was pumping his thick, potent sperm in my pussy.


He kept pumping his seed into my body for what felt like an eternity, before he finally relaxed and dropped back onto the mattress. I rolled off my step-son’s body and lay down next to him.
“That was awesome” he whispered between kisses. “I’ve never felt anything like that. I love you”
“I love you too Jeff” I said as I brushed the hair from his face and planted another kiss on his lips.
We took a few minutes to regain our breath. I laid my head on his shoulder and stroked his smooth chest. As time passed, my wandering hand moved down over his abdomen and brushed against the tip of his flaccid cock. I could feel it react to my touch, slowly coming back to live. On my next stroke I moved even lower, stroking the full length of his shaft. On the way up I closed my fingers, grabbing his cock. It was all slippery from Jeff’s cum and my own wetness, and using our juices as lubricant I massaged him back to hardness.


“I can feel you getting hard again. Do you think you can do it again?”
“Definitely” he said with a cocky smile.
“Would you like to be on top this time?”
He nodded and, as I grabbed him, I rolled over so he was lying on top of me, between my widely spread legs. I grabbed his cock and aimed it at my opening. As soon as Jeff felt my lips round the tip of his cock, he pushed forward and with one thrust he pushed his slick cock all the way back in me. He remained motionless for a few seconds, as if he needed some time to process the sensations of having his cock fully embedded in his step-mother’s pussy again. He lifted himself off my chest and, supporting himself with his arms, ground his hips against mine. He was completely hard now and I could feel his head nudge my cervix with every push.
My pussy made wet, squishy noises as he began to move. Having spilled his load only minutes ago, he was able to restrain himself a bit and fucked me in a nice powerful rhythm. With every thrust of his mighty cock he filled me up completely. I had not cum during our first time, but now my orgasm was building strong.


He used one hand to steady himself on top of me, so the other was available for him to play with my breasts. I always loved it when my breasts were played with and my body started to tingle in anticipation of an enormous orgasm.
“Fuck me baby” I panted “Fuck me harder... I’m almost...”
A strong wave of pleasure broke free. Originating from the pit of my stomach, it washed over my body and left behind nothing but pure bliss.
“Cumming!” I screamed as my body started to shake.


“Don’t stop baby” I groaned.
Jeff resumed his movements, fucking my cumming pussy at an incredible pace. I don’t think I had ever orgasmed this hard or this long. Who would have thought that my own step-son was such an excellent lover!
He had not cum yet and was still fucking me slowly with shallow strokes as he lay on top of me. Silently I thanked my step-mother for her unconventional ways as I locked Jeff in my arms and shared a long, passionate kiss.
“Get up and fuck me from behind” I whispered in his ear. “Do me doggy-style”


He pulled his dick out of my body and got on his knees. My pussy was feeling unpleasantly empty, but I knew it would be better soon as I kneeled on all fours in front of my step-son. Immediately I felt his hand grabbing my ass and his cock slide up and down my slit a few times, taking turns between rubbing my clit and fucking me with just the tip. He clearly enjoyed teasing me, driving me crazy with his cock.
The next time he nudged the tip between my lips, I pushed back, sliding his cock all the way home. Jeff finally gave in to my need and soon we were fucking again. I felt his cock deeper than ever before, bottoming out on every thrust and stretching me in a deliciously painful way.
“Fuck me Jeff, fuck me as hard as you can” I panted, almost cumming a second time.


Jeff eagerly gave in to my request and began banging his hips against my butt. My arms collapsed, leaving me slumped forward with my face in the pillow. I was powerless against my step-son’s ruthless assault on my pussy, unable to do anything but enjoy the fucking he was giving me from behind.
My ability to formulate words had completely gone as I just lay there, moaning and whimpering, fucked senseless by my step-son. His hands were firmly locked around my waist and he really slammed his hips against my butt. Loud slapping sounds filled the bedroom, accompanied by the sounds of my bed protesting and my nonstop moaning.


I knew Jeff was going to cum again soon. His thrusting became more shallow and irregular.
I reached behind my legs and rubbed my clit as fast as I could. Beating my step-son by a few seconds, I came. It was another good one. I had to bite my pillow to muffle my screams which would surely have alerted the neighbors.
Feeling and seeing me cum on his cock was too much for my step-son and he came too. He pressed his cock inside me as far as he could and let out a deep moan. Again I felt his penis start to throb, spitting out big globs of sperm deep in my vagina. I immediately came for a second time. My cumming pussy milked every drop of sperm from his balls.
All throughout his orgasm and long after, he stayed inside me, fucking me for as long as he could, until his wilting cock slipped from my lips and he fell forward, completely spent. He kissed me on the shoulder and the neck, whispering how much he loved me.
“I love you too, honey” I whispered, completely satisfied.


As I lay in my step-son’s arms, all sweaty and happy, feeling his semen slowly ooze out my pussy and trickle down between my legs, I thought of how people would think of me. I knew most would condemn me, have me arrested and burned on a stake, but I knew that what I did was right.
Behind me, Jeff was already snoring softly, exhausted from a year of studying hard and, finally, fucking me for hours. I closed my eyes and soon I was sleeping peacefully too. Dinner could wait.


After only a few hours of sleep I was awakened by my alarm clock. As I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was my step-son. His brain may still be sleeping, but his cock was already awake. Gently I stroked the young hard shaft that fucked me to countless orgasms throughout the night. Slowly Jeff’s eyes opened and as he saw me, a smile formed on his lips.
“Good morning ” he said and bent over to give me a kiss. My nipples hardened as his lips touched mine and my pussy tingled. My body was already set for another fuck, but right now I had to act like a step-mother again.


“Get up boy, it’s time for college” I said, breaking off our kiss.
“Do I have to? Can’t we just stay in bed like this?”
“Get up Jeff; you wouldn’t want your grades to drop again, would you?” 


My soccer Mom and my big package

My name was Josh, I was a normal 18-year-old boy who lived in a quiet town with my Dad and stepmother. One Sunday morning I awoke as my stepmom entered my room. She walked towards my bed in her normal morning attire, a shortish robe that looked a little worse for wear held together by a tie around the middle. My stepmom leaned over as she was leaving a cup of coffee by the side of my bed. As she leaned over her robe splayed open a little at the top allowing me to get a quick glimpse of her big tits hanging free in her robe. Now don’t get me wrong my stepmom isn’t a model or anything she is in her early 40’s, 5’ 4, long dark hair, an attractive face, not slim but has curves in all the right places. I don’t think of her in a sexual way but at 18 an eyeful of female flesh is not something you ever complain about.


“you’ll need to get up soon,” she said, “remember dad’s not here this week to take you to Soccer so I’ve got the short straw”.


“I know” I replied “thanks”


“Ok, Darling,” she said, “what do you want for breakfast?”
“just some eggs would be good please” I replied.


I know I was spoilt by my stepmom but I was an only child so kind of made the most of it. She turned and started to leave the room, as she walked I could see her round ass move from side to side in her robe. She stopped on her way to the door to pick up some of my washing, as she leaned down her short robe started to creep up her leg, it was rising to the bottom of her ass, I leaned closer, but at that point, she finished collecting the laundry and stood up and walked towards the door. Gutted! I thought. Just as she left the room she turned and glanced at my duvet. That’s when it struck me, I looked down at my duvet it had a lump in it by my crotch, I couldn’t work out whether I had awoken with morning glory or gotten hard by seeing my stepmom’s tits. Shit, either way, she had just seen my duvet with my hard-on poking up in it. I felt embarrassed but at the same time very horny.
I wasn’t embarrassed about my cock, just a little shy. I was constantly teased in the showers after soccer for having a ‘donkey cock’ and as I looked under the duvet you could see why. It was rock hard, 9.5 inches in length, and very thick that you could only just fit your hand all the way around. No women had ever seen it in this state. I was nervous about what they would say, if lads mocked me then what would they do?


I wanted to play with it there and then but knew I didn’t have time. I tried to ignore it and get changed. Putting on my boxers for soccer wasn’t easy though, everything has to be secured for all that running around which meant I usually wore a tight pair of white trunk-style briefs. I put them over my feet and pulled them up over my slowly deflating cock. It was strapped in at such an angle from the front on that it looked like I had a growth on the side of my leg.
I put on my baggy joggers to cover it and headed off downstairs.


I arrived in the kitchen and she was washing up with her back to me,
“Now eat your breakfast while I go get changed,” she said. She turned and smiled as she walked through the kitchen.


Not a mention of my duvet incident so hopefully she hadn’t noticed I thought. I scoffed down my breakfast and she joined me as we walked to the car. My stepmom was now wearing a long flimsy dress that was pulled tight against her top half and then it sort of flowed at the bottom half so you could not see too much shape (I think that’s the way she liked it as she knew she had big boobs but wasn’t a fan of her round ass). It looked as though she had tights or stockings on and her boots.


“looks not too nice out there today,” she said, “it's been stormy all night and it's still wet and windy”.
“I know” I replied “but I’m sure we’ll still be playing”


We got to the sports ground, I stood in the car park briefly with the other lads and she went off to the clubhouse, “see you after the game, and good luck” she said. Just as she was about to open the clubhouse door a big gust of wind came through the car park and her flimsy dress blew up to reveal her whole bottom half. I stood there shocked as underneath her dress she had the boots going up to just short of the knee, stockings that went two-thirds up her thighs, and then a suspender belt holding up the stockings with a sexy pair of knickers that was almost a thong. She was only 30 yards away from me and the lads, I was stood motionless and embarrassed. My stepmom made a quick entrance into the clubhouse to cheers from my mates.


“Your stepmom’s a milf Josh” one yelled
“she can come into the showers after if she wants,” said another
“What a hot ass” the comments kept coming.
“Alright,” I said, “stop the yelling, you wouldn’t like it if it was your stepmom, let's go play some soccer”.


The game finished and we had won comfortably, however, due to the storm overnight the showers did not have any hot water and so we all decided to go home in our kit and get changed there.


As I walked back to the car, she was standing there looking puzzled, “why haven’t you changed? You're filthy”


“no hot water because of the storm” I replied “we are all taking our kit home this week and getting cleaned up there”


“OK,” She said “let me put a rug on the seat though as you will ruin the car”


We both got into the car and started to drive home, I was hoping she wouldn’t talk too much after what happened before the game, then she said it.


“I’m sorry honey about the dress incident, I hope I didn’t embarrass us” she apologized. “I heard some cheers from the lads, I hope they weren’t offensive about me and offended you” she looked worried


“No, they were just saying other things which I’d rather not talk about” I replied sheepishly.
“What did they say, darling? It can't have been that bad” she continued to almost interrogate.
“you don’t want to know!” I argued
“Josh, tell your stepmother, she has got a right to know what people are saying about her and especially if it offends her baby!” she looked a little cross.
“I’m not a baby!, I’m 18! And if you want to know they said you were a milf, had a sexy ass and they wanted you to join them in the shower!” I shouted and then started to sulk.” you happy now?”


My stepmom looked taken aback by the comments, then a wry smile came across her face, she hadn’t heard flattering comments for over 10 years, even if they were a little sexist and focused on her lower half. She was usually quite a quiet and shy person but it was almost as if those comments switched a switch in her mood and she oozed more confidence and was a bit more forward.


“oh, I see,” she said, “Sorry honey, at least they weren’t bad comments then, is it a bad thing to have an attractive stepmom?”
“Moom!, they’re my mates” I pushed back “Why are you wearing that stuff to football anyway?” I asked.
“What stuff?” She asked
“You know!” I waited, it was evident by the pause that she didn’t “your stockings, suspenders, and knickers”
She looked a little smug, “well darling, women like to dress in a way that makes them feel good, especially if they are going out of their comfort zone and I haven’t been up to the sports club for several years now” she explained. “so when I was getting changed this morning I wanted to feel good about myself and so just opted for those rather normal tights, I hope you don’t mind”
“no, I guess not” I shrugged “I agree with the comments, just wish it wasn’t my stepmom I was looking at” I joked.
“Josh!” she exclaimed, “you shouldn’t say things like that about your mother” she then smiled, put her hand on my leg, and said, “thanks though, maybe I should do it every week as everybody said you were man of the match” she joked.
“Now who’s being wrong!” I replied.


We arrived back at the house and walked from the car to the back door into the kitchen.
“If you think you're walking through the house like that you have another thing coming!” She warned “Stand on the rug indoors and pass me your dirty kit”
“Ok” I reluctantly agreed and passed her my shirt and then took off my muddy socks and handed them to my stepmom. “there you go,” I said as I walked off towards the door into the hall.
“where do you think you're going young man” She pulled me back
“For a bath to get cleaned up” I answered
“I said hand me your dirty kit, I’m not doing 2 washes so pass me your shorts,” she said sternly.
“b…but, I only have my tight soccer briefs on,” I said as I tried to avoid stripping in my kitchen “cant I throw them down to you?” I asked
“stop being silly honey, they can't be that revealing, now pass me your shorts” she looked meaningfully at me.
I knew I wasn’t going to win this one, however, the talk in the car and the thought of being in just some tight pants along with being forced to strip had started those feelings you know as an 18-year boy will mean a full-on boner in about a minute. I went for the get-it-over with approach and slipped my shorts off quickly I handed them to my stepmom and stood there.
“wasn’t that hard was it?” She said knowingly
As she put the shorts in the machine I looked down, I was in a state of shock. The rain during the game had drenched my briefs, so not only were they ridiculously tight but now were almost completely transparent. Shit! I thought the feelings had started to make my cock grow, it was now a semi and my hard-on and semi-on were about the same size, just that semi was nowhere near as hard. So I now had a 9.5-inch semi-hard cock trapped inside my very tight boxers, the fact they were wet mean they clung to every vein and you could see almost everything.
That was the point my stepmom turned back round from the machine, there I was stood with my arms by my side and a cock the size of a baby's arm trying to break out of my boxers.


Her jaw dropped “Oh my god!” she exclaimed, “look at that, I guess they are revealing”.
I looked embarrassed and tried to cover up.
“Well, you may as well get them off as they are drenched and they’re not hiding much now are they?” She said.
“b..but” I pleaded “ at least I’m not naked”
“look, young man, I’ve told you I’m doing 1 wash and I need them in it,” she said forcefully “Now are you going to hand them here or do I need to get them myself?”


I stammered slightly and tried to find some reason not to, but by then my stepmom had had enough. “come on, nothing to be embarrassed about by the looks of it” she got to her knees and started to tug at my briefs, I was holding them as I could feel that I was now almost fully hard, the thought of being naked and stripped was making it worse. At that point my stepmom won the struggle the briefs came sliding down my thighs, my cock had got caught in them and at the last point before they were off was pointing straight down with the urge for it to bolt upright and rock hard held back only by the waistband of my briefs. Then it happened my stepmom yanked one final time and the briefs came down, this released my springy cock and it shot upwards with great speed. That’s when I heard it, “slap” my big cock had slapped my stepmom right in the face.
“Jesus” she shouted and sat back onto her knees “that things bloody massive and it hurts!” she joked. At that point my cock was bouncing in front of me, right in front of my stepmom's face. You could see the lust in her eyes. She went to grab it and then pulled back. “you ought to go have that bath,” she said.


I was relieved and disappointed at the same time. I so needed my cock played with but at the same time… it was my stepmom.


I went and got into the bath, loads of thoughts running through my head, cock bouncing as I ran up the stairs. During the next 5 minutes, the whole house was quiet. Our bathroom is right above the kitchen and you can hear everything being said in the kitchen, I often used to lie in the bath and listen to my stepmom’s conversations to try and get the gossip. This time it was different, I heard her talking to her sister (who was adopted by their parents), they talked about everything to each other, I overheard their conversation once about not being satisfied in bed and ways to make it better and also times when they were just leering at younger men and joking about what they would do. But surely she wouldn’t mention what just happened to her sister, would she? I thought.
Then I heard it, “you would not believe it, Dawn,” my stepmom said “it was incredible, it must have been 10 inches long and I can't tell you how thick, I’ve never seen anything like it”
It all went quiet as I assume auntie Dawn was talking, but the thought of them talking about my cock had made it hard again.
“But I can't, he’s my stepson” I heard her reply “it's wrong”
A further silence
“of course I’m intrigued,” she said “wouldn’t you be, I can't imagine what it would feel like”
A brief pause was followed by
“No Dawn, you cant, it would be strange if you just turned up, leave it with me, I’ll call you later”
A long silence sounded like Dawn was talking for ages and then she said “Will do, bye sis”.


It was like I was in a dream world, lying in a bath with my stepmom and aunt talking about the size of my cock. I’d never seen it so hard, it looked even bigger than normal, or maybe it was the confidence of hearing them talk like that.


Then the silence was broken again, “Do you want a coffee?” She asked from the bottom of the stairs
“Yes please,” I shouted down.
“Ok it’ll be right up” she replied


I was a bit confused, my stepmom never came into the bathroom while I was in the bath, even though we only had one bathroom we would always wait until the other person had finished. But then there was a knock at the door, “I have your coffee darling” She said “Can I bring it in?” she asked.


“But I’m in the bath?” I replied.
“But I need the loo” she pleaded.
“Ok, 2 seconds” I replied, I then leaned forward, put my hard cock between my thighs, and leaned further forward to cover myself from view.
she then opened the door slowly and entered the room. Placed the coffee on the side of the bath and had the phone with her from downstairs and placed it on the floor, “There you are” she said “that’ll warm you up after the cold 90 minutes, you deserve it after your game today” as she hitched up her dress and sat on the loo.


There was an awkward silence as my stepmom was sat there and I was continuing to cover myself. Then she broke the silence “not sure you need to worry about hiding yourself honey” she smiled “not sure there's much more to see after this morning”
I looked a little embarrassed and said “sorry, I didn’t mean it to happen”
“Don’t be silly Josh, these things happen, but no need to be shy about it now is there?”
“b..but, its in a similar state now,” I said shyly and apologetically
“oh, I see” she laughed “not too surprising at your age though I suppose” she smiled knowingly “make the most of it, it doesn’t remain that easy when you get older, most women will tell you that,” she said almost with a sigh.
“But I feel a little uncomfortable…you know…when its..erm…. hard in front of you,” I resisted
“no need to be darling” she pleaded “its perfectly natural for men to get excited, especially at your age, anything can get you into that state” she laughed “now stop hiding and enjoy your bath and coffee”


I reluctantly agreed and in one motion, opened my thighs that were holding my hard cock and leaned back into the bath. My cock sprang back towards my midriff and made a wet ‘thwack’ as it slapped my stomach.
A gasp came from my stepmom’s mouth as she saw it again. She leaned forward from the loo seat to get a closer look. “that is enormous and magnificent” she exclaimed, then looked a little embarrassed at what she had said. “sorry, darling, I didn’t mean that to come out, I’ve just never seen anything like it before” she apologized.
“it’s ok,” I said, slightly raising my butt out of the water to make it rise further up my chest. It’s a trick I used in the mirror to make it reach way past the belly button and made it look huge.
“it's just so thick darling, it's gorgeous” she drooled “how big is it exactly?”
“I don’t know” I lied “I can't say I’ve ever measured it” full well knowing I had measured almost every month since I was 15 when it suddenly grew. I thought that if I said no then my stepmom would want to measure it, and that would mean her having to touch it. My cock was now so hard it was pulsating and screaming out for attention, the fact that it was my stepmom had been pushed out of my thoughts, I just wanted a woman's touch on my eager dick.
“oh dear, we’ll have to sort that out I need to know how big that thing is” she enthused. “you don’t mind do you sweetie?” she asked
“I suppose not” I mumbled “be good to know I guess”
“fantastic” she couldn’t hide her excitement “let me go grab a tape measure, I want to see the girth too, plus not sure a ruler would be big enough” she laughed and winked at me.


At that point, she got up from the loo, turned slightly away from me, and hitched up her dress to pull up her knickers. She leaned forward slightly and held onto her knickers for just a second or 2. I t was a sign she wanted me to see, but I wasn’t complaining, I got a close-up view of what we had seen in the car park. Her knickers looked shiny and satiny, and hugged the contours of her round ass and then made their way in between her cheeks and under between her legs. Her ass was much perter than I expected at her age, I was tempted to try and grab it but restrained myself. I leaned forward to try and get a glimpse of her panty-clad pussy but the dress then dropped back down to normal and left me gutted. She then looked me in the eye and said she’d be back as soon as she had a tape measure.


I waited in the bath trying to ensure my boner wouldn’t die while I heard my stepmom rifling through drawers next door. “Where are you, you bloody thing” she exasperated “I just want a tape measure”. Then she said it “Yes! There you are” and she came bounding into the bathroom catching me with my hand round my cock, gently massaging it to keep it big and hard. “oh, sorry darling, shall I leave you alone?” I could tell in her voice it was a pointless question as she carried on walking towards me with the tape measure.
“it's ok, just didn’t want it to go down if you wanted to measure it” I explained.
“that’s great thanks, honey, very thoughtful” she smiled “now do you mind if your stepmom touches you to get this done do you?” she asked
Again, another pointless question
“good,” she said before I even had a chance to answer “Now lean back and let your stepmom measure you big boy,” she said forcefully as she put her hand on my chest and pushed me so I leaned back on the back of the bath.


“Right!” she smiled “where do I start?” she said to herself. She then leaned over the edge of the bath and placed her right hand on the base of my cock. The sensation from the touch was unbelievable, not sure if it was because it was the first woman to touch it or it was the fact it was my stepmom! Either way my cock started to buck and pulsate until it was the biggest it had ever seemed. I could sense my stepmom squeezing, she was trying to get her hand around it and squeezing it as hard as possible “Grrrr, I’ve not felt anything this hard in years, and it's so thick, I can't reach my hand round it” she said.
“now for the tape measure”. She placed it around the base of my cock and brought it round to meet the other side “Holy Jesus” she looked surprised “It's nearly 7 inches all the way around, that’s huge” she smiled and looked up at me “now for your length”.
Now, most people know you're supposed to measure across the top of a penis to get the correct length, obviously not my stepmom. Her left hand reached out and flattened my cock against my stomach, placing her hand near the tip holding one end of the measure, she then extended the tape down towards my balls and was slowly feeling down my cock until she could feel my muscle stopped and my sack started. Her hands sliding down my shaft felt incredible, I was struggling not to come at this point. She then stopped, both hands left the tape measure and she fell back onto her knees, open-jawed she looked at me and said “oh my god young man, you have a fucking 11.5-inch cock” I looked a little embarrassed because I knew it was only 9.5, she had just measured it wrong but I wasn’t about to tell her. “it's beautiful” she said “I don’t know where it came from as your dad is quite small, he’s only about 5” he says, I thought these things were hereditary”.
I then glanced down from her eyes to her chest, “maybe it came from them” I joked.
She looked down and grabbed her tits, “oh, I didn’t think of that, but they're nothing compared to that thing, cos you have huge balls too, they're like golf balls” she leaned forward and cupped my balls, it felt unbelievable.
“Can I try something please baby?” She asked
“Hey! I’m not a baby, but ok” I replied
“Don’t worry honey, I can certainly see you're fully grown in more than every way” she then placed one hand at the base of my dick and then the other placed directly above it.
“I was right,” She said “you could get about 4 hands on this thing”
“very funny, or a few hands and a mouth” I laughed, half hoping she might try.
“good theory honey, but I shouldn’t…..” you could see her thoughts fighting in her mind “Can I?” she looked at me with puppy dog eyes
“if you must, sure” I couldn’t wait I’ve never had a mouth around my cock before.
She leaned forward tentatively, “I can't believe this will fit in anyone's mouth babe” but she was determined to find out, she sank her mouth around the tip of my cock and started to slide down my cock. I started to groan, “oh that feels good,” I said.
She stopped herself “you're not kidding big boy, never had my mouth stretched like that before, its an incredible cock, but I shouldn’t take it any further, it's wrong”
“but, you can see how hard it is now, it has been teased and it needs to cum” I pleaded.
“I can see that darling, but I shouldn’t… as much as I’d like to help you, my god do I want to see that thing cum, but I can't do it, it's wrong, I’m your stepmother”
She stood up to leave, “ok I understand, but I need to finish myself off now, can you help me in another way?” I asked
She turned around and asked “How darling?, I’ve told you I can't play with you?”
“well you’ve seen mine now, can you show me yours please?” I asked as staring at her tits
“you want to see your stepmom’s tits darling?, that’s naughty” she tried to reflect the request, but she could see I meant it “ok, just quickly baby” She unbuttoned the front of her dress and pulled it open to reveal her bra. “That ok hon?”
I looked upset, “but I wanted to see them properly” I moaned, as my right hand started to stroke my cock up and down. Her gaze moved from my eyes to my cock and she almost looked transfixed, and without saying a word she undid her bra and exposed her nice big breasts.
“very nice, can I see your ass again please” I knew I was pushing my luck but she was so transfixed she turned round lifted her dress and bent over to make sure I could see it properly. “without the knickers please,” I said forcefully, it was like she was under my spell, willing to do anything, she reached behind and slipped her knickers slowly over her round ass, exposing her bare sexy ass and as it peeled down I could just see her pussy in between her legs, you could see she was wet as the knickers peeled very slowly from her lips as if they were stuck and then you could see them glistening. At that point I tested my power over her too much, I reached out to touch her ass. She bolted upright, pulled her knickers up, and said “Ok young man, that’s enough, I’m your stepmom, now finish yourself off if you need to and I’ll see you downstairs” she said as she walked out.


I waited for a few moments and then heard her go next door to her room, I heard her open a drawer and then a low humming start. She must have been using her vibrator, she was horny. I heard the phone ring “Hi Dawn” she said. Her sister must have rung her to get an update. “I’m not saying Dawn” she protested. “OK… OK, I’ll tell you” she caved in quite quickly. “I walked in on him in the bath” she boasted “he tried to hide it but I talked him round and let me tell you it looked even bigger this time” the humming got louder. Her voice was getting more breathy and broken, “it was 7 inches thick and 11.5 inches long” she sounded like she was showing off “I know, I couldn’t believe it, it's bloody gorgeous”
There was a bit of a silence “no dawn, I cant, I touched it and put it in my mouth, that has to be enough, he’s my stepson” she pleaded. At this point I saw the phone on the floor, I was intrigued, reached over, turned it on, and put it to my ear.
“Janice, listen to me” it was my auntie dawns voice “you don’t get many chances like this, if you don’t then I’ll bloody come round and ride that thing for both of us!” she shouted, I couldn’t believe it, I knew my auntie looked like a bit of a dirty milf but I had never heard her be so filthy. “put it this way, if my stepson had a 12-inch cock, I’d not be out of the house much I can tell you”. I was more and more shocked as the conversation went on.


“dawn, that’s sick,” she said “he’s still my stepson”
“well you're obviously horny sis as I can hear you humming you dirty cow,” said dawn
“erm.. bbut I needed to get the horniness away to avoid temptation” she justified.
“you’ve felt it, tasted it, surely you want to know what It feels like deep inside you, don’t you?” she asked
“well, I suppose so but I can't” she still put the barriers up.
“so if he came into your room now and put that monster cock in you, you would fight it?” Dawn asked
She didn’t let my stepmom reply “I knew it, you're just as filthy as me, you would do anything he wanted just like you did when he told you to show him your tits and ass”
she still said nothing, you could just hear the humming get louder. I turned off the phone, I knew this was my chance, got quietly out of the bath, and dried myself, maintaining my huge hard-on. I crept up to her door and looked through the crack in the door. There she was dress up around her waist knickers pulled to one side and her vibrator buried in her pussy.
I started to wank my cock slowly, and that’s when I heard it. My stepmom replied, “ok dawn, I want that thing, it's gorgeous and enormous and I want every inch of it, there are you happy!”
There it was, my moment to pounce, I wandered into the room, her eyes were closed while the vibrator was slipping in and out easily of her wet pussy. I crept up beside her and gently placed the tip of my cock on her lips. Her eyes sprang open, startled like a rabbit in the headlights, she dropped the phone onto the bed, her sister still on the other end.
“Janice are you there?” the phone bellowed
I looked down at her, “suck it” I said forcefully, grabbing her head in 1 hand and forcing my cock into her mouth.
Dawn must have overheard as she shouted “do it you lucky cow, do it”
She was like a different person, devouring my cock unbelievably. Got almost halfway down my cock before gagging.
“take off your knickers,” I said, she duly obliged, in seconds they were off and thrown across the other side of the room.
“Do her you young stud” came from the phone, Dawn was getting off on hearing her sister and nephew getting dirty.
I took the advice, spread my stepmom's legs, and put my cock at the lips of her pussy. The heat coming from her juices and her lips were incredible, I slowly entered my big dick into her, inch by inch it got deeper and deeper, she started to moan and groan, “Is it all in yet?” she asked
“Just stay quiet, there are a few more inches yet” I replied
“But I don’t think I can take anymore” she pleaded.
I listened but took no notice, my cock went in another inch and another inch until I was fully inside her. She let out an almighty scream “Jeesssuss! It's fucking huge”
Dawn screamed out from the phone “You lucky bitch, take it all, otherwise, I’ll show you how”
She looked me in the eye and said “Fuck me, honey, do me as you want, use that big cock on me” I slowly withdrew my cock and then started to pump in and out of my stepmom's slippery hot pussy.
It was like she had just finished a vow of silence, everything involved a noise or a comment
“oh my god that’s so good”
“yes.. urghh, use your big cock”
“fuck my pussy, fuck me, fuck me”
“That’s so good baby”
I stopped, “how many times have I said I’m not a baby, you’ve done it now, now I’m going to make sure you don’t forget”
She looked worried, a voice from the phone shouted “oh god, you're going to get it now sis, do her good josh”


“stand up, take off your dress, now get on all fours on the bed” I yelled
I pushed her onto the bed, pulled her to the edge of the bed, spanked that big ass, and then impaled her back onto my cock, she screamed with pleasure “oh that’s it”
I was standing behind her grabbing her bra as something to hold onto pulling her back onto my cock. Pounding her harder and deeper
“that’s it, honey, do me properly, you fill me up so much”
“I haven’t been full since I had you 18 years ago”
“now you are the one filling me, fuuuck me” at that point my stepmom came all over my cock, the juices flowing all over me.
I let out a scream, “I’m gonna cum, get on your knees to take it” she wasted no time. She was on her knees in seconds, sucking my big balls and playing with my cock.
“cum for mommy, cum for me darling, all over my face” I let out a scream as I did it, covering her face with my cum, there was loads and it started dripping onto her tits, I grabbed her tit and said “lick it off my cock”
She just did exactly what I said, using my cock as a mop across her face and sucking every last drop from my deflating cock.
“you're good, you know how to suck cock”
“Thanks, darling, anytime you need me to I’d be more than happy to milk that for you, I’m all yours now,” she said.
“well, you may not be as lucky next time, I have my eyes on that fine ass of yours, so be prepared,” I told her.
She looked worried and then a voice came from the phone “what about me?” said Dawn “I want to be your big cock slut too, otherwise others will find out”
I looked at my stepmom, she nodded, and so I picked up the phone “I can never have enough of them auntie, so next time you’ll get some, just make sure you dress like a whore, just like my stepmom did for me today” 








Neglected Stepmom

I had always been proud of my stepson Alan. He was always helping out in any way he could, and after his father died, he really stepped up to the plate by getting a job to help pay what bills he could and doing a lot of work around the house that’d usually be reserved for a man. He was more like a man than he realized though, at least in terms of maturity. He had maintained his superb grades, to begin with, and had earned a scholarship to the local state university.


My job as a personal trainer kept me around enough to take care of a lot of things around the house, as I could have clients come over and train in the basement once occupied by my late husband.


He had passed away when Alan was only 3, and in doing so, left the majority of work in raising Alan to me. I dated for a year or two after his passing however I quickly found out that the pool of men to draw from wasn’t quite what it’d used to be. I guess I had gotten lucky…


I was just now starting to get back into the dating scene, however, and had upped my training so-to-speak in an effort to impress the men I might later be spending a lot of my time with. The reeling used to be the hard part, now I needed to work on my bait.


It didn’t take too long to get into “fighting shape” I had always run, and I still do to this day, although not competitively like I did up through college. I always had a pretty good metabolism, so in reality, I only needed to shed about ten or fifteen pounds. Although a little bit of my mother in me was making me feel like it should’ve been twenty-five or thirty.


I wholeheartedly knew this wasn’t the case though, as I was definitely what men would consider curvaceous. I was 43 now and needed the help of color in the box to maintain the same tantalizing brunette locks I had in my younger years, but I still felt my body was great, without the help of any silicone or liposuction machines. My butt was still firm, I guess my Hispanic heritage helped a slight bit, my mother was from Spain, and I’m thinking she was to thank for what often got catcalls and whistles after a workout whilst walking home or to the bus stop in some form-fitting sweats. This was especially the case when I was training a client over in the rough part of town.


I knew I had a great pair. You learn pretty quickly when you’re 18 and walking through a crowded mall with your friends and teenage boys and married men alike are staring at your tits. They were full and firm 34C’s, at least that’s the size bra I wore. My Curvy figure made it a bit harder to find the right fit, as my hourglass figure is not the same one shared by all bra consumers. Plus, the little extra tightness pushed them up ever so slightly, increasing my already fantastic cleavage and aiding me just a bit more in securing one more free drink after a hard night's work.


Well, I know I’ve been long in setting up my little story here, but this is where our little story gets interesting.


After one of those aforementioned “hard days of work,” I went to the local watering hole with my best friend Stacy. We had always been close; we roomed together in college, and now we're both personal trainers, so she felt my plight when it came to nights like this.


I was throwing back wines like it was going out of style, which always seemed to be occurring on half-price wine Wednesdays while listening to Stacy tell some of her racy and risqué stories of conquest. Stacy had taken to catering to the good-looking sector of our clientele and had taken to seducing them. She noted how “It only takes about 5 minutes of flirting or about 30 seconds of ‘accidental’ rubbing or touching for the little head to take over the big one.”


God hearing her stories made me ache. It’d been years since I’d felt anything more than a vibrator inside of me. Hearing her tell of sucking of would-be CEOs or even a spoiled stepson of one made me yearn for a real dick. A real fucking cock that could pulse and throb, read me, become one with me, and then release all of that pent-up passion deep in the parched throat, or in my now moist, and warm pussy.


I almost sat and fucking rubbed one out right there at the bar. Damn. It had been so long since I’d heard anything of the sort/ sure, I read my romance novels and watched some porn, but it was all fake, and I knew it. This was real. This was happening.


I sat and listened for a few more hours before she graciously dropped me back off at my place, on the car ride home, I noticed some of my juices. Not only could I detect the sweet aroma floating from my inner thighs, but as I happened to look down, I noticed that 2 beads of my sweet pussy juice were running down my thigh, having escaped the confines of my g-string. I tried to make it unnoticeable, and I think I did a good job of it.


As I silently (Hell, that’s what it seemed like to me) walked into my house, I just wanted to make sure everything was in order before I went upstairs and plunged a vibrator in my cunt. You know, simple things, like turning off all the lights, looking at all the doors, and generally just making sure the place wasn’t a total mess.


You’d think this would be fairly easy with a stepson who’s so responsible, but he spent nearly all of the time at work or college, and it was only on the weekends that he was around a lot, and event hen, he spent most of his time outside, working in the yard.


I tidied everything up and locked what needed to be, then I headed to Alan’s room to make sure he was home (Hey, you never know with a college-bound 28-year-old) and tuck him into bed.


It was no surprise to see him there, sleeping, he was generally a great guy, so I went to just go and tuck him in. As I took a step or two towards his bed, he rustled. He rolled a bit from having been on his side, and in doing so had pulled the covers nearly off of himself.


I continued my walk towards the bed, and couldn’t help but feel my pussy yelling at me to hurry it up. I kissed Alan on the forehead, as was my tradition for as long as I could possibly remember, and then placed a hand on his comforter to pull it up all the way over him. As I did, I noticed a faint outline against his inner thigh. “There’s no fucking way,” I thought. “I can’t check out my own son’s cock for Godsakes! That’s just wrong”


On the other hand, I figured out it wouldn’t harm to observe what was there. And at least it’d give me something nice to think about before I toyed myself into ecstasy in no sooner than five minutes.


I decided to take the plunge: I pulled the comforter back thinking he’d have the same inclination to sleep in the buff that his father used to. I was right. I peered down and saw it resting there. He was big flaccid; a good deal bigger than his father at that. I just stared at it almost hypnotized by his member. It’d been so long since I’d had one inside me, seeing this fresh one, just made me salivate. My pussy started to heat up again, and after a full minute of staring at his thick piece of meat, I felt another bead of pussy juice flow down to my knee. My cunt was soaked. It was telling me what I needed to have. I cautiously put one hand on his cock, and gently stroked him, as not to wake him up. My god was he huge. As I started to work his shaft, he grew to what had to be nearly nine inches long, and almost six or so inches thick. I hadn’t ever even seen one this big in real life before. Yet it’d been living with me all these years. It was the monster down the hall.


I took my free hand and quickly unzipped my skintight jeans. I swallowed my middle and ring ringers and plunged them down the inside my cunt. I finger-fucked and jerked simultaneously for a good minute, and then worked solely on my clit for the next two.


I couldn’t believe what I was doing: Not only pleasuring myself in front of my own stepson, but doing it because of him, and then touching him on top of that. After the minutes of excitement and taboo, I leered down once again. I need some dick. I need some now. I quickly threw myself onto my knees like was the practice when I was 18 and pulled him a bit closer to me. Up to this point, everything had been soft and gentle, as to not wake him up; however, now, I had a mission at hand.


I licked the tip of his cock and then inhaled one of his balls, sucked it, and releasing with a nice “Pop!” This must’ve startled him, as his body stirred. He took a glance down and was shocked.


“Hey! What the FUCK are you doing? What is going on?”


He was confused, and I loved every second of it.


“I’m just getting what she needs. K, Hun?”


“I don’t understand, I don’t…” he muttered then trailed off


“You don’t need to baby. I have this under control” I replied. With that, I inhaled his huge member, His warm precum dotting my tonsils. I sucked till he was absolutely rigid. A style that was representative of someone starved for cock. I had been in the desert for years, and this was a big fucking steak and a gallon of water. I then looked him in the eyes with nearly half of his throbbing cock in my mouth, and muttered, “So Whaddaya think hun?” (I’m sure we all know it didn’t sound like that) It must not have, but the muffled sound that did escape sent him over the edge. His toes curled tight against the soles of his feet, and I unsheathed his dick from my throat to say: “Oooh, I bet you’d like to be rough with your stepmom?” I then slowly unbuttoned my tight blouse and let my tits out; surely exposing my stepson to the nicest pair he’d ever seen.


Again, he looked confused I helped us get situated and now had us oriented in a 69. I told him I wanted him to know my pussy while he could fuck my throat. And again he just looked a bit struck.


“Honey,” I said, “I’m only going to say this once, you better start eating my fucking pussy out right now, or else…” That seemed to do it for him. On cue, he thrust his dick deep into my cunt and started swirling. He then gently chewed on my puffy lips before making a fucking gourmet meal out of clit. God could he work that shit. I had no idea. My back was arched so much, I thought I might break in two.


I then knew it was time to return the favor. In one fluid motion, I whipped my long brown hair back, thus getting it out of the way, and forced myself all the down on his meaty cock. My eyes were watering. You don’t know how big nine inches is until it’s in your throat I guess. My mouth was as wide as it possibly could’ve been, and my nose was buried in his sweet nutsack. I hadn’t smelt one in years. The pure smell of sex made me want his member even more and I started forcefully thrashing my head up and down his shaft. My own stepson was facefucking me. I could feel his balls start to tense up, and I said to him, almost a bit too harshly: “Oh not yet you motherfucker. I need this man's dick inside me. And I mean NOW! I quickly sat up, spitting out the saliva that had gathered from my throat gagging, and then used it as lube for my clit, and then my stepson’s meat stick.


I sat on his face and almost yelled: “Eat my fucking cunt. Eat it! You like that? You like eating out your stepmom’s pussy? Yeah, well toss my motherfucking salad! You lick that fucking asshole like there’s no tomorrow! FUCK YES!


I knew it was moments away. That full incestuous plunge of penetration. I pulled him up and straddled him, placing my left hand on his shoulder to steady myself, and the right on his dick so I could guide it into my soaking pussy.


“OH MY FUCKING GOD” I remember thinking. I was filled to the brim. I was riding him hard, harder than I road anyone else before, and he still wasn’t all the way in. I continued like this in pure ecstasy before went to try something new. As I went to position us, he quickly sensed it and grabbed my hands. He put them behind my back, and then grabbed me, pulling me close.


My tits were smashed up against his chest, and we were as close as humanly possible, he then placed his arms up to my back with his hands pressing down firmly on my shoulders. He wanted more. With one fell swoop, he thrust himself deep inside me. I cried out of pleasure and pain. He thrust a few more times and then relinquished his masculine grip for my experience tutelage


I took my now sweat-drenched body and leaned over on all fours and while looking him in the eyes once more said; “Fuck me like the bitch I am. Fuck me hard and rough, and make it deep.” I wanted a deep-dicking, but this took the fucking crown. He grabbed my hair and pulled it, forcing me to have my head turned, to see what had been my baby boy now absolutely wrecking his step mommy's pussy. He continued to plow into my G-spot, his balls slapping against my cunt, and my ass pummeling his abs. I knew I was close. I worked my ass even harder now, pushing harder, and faster. I had never been fucked like this before. I was getting fucked right. As I neared climax, I could feel the juices inside of me. His dick was scraping me clean, and now it began to be too much, for I knew what was to come. I put my hand up against his chest to let him know it was a bit too much, but he refused to lessen his pace. It turned out to be a good, thing, as I eeked out a few more moments of overwhelming joy before withdrawing myself.


Puzzled, he watched as I vigorously rubbed my clit for about ten seconds, before I came gushing to fruition. I made a fucking mess. Dousing him and his bed sheets with my cum. The warm love juice was everywhere and having cum so hard, I was still shaking. I could hardly walk and in knowing this, I returned to my former position on my knees.


With my mouth now firmly around my stepson's cock, I had to return the favor. I wanted to make that boy cum so hard he’d never forget it. My throat fucked until the tears returned in my eyes, and slurped and gagged my way until I felt the same tensing-up I’d felt before.


“Cum for me. C’mon, give your hot cum. All in my mouth. I’m hungry for cum.” I said. With that, he exploded. The first 2 shots were incredible. They doused the back of my throat, and as quickly as the first two came, there was more. “God, he mustn’t have gotten off in a month,” I thought. He drenched my mouth in his warm semen. My mouth was absolutely filled to the brim with my stepson’s huge load. I was his own personal cum dumpster.


I was amazed at how big his load was, and as I went to remark with a “wow” some of his cum oozed out over my pouty bottom lip. I then looked longingly into his eyes and sent it all down the hatch.


He looked as though he was about to pass out. I got up, my hand on his thick cock, then pressed myself against him, my Tits all over his chest, and then pulled his hair to bring us close. I passionately kissed him in a way I only reserved for one other. Our tongues were the last to separate, and as we drifted away, my hand still on his dick, I gave him a wink. And said: “Thank you so much, baby. That'll just be our little secret.” I relinquished my grip, and then with one finger wiped the sweat away from my glistening asscrack and cleavage. I have never slept so well. 


In a hot tub with my stepson

After a hard day of work, I arrived home. Removing my dress and looking at my 39

year-old body in the mirror. Thinking to myself "Becky you can still give the

young girls a run for their money. " My 38DD breasts still very firm and not

much sag, tiny waist but growing hips. That seemed to still get attention when I

wore jeans or shorts. The tightness in my shoulders and neck brought me back.

Looking out my bedroom window at the steaming hot tub in the backyard. Maybe a

nice soaking in the hot tub would help me. Since no one was home I put on my

tiniest bikini and went in. Lying back in the hot tub as the bubbles soothed the

stress away. After a few minutes, I heard the sliding back door open. "Hi,

can Paul stay over tonight?" Looking over at my 18-year-old stepson and his 19-year-old friend.

"Sure he can just let me stay in here for a while. "

"Ok, hey can we join you?" Thinking to myself, there goes the relaxation.

"Sure dear, If you like. " When they got into the hot tub I couldn't help but

notice the huge bulge in Paul's swim trunks. I needed to move into a sitting

position to give them room, exposing my breasts straining in the small bikini

top. Both of their eyes quickly moved to them. After a few more minutes I felt a

hand brushing against my thigh. When I didn’t say anything, soon it was on my

thigh rubbing and moving higher. The way both of them were leaning I couldn't

tell who's hand it was and the way my nipples were growing, whoever it was

could tell I didn't mind either.

Sliding down a little and parting my legs. Allowing the hand to slide higher

with more access. I soon felt fingertips brushing my pussy through the bikini

bottoms. As I parted my legs more they came in contact with both my stepson and his

friend’s legs. I felt a thumb pressing onto my growing clit and a soft moan came

out of my mouth. The thought of not knowing who it was caused my pussy to become

inflamed with heat. Then Paul leaned back in the hot tub exposing both of his

hands.

"Oh my god, it is my stepson that is rubbing me" thinking to myself. My body

quivered with the taboo thought as I had an orgasm. "Ma'am, are you ok?" Paul

asked.

Smiling back at his "Oh yes. " Slowly I slide my feet up to their crotches. My

stepson was rock hard as I pressed into him. Paul on the other hand was soft, but

his size was the same as my stepsons hard. His fingers moved my bikini bottoms

and moved into me quickly. I could feel Paul’s massive cock growing as I rubbed

him with my foot. It was the thickest cock I had ever felt. My foot moved with

the quick pace of the fingers driving deep into my pussy.

I heard moans escape both of their lips as my feet continued to stroke their

young cocks. Finally, the heat of the moment got to me and I let loose. I moved

away from my stepson’s hands and right in between them. My large breasts heaving

with anticipation as I reached a hand into both of their laps. Paul's cock was

fully erect and almost twice the size of my stepsons. I put my hands into their

trunks and felt the heat of their erections. I started to stroke both of them at

the same time.

Paul and my stepson's hands came up and quickly removed my bikini top and flung it

out of the hot tub and on the porch. With my breasts exposed they each took a

nipple into their mouths and started to suck on them. I felt incredible pleasure as now I had

two mouths sucking on my nipples. Then I heard the front door opening. My

husband was home.

Not sure what to do I quickly pulled my hands from their trunks and extracted my

nipples from their mouths. They both let out sighs of disappointment, but I

wasn't sure what my husband would do if he saw us this way. We hastily left the

hot tub and went into our separate rooms. As usual, my husband was on his

computer. He didn't even notice that I walked into the room almost naked and

completely horny from the tryst in the hot tub. I asked him how his day was and

he just grunted that it was a usual day at the office. I changed and went down

to make dinner.

At the table, he announced that he would have to go back into the office after he

ate and took a shower. I thought it was a little odd, but didn't care, that

would mean that I got another chance with Paul and my stepson after he left. As my

husband pulled out of the driveway, I put my plan into action.

Looking at myself in the mirror, wearing my short silk white robe with a tiny

white bra and a matching thong. Turning around checking the length of my robe in

the back, smiling to myself since the length was just a few inches below my

cheeks. Sitting on the bed sliding the white thigh highs on and then finishing

it with a pair of white 4" pumps. Then I made my way downstairs and into the

kitchen. I made a quick dessert tray like I always did when Paul stayed over,

but this time the real dessert was me. I went down into the basement where they

were watching movies, probably cheap skin flicks on some movie channel, and made

my entrance. "Well, you boys hungry?" I asked them.

"Yeah, we're starving. "

My stepson replied. "How about some dessert? It’s your favorite. "

"Sure!” He responded.

"Well, come and get it. " I put the tray on the table next to me, and when Paul

and my stepson came over and got their plates, I told them to wait. I slowly took

off my silk robe. "Eat up boys, " I said seductively.

Neither hesitated as my robe hit the floor. They attached themselves to my tits

through my bra like leeches; I guess they were still just as horny as I was from

the hot tub. It felt great to have them sucking on my nipples, it felt so good

that my pussy got wet almost instantly. While they were sucking on my nipples

their hands explored my body and started to probe my lower openings. One hand

was massaging my clit and pussy while another was massaging my ass. I was so

turned on that I didn't even care which was which just as long as it felt good.

And it did too. Soon a finger was inserted into my pussy and ass at almost the

same time, I exploded with an earth-shattering orgasm. I pulled their heads into

my ample breasts even harder and started grinding my hips to get their fingers

in as deep as they could.

Finally, I pulled them away and told them it was my turn to finish what I had

started in the hot tub. I got on my knees and unzipped both of their pants,

releasing their raging hard-ons. I marveled at the size of Paul's cock. I began

to jerk my stepson off, while I attempted to take Paul in my mouth. I flicked my

tongue across the head of his penis and swirled it around. Slowly, I managed to

take all of it in. I moved up and down, up and down, bringing him close to

orgasm. When he began to moan, I pulled out and gave my stepson the attention he'd

been waiting for. I took him in the mouth; not noticing what Paul was about to

do. He got behind me, knelt down, and started to eat me. Paul pulled my white

thong aside and started to lick my dripping pussy. It felt so good to have

someone else pay attention to it besides myself. My clit became bigger and

almost the size of a cherry. Paul greedily sucked it into his mouth and started

to flick his tongue over it. He was driving me crazy with his tongue. Meanwhile,

I was sucking my stepson’s cock. He was built like his father, long and thick, but

hopefully more energy. Because tonight I wanted to be fucked until I couldn't

walk. Paul kept sucking and licking my pussy and clit and then I felt hands

start to pull my tits out of my white bra and play with my ample breasts. My

nipples were tugged on and twisted. I think that both of them were playing with

them, but I didn't care, it just felt so good to have them played with. Finally,

I stopped sucking my stepson and pulled away. I stood up and told both of them to

strip. Within seconds we were all naked, clothes piled on the floor, with mine

on top. Then I leaned over the couch and told them to fuck me, and I didn't care

who started. Quickly, I felt a large cock push into my tight pussy. And the only

reason it was tight was from lack of use and nothing else. I assumed it was my

stepson, but I didn't care. As the cock was pushed further into my pussy I saw Paul

move in front of me and offer me his large cock. I eagerly took it into my mouth

and started to suck it deep into my mouth. In this position, it was a little

easier to open my mouth and swallow his cock like a small sword. I reached up

and started to play with his balls as he fucked my mouth now. I could hear

groans coming from Paul as I took his cock into my mouth.

I then realized that my stepson was the one fucking me and I became even more

excited. So much so that as he thrust into my hungry pussy I orgasmed around his

solid member as it was deep inside of me. He started bucking against and I felt

him shoot his load inside of me. I moaned around Paul’s cock and that must have

been the final straw for him because he started to yell and I felt a hot pulse of

liquid against the back of my throat. I started to pull away so that I could

taste some of his cum as it filled my mouth. He continued to scream as one burst of

hot liquid after another erupted from his cock into my mouth.

I tried to swallow all of it, but it soon became too much to swallow and

started to dribble out of the sides of my mouth. Then I pulled completely off of

him and let him cum on my face and in my hair. I didn’t care; I just wanted to

feel like a young slut again. And tonight I most certainly was. I felt my stepson

start to pull out of my pussy and then lean over me with his hot young body. I

could feel his sweet on my back as he lay over me. Paul’s cock was starting to

soften a little, but not nearly as much as I thought it would for what he just

did. I looked at him and he smiled back.

“So Paul, are you ready to fuck me now?”

He looked at my stepson then just nodded his head a very firm yes. At the same time

his cock started to get hard again. I wrapped my hands around it and started to

stroke it a few times to help him and was amazed again at the size of it. Paul

moved away from me and then I felt my stepson move away from my back. I felt hands

grab my sides and pull me up.

As I was pulled up the hands moved around to my ponderous breasts and started to

massage them. My nipples became hard as rocks and ached for attention. As I

stood up erect, my stepson came around in front of me and took both nipples into his

mouth, and started to suck on them. I was rocked with mini orgasms from the feel

of this; he was better than his father so far. Then I felt Paul’s

enormous cock pushing between my legs and rubbing my clit on the head of his cock.

I started to grind my hips against him as he fucked my clit.

For a young man, he knew what to do to get a woman hot and wet. Then I felt him

position himself so that he could insert his large head into my pussy opening. I

moved my hand down to help him out and was shocked at just how wet I was. I

pushed his cock into my pussy and started to slowly rock back and forth inside

of me. Deep into me, but hitting my g-spot with the head of his cock.

Then he started to push his cock into me and I let out a gasp as he stretched my

pussy wide open with the girth of his cock. I had just had it in my mouth and it

didn’t feel that big to me. My stepson started to suck just one nipple at a time now

teasing me more and more.

I orgasmed again and almost expected Paul to cum too. But to my surprise, he

didn’t and just kept fucking me with his large cock. My stepson sucked a nipple into

his mouth and rolled his tongue over the tip and then pushed the nipple against

the roof of his mouth and nipped the base with his teeth and then pulling his

teeth over the tip and then back down again. My body was shaking from all of

this attention and I was starting to feel my knees go weak and collapse. I

panted out that I needed to be put on the floor or back over the couch.

Paul pulled out of me and took my hand and led me around to the front of the

couch and sat down. I looked at him and he just pulled me on top of his cock. He

held it for me as I slide down onto it and buried it deep into my dripping wet

pussy. It felt so good inside of me that I just sat there for a minute

luxuriating in the feel of how much it filled me. He then started to buck his

hips to get my attention and I quickly started to move up and down on his rigid

cock. The look on his face was so good that I felt it was all worth it for that

look alone.

Anymore my husband acted like he was obligated to fuck me, but Paul looked like

he enjoyed it and would die happy tomorrow. Then I was surprised to feel my stepson

rubbing my ass behind me. I looked over my shoulder and he had his hand wrapped

around his cock, pumping away.

“Oh, your ass is so perfect, I want to fuck it. Can I please?” Right that

minute I didn’t care and just nodded my head. I felt him run his hand under me

and around his friend’s cock to get some of my fluids that were flowing from my

pussy and put it into my ass. His finger felt so big in my ass and hurt. But as

Paul bucked against me, the finger went further in and the pain subsided. I

felt him pull it out and move it around in the opening. Next, I felt his body

against mine, and then his cock slowly pushed into my ass. He pushed my body

forward so that my breasts were against Paul’s face.

Paul quickly took a nipple into his mouth and sucked it deep into his mouth. I

could my stepson’s cock slowly push deeper into my pussy. As he stopped I could feel his

cock rub against Paul’s between the thin membranes inside of me. Again I felt

an orgasm rush through my body and exit out my pussy. Paul started to push up

harder as my stepson pushed deeper into my ass and they fucked me in a weird unison

that was so exhilarating. As orgasm after orgasm rushed through my body, I could

tell I was screaming in pleasure. All I cared about was making them explode

inside of me.

I started moving with the rhythm that they set and could tell that they were

both ready to explode. As I pushed back against my stepson I felt his cock throb and

grow inside of me this time, and knew that he was going to cum first. As Paul

bite my nipple, I screamed in pleasure and my stepson let loose his semen and filled

my ass with his precious fluid. I continued to push back him and felt Paul

stiffen beneath me and he lost his load next. Both of their cocks were pumping

their fluids into me and against each either at the same time. The feeling of

having both orifices filled to capacity was amazing.

Finally, my stepson pulled his cock out with a loud pop and collapsed on the floor

behind me. Paul’s cock was starting to go soft, but it was still big enough to

satisfy me where it was. I looked over my shoulder and saw my stepson start to fall

asleep on the floor. I looked at Paul and could tell that he was tired too.

Slowly I stood up and felt my knees shack. I stood still for a minute then

walked over to my robe. I could feel their semen slowly ooze from me, but I

didn’t care.

I put on my robe and grabbed my clothes. As I slowly went upstairs I knew that

from now on I would only be fucked by my stepson and his friend Paul. Who knows,

maybe next time I can convince them to invite another friend so that I can have

all three holes filled at once.


Relieving my stepson

Well, I’ll start off by telling you a little bit about myself. My name is Josh and I'm 22 years old. I'm about 6 foot 1, 190 pounds, dark brown hair, brown eyes, an athletic body, and a nice thick 8-inch dick. I'm just your normal average working guy with a decent job making 18 dollars an hour. I have more than enough girls that liked me and if I played my cards right I could maybe get any girl I wanted. Not to brag about myself or anything, just making a point so nobody thinks I'm some ugly nerd sitting around my house all day. Lol.

It all started when I was 19. It's just me and my stepmom living together in our new house we just had built out in the country. It was a normal household and we had the normal things around the house as in the sexual porn stuff. Lol. My stepmom would always go in my room and try and find where I had my porn and she would take them for herself and I thought it was pretty sexy. Just thinking about my stepmom watching my porn and fingering herself turns me on. We both worked almost every day and hardly seen each other. Whenever we did get to see each other is wasn't long cause my stepmom sleeps a lot when she's off work. Usually, she would always be walking around the house with just a t-shirt and panties on. Now my stepmoms, not the hottest lady but she's a real turn-on. She's about 5 foot 4, 130 pounds, hazel eyes, light brown hair, 34 double D tits, and a nice round ass to go with them titties.

But anyway, I had been working at this one plant for almost a year. Nothing special about this day at all while I was on my way back home to get ready to go to work. On my way to my house, I came to an intersection when an older lady decided to pull out in front of me. I didn't see the car at all as she pulled out in front of me so I didn't even have to time to put my foot on the brake to slow down. I slammed into here almost head on going 70 miles an hour. To make a long story short I ended up shattering my femur in my leg and had to get airlifted to the hospital. I ended up staying in the hospital for about a week until they finally let me go back home.

So I can't walk or even move my leg at and it's the worst thing ever not being able to move when your use to doing everything for yourself. So I'm back home not working and my stepmoms not working much either cause she's home taking care of me. Me and her are really close and I pretty much tell her anything and were pretty open to each other. If I have to get up and go to the bathroom she would help me in there and help me back to my bed.

So at night time when I had to take a shower was the best thing about being not able to do much. My stepmom would help me to the bathroom where she would strip me down to my boxers and help me get in the shower and leave out the bathroom. I would take my boxers off on my own once she left out the bathroom so she wouldn't have to see me naked every night. After I would get done showering I would have a towel close by so I could dry off and put it around my waist before I called my stepmom back in there. She would come in there and grab my new boxers and put them on me while the towel was still around my waist and once they were over my dick I would take the towel off and finish putting my shorts and shirt on.

It was a normal routine for us almost every night. One night I was drying off and I called my stepmom in there to get my clothes on. She was pulling up my boxers and she was around my knees when the towel slipped off and fell to the floor. My dick was hanging 6 inches from my stepmom's face and I didn't know what to do. I couldn't bend over to pick up the towel and so there was nothing I could do. My stepmom acted like she didn't see anything and turned her head and pulled my boxers up the rest of the way. I finished dressing and she helped me back to bed. I didn't think much about my stepmom seeing my dick but it kind of turned me on knowing it was 6 inches in front of my stepmom's face.

So 2 nights went by and it was shower time for me. I was just finishing rinsing off and turning off the water and I realized I didn't have a towel. I yelled at my stepmom so she could hear me through the bathroom.

"Hey!!!! Bring me a towel!!" 20 seconds later she comes into the bathroom and hands me a towel. About 10 seconds later while I'm drying off I hear my stepmom unbutton her shorts.

"I have to pee, don't look." My stepmom says to me.

As I'm drying off I hear my stepmom start to pee. I reach down and start drying off my dick and it starts feeling a little tingly. The toilet is a foot away from my shower and I start thinking about my stepmom peeing and it's turning me on. I start putting the towel around my waist and my dick is semi-hard right about now and you can see the outline of my dick through the towel.

"Are you ready?" She asks me as she starts the flush the toilet.

"Yea I'm ready." As I say back to her.

She opens the curtain to the shower and to my amazement, she's standing there with just her shirt on. Her freshly shaved pussy looks sooo amazing and she's just standing there teasing me.

"Hey, what are you doing?"

"You don't like this baby?" My stepmom asks back.

"Uhhhhh ummmmm," was all I could get out staring down at her pussy. She looks down and see's the outline of my dick through the towel and reaches down and grabs it. Now I haven't jacked off in like a week and my dick is super sensitive so as soon as she touched it sprung up and hardened faster than it ever has. She licks her lips and starts to pull my towel off my waist.

The towel falls to the floor and my dick is sticking straight out. She grabs my dick with one of her hands and can't even get her fingertips to touch around my dick.

"Damn baby, it's too big!!" She says as she strokes my dick back and forth.

I let out a moan as I feel some pre-cum ooze out the tip of my dick. She feels something wet on her hand and looks down and sees my pre-cum oozing out on her palm.

"Mmmm you want that big dick in your stepmom's mouth?"

"Mmmm yeah!" I moaned back to her.

She spread her legs giving me a clear view of her now shinning wet pussy. She lowered herself down and licked the tip of my dick and opened her mouth. She took the head of my dick in her mouth and it was soo warm and wet it made me wanna cumm right then.

"Your dick taste soo good and it's soo big!"

"You like that stepmama!" I said back to her.

"Damn your mouth feels soo wett."

She starts to take more and more of my dick in her mouth till she gags about halfway down. She bobs her head back and forth faster and faster as she moans and vibrates my dick with her moans. I start to feel the urge to come and then she stops and pulls my dick out her mouth.

"You like stepmama's pussy baby?" She says to me as she leans back and sticks 2 fingers inside her.

"You wanna put that big dick of yours inside me and stretch out stepmamas pussy?"

As she’s still fingering herself and staring at my dick and talking dirty to me she leans forward and grabs my dick. She puts her mouth back on it and starts sucking and jacking me off at the same time while she's still fingering her pussy.

"Fuck!" I moan out

"You wanna watch mama cumm baby?" My stepmom says to me as she takes her mouth off my dick and leans back again.

"Fuuuucckkkk imm about to cummmm baby! Jack that big dick off while u watch me cumm!!

She starts fingering faster and throws her head back and moans out load and starts to cumm. Her cum runs down her fingers and onto the floor as she still rubs up and down her clit. As my stepmom's orgasm comes to a rest she opens her eyes and looks back at my dick and grabs it with the hand she just cummed on and starts stroking my dick as fast as she can. She puts her mouth back on it and it starts sucking the head as she's jacking me off and I'm so ready to explode with cum.

"Fuck, don't stop!"

"Cumm for your stepmom baby!"

As she sucks and jacks me off harder and faster I start to tighten up and grab the back of my stepmoms head and push my dick deeper into her mouth.

"Godddd, I'm fixing to cummm!!"

My dick starts to hurt as it gets harder and building up all my cum and right before I cum I push my dick further in her mouth and unload.

The first shot of cumm hits the back of her throat and makes her jerk her head back and gag. But she doesn't stop jacking me off and the second and third shots of cum land on the bridge of her nose and her cheek and run down her mouth and chin. I shoot 3 more ropes of cumm onto her neck and shirt that she's wearing. The last of my cumm dribbles out the tip of my dick as my stepmom licks it up off her hand and fingers.

My dick starts to go limp and she is cleaning up some of the cum that's on her face.

"Oh my god baby, I've never seen so much cum in my life." My stepmom says as she smiles at me.

"I don't think I've ever cummed that much either." I smiled and giggle back at my stepmom.

She stands up and takes her shirt off and starts cleaning my cumm off my dick first then off her face and neck. She grabs my boxers and starts pulling them back up. She puts the head of my dick back in her mouth and sucks and makes sure she gets all the cum out, then looks up at me and smiles and pulls my boxers all the way up.

I finish dressing and she helps me back into my bed and tells me goodnight.

She turns around to walk out of my room still naked and smacks her own ass and winks at me.

"Goodnight babe." My stepmom says to me as she walks out of the room.

I just smile at her as she shuts the door.








My Stepmom is a model

My stepmom Amy is hot!! She became a model at 20 to support me who she had when she was 18. I’m pretty sure I was a prom night baby and my father has never been in the picture. I am now 19 and my stepmoms 33 but looks even younger. She has stunning 34DDD all-natural boobs and a 34 inch-perfect, round ass that compliments her 19-inch waist so well (I saw her measurements online). Lucky for me she has hundreds of photos online that I spend countless hours jerking off to. Unfortunately, she has never done any nudes and at home, she is a little more conservative. She usually walks around in nighties and rarely wears thongs around the house as I wish.

About a year ago something amazing happened that changed my life forever

It was just a normal summer day.

“Hey, Tommy do you want to go get something to eat?”

“Sure, I’m starving; just give me a few minutes”

I was busy rubbing one out fantasizing about shooting a huge load on her busty chest.

“Honey, I’m leaving now are you coming?”

I guess I'm going to have to finish this later

“Ok, I'm coming”

As I left my room I noticed the door was cracked a little and thought I need to be more careful I don’t want my stepmom seeing me jerk off.

My stepmom and I went to a small Italian restaurant by our house we always go to. On the way there I noticed my stepmom was wearing a very low cut dress that showed her monster tits so nice. I was still sporting a half chode from not finishing my business earlier but the view of my stepmom's chest soon made my cock grow into an 8-inch rock. It was in plainly obvious I had a hard on in my gym shorts so I quickly fumbled in my pockets and got my cock up into my drawl string. I don’t think my stepmom noticed my cock but she did notice the fumbling.

“Whats wwrong baby?

“oh um nothing … just an… just an itch” Damn did I have in itch I was so horny

“Anything I can to do help you hon?”

Oh god so many things I thought to myself.

“no im good”

We pulled into the restaurant and were seated outside.

“It sure is hot out today” my stepmom said

“Yeah it’s blazing out today”

“I’ve been so busy lately we’ve hardly had time to use our pool this year, well have to get out and use it soon.

“For sure” I said

My stepmom went to take a drink of her water when the glass slipped from her hand and spilt water all over her and mainly her boobs.

“Oops” she said as she casually took her napkin and dabbed her boobs. My jaw about hit the floor. Her glistening tits were so hot. The cold water made her nipple so hard.

“I’m going to go to the restroom and get cleaned up she said.

I could believe what just happen. The water made my stepmoms lace dress just barely see through and her nipple got so hard they were poking through her shirt.

About 5 minutes later my phone went off and I about came as my phone was vibrating against my throbbing cock. It was my stepmom

“Hey baby, my clothes are drenched can you go home and get me a pair to change into”

“Sure”

I drove home and went up to my stepmoms room. An idea hit me. She had to wear whatever I brought her. I ran to my sisters room who had been away at college for 3 years. I found the smallest most revealing tank top she had and she was only a C cup so my stepmoms tits were sure to be about ready to blow out of the shirt. I went back to my stepmoms room and got a pair of sheer nylon leggings that my stepmom didn’t wear any more because they had a small rip in the crotch/ass. I put my finger In the rip and tore it a little bigger. I then headed to the treasure chest, my stepmoms panty drawer. I opened it and on top was a tiny pink thong bikini. I thought maybe I should just take her this haha but that would be too obvious. I took it out and put it on the floor. This truly was a treasure chest underneath the bikini was my stepmom dildo. I took it out. it was about 8 inches, about the same size as me. I smelled it and my stepmoms sexy aroma overcame me. I needed to jerk off. I headed to the bathroom and began jerking off. I put the dildo in my mouth. My stepmom tasted so good, so sweet with a hint of must. Before I came I went to my stepmoms hamper and grabbed one of her dirty thongs and wrapped it around my cock. I was wacking it harder and hard while I tasted my stepmoms dildo. My phone range and startled me and I began to cum all over the thong. I just kept cumming and the crotch of the thong was catching every drop. I set the thong on the toilet seat and ran to my phone in the other room and answered it.

“Baby whats taking you so long”

“sorry I got side tracked im on my way”

“ok honey bye”

I hurried and put her dildo and bikini back. I didn’t know what to do with the thong it was covered in come and my stepmom would notice when she did the laundry. I put it in my pocket to deal with it later. I grabbed the tank top and leggings and ran out the door. I got back to the restaurant and went to the womens restroom. I knocked

“Tommy?”

“It’s me”

The door cracked open. My stepmom must have already undressed because she hid her body behind the door. What she didn’t realize is the bathroom mirror gave me a perfect shot of her side boob.

“Thanks baby” She said as she took the clothes.

She started talking to me with the door shut.

“aww baby you grabbed one of you sisters shirts, it must have gotten mixed in with my stuff last time your sister came home. I hope I can fit I this, I don’t know if this is any better than my see through dress haha”

“sorry I didn’t realize” I said smirking.

“Oh baby! And you brought me sheer leggings these aren’t pants”

“sorry I thought they were yoga pants I don’t know this stuff I’m a man haha”

“oh..Its..its fine honey”

The door opened. My stepmom whispered to me

My stepmom said “honey I hate to keep complaining to you but you brought me ripped see through leggings and, well this is embarrassing but I didn’t wear panties this morning and if I put those leggings on everyone will be able to see me… down there”

I was speechless and was instantly hard again

“Oh wait you brought me panties I can probably make this work so that im covered enough to make it to the car”

I was still in aww at the fact she didn’t wear panties and didn’t realize what she said. She reached down and I looked down at my pocket.

FUCK. The thong I came in was partially hanging out and she grabbed it and shut the door.

“no wait” I muttered but it was too late.

The door opened and I waited for the beginning of the end.

“you ready to go tommy” she said.

I was surprised, maybe she didn’t notice. But she had to there was so much cum on it. I just went with whatever was going on.

“Yep” I said

We began walking to the door I looked down at her crouch the thong hardly covered the rips and the cum was starting to soak through, she had to know. I then looked at her ass, it was amazing every step she took it bounced and I could see straight through the leggings to the thong. As I watched her ass bounce I saw some of the cum leak out of the rip in her leggings. It was so hot but I was worried about what was going to happen.

We got home and once again surprised me again, she didn’t go up to change she said

“hey honey lets go out by the pool”

We went out to the by the pool, the thought of my cum rubbing up agains my stepmoms pussy was making me so hard.

We sat down on our lawn furniture.

“you know what honey, im going to go up and change into a bathing suit so we can swim”

“ok im just going to swim in my gym shorts.

As she walked around the pool she went to put her toe in the water to check the temperature. All the sudden she fell in. She started laughing and came back up the ladder giving me a perfect view of her boobs through the now transparent see through white tank top. Her nipples were at least the size of a half dollar.

“haha clumsy me” she said then went to change.

Man today just keeps getting better I thought. I was hoping my stepmom was going to change into that pink thong bikini I saw early. She was inside for a pretty long time. When she came out I had my fingers crossed but she didn’t have it on. Instead just a normal string bikini, damn.

We swam for about 2 hrs and it was pretty uneventful compared to the rest of the day. I went up to my room to get ready for bed. When I walked in I saw something on my pillow. It was the thong I had jacked off in early. There was a note next to it.

Hey baby I didn’t want to make you feel awkward

At the restaurant Its fine if you use my thongs for

you business please Just ask and try not to drench

them like this one ;)haha. I freshened this one up

for you well I was getting my bikini. ENJOY!

I picked up the thong and it was drenched and smelled so strong. My stepmom did know I can in it and is helping me out? This is awesome! I jerked off in the thong and went to bed.

The next day I reflected on what had happened the previous day and thought about how comfortable my stepmom was with me jerking off. I decided to test out how comfortable she was. I put on only boxers and was sporting my morning wood. I went down stairs. My stepmom was doing the dishes in her pink thong bikini. She was facing away from me.

“hey baby do you want to swim” she turned to me “woo you might have to take care of that first do you want me to soil another thong for you”

“nah that’s alright ill just use you dildo”

“haha I wouldn’t do that baby”

“why not”

“umm.. well baby”

“well what”

“Well because… that was up my ass yesterday well I was soaking the thong I gave you last night”

“wow that’s so hot, you like anal”

“well baby you made me very hot giving me those cum covered panties to walk around in, and yes I absolutely love anal”

“Here baby just take these and join me in the pool when your done” my stepmom took off her thong bikini bottom and tossed them to me leaving her pussy naked, she had a short neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair about her pussy.

“wow thanks, that’s so hot”

“you welcome baby”

“Hey’

“Yea?”

“can I see you boobs”

“haha you didn’t get enough when I spilt that water on me and then you gave me that tiny shirt, and I even gave you that view when I fell in the pool”

“you did that on purpose”

“haha yeah I saw you jacking off in you room and ive seen your computer history, all you do is jack off to me and I was flattered so I thought id help you haha”

“I love you”

“I love you too tommy and here you go”

The bikini top dropped and hit the floor and her tits fell and bounced, it was amazing. Her nipples were at least the size as the end of my pinkies.

“oh my stepmom thank you”

“your welcome baby, how about showing me that big pecker of yours, you know I bought my dildo the same size as you so it was as real as possible when I fantasize about you.

“that’s so hot” I said as I dropped my pants and started stroking my cock with my stepmoms thong.

“that’s so hot baby haha, let me help you out” my stepmom came over and started stroking me until I came all over her tits.

I was in heaven. My stepmom had just jerked me off with her own thong until i came all over her huge tits.

"well i got a taste of you yesterday when i licked all the cum off my panties for you but, those were tainted with all my juices, lets see what you taste like fresh baby" my stepmom said as she swiped some jizz off her tit with her finger.

She slowly inserted her whole finger into her mouth "mmm" and then took my unerect cock and licked the cum from the tip "delicious" she said as she took one more swipe of cum off her tits and began to rub her pussy with it.

"how about you get a fresh taste of your dirty stepmommy's pussy, its so wet"

"I would love to get a taste of your perfect cunt, your dildo tasted so good"

I went down on my stepmom slurping up all her juices, making sure that her clit got all the attention it needed.

"fuck baby thats so fucking good, im so close to cumming" my stepmoms sweet pussy honey began to leek down her legs.

"turn around and bend over" i said, my stepmom obeyed and bent over the kitchen table giving me a perfect view of her big round heart shaped ass. I could see the tan ring around her asshole and spread her cheeks. she had the perfect asshole that was just a little bit open and inviting. i gave her a slap on the ass.

"Oh baby, i love that your an ass man, because im an ass girl haha"

I knelt down and plunged my tongue into her asshole and swirled my tongue around.

"Fuck baby you know just how to get me, i love asslicking, baby.. ugh don.... dont... stop... im so close.. ugh im cccuuummmming!!!! aww fuck"

I stuck two fingers in her pussy and shoved my tongue farther and farther down her. i continued licking and fingering and i began rubbing her right nipple

"Oh fuck baby my nipples are so sensitive, Im cumming again fuck, your so good...ugh.. yes ugh" I stopped everything i was doing and slowly pushed my middle finger all the way in her saliva lubed ass.

"aww yes honey right there, those were the hardest orgasms ive ever had, and they were back to back, baby your a true pussy pleaser"

"and ass pleaser" i said

"oh yeah baby, ive never had a tongue that deep in my ass in my life, it was magical the places you reached, lets go up stairs i need some more of that. And from the looks of it so do you haha" i had a raging 8" erection.

we went up stairs and my stepmom grabbed her dildo and met me on the bed. she handed me the dildo and said "stick this in my ass while i blow that big fat cock baby"

"do you have any lube"

"just stick it in my pussy a few times and it will get nice a slick"

"are you sure, it was up your ass shouldnt you clean it"

"your right baby give it here" she took the dildo but didnt get up to wash it, instead she took it inch by inch until she had the whole thing in her mouth and began slurping it clean.

"there baby all clean and i lubed now"

"your such i dirty slut" i said with a grin

she slowly traveled down my body until her head hovered over my cock. She began taking it in inch by inch, same as she did with the dildo. She only took about six inches though an came back up.

"Damn baby i knew you where about 8" which is why i bought the 8" dildo to play with my self but you are much thicker than the dildo im going to have to work to get all 8" of you in, and as fair as my asshole goes you better start pumping me with that dildo if you want to get me loose enough"

"aww that feels so good but i dont know if i can reach you ass from here"

she lifted her head off my cock "oh sorry baby haha" and then flipped her body around so that we were in a 69 position.

I shoved the dildo into her ass about 3 or 4 inches

"ugh fuck.. yes" my stepmom said then slid it out, her ass was very tight. i shoved about 4 or 5 inches again and held it there well i licked my stepmoms pussy that was dripping all over my face.

"oo baby your going to make me cum for the third time and i havent even had your fat cock in me"

she got up off me and the dildo shot out of her ass

"oops sorry baby" she picked up the dildo and began working it in and out of her ass until she had about 7" in her and then squatted down over my dick, still pumping her ass.

"are you ready to feel mommy's pussy baby, because im ready to take that huge cock of yours"

"ive been ready for this for years"

"i love you baby"

"i love you too"

she began to slid down my shaft, her pussy was still very tight and my cock was stretching it to the brink.

"ugh yes baby, that fat fucking cock feels so good in my pussy" she came up a few inches and then went back down and repeated this til she had all of it in.

"fuck baby this is the biggest cock ive every had and im about to cum from just sitting on it"

"aww your pussy is so soft but tight"

i began to thrust my hips up and down as my stepmom took the dildo out of her ass and shoved it back all the way in

"i've never dp'ed before baby... ugh.. but it feels so good"

we fucked for about a minute before my stepmom came for the third time and the thought of my stepmoms ass made me feel like cumming

" i need your ass"

"baby i want you in my ass so much too but i dont think its loose enough yet, your cock was almost too thick for my pussy, hold on a minute"

My stepmom slid off my cock and i could see a shiver go up her body. I was very close to cumming but this break allowed me to regain control. My stepmom had went into her closet and came back about 30 seconds later. In her hand was a huge butt plug, it must have been 3 inches or so i diameter.

"this will loosen it up enough baby"

"fuck thats huge'

"i know baby your aunt Linda gave it to me as a gag gift years ago, ive never used it"

"fuck is Linda an ass slut like you?"

"haha baby well talk later, right now i need to get this in my ass"

my stepmom began to lick the plug all over and then set it on the floor. It was huge, i mean like pornstar huge. she began squatting on it.

"ugh.. fuck"

she almost got to the base but couldnt make it. she got off an spit on the top and then repositioned. she squatted again and got to the same spot. I felt like cumming right then, this was so hot. she slid her hands back and squatted farther down and then it popped in.

"that is fucking huge" my stepmom said with a giggle as she came back to the bed.

I fucked her doggystyle, while we were waiting for her ass to loosen, for a couple of minutes until she came again.

"fuck baby my pussy has never taken a pounding from such a big cock"

"are you ready"

"im ready baby give it to me"

i grabbed the end of the plug and pulled, it took some force. "pop" it was out. my stepmoms asshole was gaping wide open i placed my cock at the opening.

"do it baby" and with those words i pounded

"oh fuck baby fuck"

i pounded her brains out for 5 minutes as hard as i could and then had to cum

" im going to cum"

"so do i baby just keep going and cum in my ass, aww... aww.. im fucking cummmming!!!!"

with those words i came and we were in simultaneous ecstasy

i shot glop after glop of cum in her ass until it was spilling out the sides of her asshole and then we both collapsed on the bed and fell asleep with my cock still in her cum leaking ass

The next morning my stepmom was already out of bed when i woke up. I went down stairs and she was in the kitchen making some eggs. She was wearing a semi-sheer lace black bra with matching thong panties, and black thigh high stockings. It was truly a magnificent sight.

"Morning" i said "you look great"

"morning honey, thank you i thought you would like this"

"I love it, im already hard" My stepmom turned her head and glanced at my cock

"Not so fast baby, you need to eat first, regain your strength from yesterday"

I walked up behind my stepmom and pulled my cock out between the opening in my boxers. my cock was standing straight up. i place my cock against my stepmoms ass in between her ass cheeks, like a hot dog on a bun and wrapped my arm around her gently caressing her right boob.

"But  the only thing i want to eat is between your legs... and between your ass" I began kissing down my stepmoms neck.

she let out a moan. I slipped my hand down into her panties and slowly rubbed her pussy up and down.

my stepmom tilted her head back closing her eyes as they rolled back in pleasue. She reached her arm up to the cabinet above the stove to keep her balance

"aww baby, you make me so wet" i continued rubbing her pussy. Her breathing became more and more heavy.

I pulled my hand out of her panties and place my cock between her juicy thighs against her wet pussy, slowly thrusting in and out.

"Are you sure you still want me to eat first"

my stepmom struggled to talk "you know baby... im still your... mother ... and you shouldn't.... take advantage of me.... like this...but this is... so fucking good .... please dont stop baby!

My stepmom's thighs felt good, they were nice and soft and warm. And they were glistening in my her juices, making them nice and slick.

I then swung her around and picked her up like a groom carries the bride. I don't think she was expecting this

"ahh" she let out a little scream and then laughed. As i carried her over to the family room our eyes locked. I starred into her deep hazel brown eyes for what seemed like forever. There was a romantic spark between us. I lowered my head as she lifted hers. Our lips met and caressed for a moment. Our tongues broke our lips and collided in a climactic explosion of sensual romance.

Yesterday was a day of lustful sex but today was different, that moment changed our relationship from lust to love, and today we were making love.

i placed her face down on the couch and laid on top of her. I kissed down her neck, then down her back until i reached the top of her ass crack. I slowly pulled her panties down and proceeded to kiss down her ass crack, kissing her asshole then her pussy. I went back to her neck gently sucking it.

My stepmom grabbed my cock and guided it between her legs. I slowly pushed my cock into her pussy until it was all the way in.

"Awww" my stepmom moaned.

i slowly took my cock all the way out and then pushed it back all the way in

"Awww yes Tommy fuck me nice and slow, make love to me"

"Stepmom.." i began to say

my stepmom cut me off "Your my lover now Tommy, call me Amy"

"Amy" i said "I want to fuck you nice and slow until you cum all over me" it felt so hot calling her by her first name.

"Awww yes Tommy put that big cock in me nice and slow i don't want to cum yet, i want to cherish this"

I stuck my cock in Amy a few more times and then she rolled over, "my turn to be on top" she said and seductively licked her top lip.

She got on top and closed her eyes as she slowly squatted down on my cock until it was all in.

"Awww" she moaned. Then she bent down and kissed up my chest until we met for another kiss, our tongues meeting in the middle. She began moving her hips in an oblong circle motion as we continued to make out. She was fucking a little bit faster than me.

"mmm" she moaned as we kissed. Soon i was thrusting my hips meeting her every hump, our bodies smacking together making a clapping sound as my crotch hit her ass.

My stepmom broke off our long chain of kisses, her eyes were shut hard.

"Oh Tommy im going to cum, yes.. yes ... yes" Her pace increased a little and our bodies clapped harder.

"Yes im commmmmmmming... fuck yess. yess awwwwww, awww yes"

our pace slowed again

"awwww yes" Amy moaned as we slowly fucked.

She gave me another big kiss " I love you tommy"

"I love you too Amy"

"awww yes" she moaned

i continued to slowly stick my cock all the way in and out of her.

"tommy your so good"

i could feel my balls tightening

"it's time for you to cum"

Amy jumped off me and got down on her knees as i sat up.

Amy began stroking my cock. She put the head in her mouth as she continued to stroke the shaft. She then started bobbing her head up and down, with the same rhythm as her hand, i was going to cum any second.

She must have sensed this because she stopped stroking me and then lifted her head up.

She looked up at me but didn't say and thing, and then lowered her head again still keeping eye contact. She slowly lowered her head down my cock until she deep throat-ed the whole thing. It felt so good. She held her head there for a moment and then slowly came back up, still never breaking eye contact.

She looked so hot as she starred up at me while sucking my cock. She then deep throat-ed me again. My balls were tightening again. She came back up and said,

"Cum for me"

Then she started stroking my shaft as she sucked my head again. It felt so good i came in about 10 second. I shot 3 huge stings of cum into the back of Amy's throat. She swallowed all of it. Then i shot a fourth and then a fifth. She swallowed all she could but it began to be too much and started leaking out of her mouth. I shot my sixth and final strand. The cum leaked out and dropped down to her huge tits, it was a fantastic sight.

She sucked my cock a little longer and got all the cum off it.

She lifted her head and said "I love you Tommy"





Seducing my stepson

It had been two years since Tommy Ritter's father

died. Tommy was eighteen when the tragedy occurred.

While Tommy missed his dad a lot, it was no

more than his stepmom did. Their life had been

ideal--living in the suburbs, two-car garage, and

nice schools. Everything was just about perfect until

the accident.

Bob Ritter had been driving home from work late

one night when a drunken driver crossed the

centreline and hit his car head-on. He never had a

chance. The police said that the other car had

been traveling at almost one hundred miles per

hour.

The funeral was difficult for everyone. Bob and

Sue's relatives flew in from around the country and

were a big help to Tommy and his stepmother.

However, when the funeral was over, she and

Tommy had to go home and deal with the loss

alone. The accident changed their lives dramatically.

Tommy's stepmom, Sue, had to go back to work to

make ends meet and they had to sell their house.

However, in the two years since Bob's death, Sue

had done very well in her job and she had been

lucky in the stock market. She had purchased a

new house for her and Tommy, smaller than

before, but very comfortable nonetheless. The job

and investments provided enough money to enjoy life

and take an occasional vacation.

While the two years since the accident had been

financially stable, it was emotionally difficult. On an

emotional level, she and Tommy were still struggling.

They leaned on each other for support and therefore

had grown closer than the typical stepmother and

teenaged stepson.

Tommy Ritter became the man of the house

overnight, but he knew that he couldn't make up

for the loss of his dad to his stepmother.

Tommy was a tall, handsome and lean boy at 6'

1" and 175 pounds. He was bigger than most of

his classmates. However, while he appeared to be a

confident teenager, he was, in fact, very shy and

overly sensitive. Although he had his dad's

handsome face and the bright blue eyes of his

stepmom, he wasn't comfortable with girls.

Tommy wanted to date, but every time he was

around an attractive girl, he would become tongue-

tied and embarrass himself. It was easier for him

just to avoid those situations. Besides, he almost felt

like he would be cheating his stepmom if he dated.

Now 19, Tommy had graduated from high school

with honors and had earned a football scholarship to

a local university. While he looked like the All-

American boy, he had never had a girlfriend. His

shyness was an incredible embarrassment for him.

The shyness was primarily the result of a slight

stutter that he had developed not long after his

father died. He had hidden it successfully from his

stepmother so far and most of the time he could

cover it up. However, it tended to show up when

he was nervous and all too often, that was in the

presents of girls his age.

Sue Ritter was still a very attractive woman as well.

She was tall at 5' 7" with a well-proportioned

body. However, like most women, she was critical

of her body. She thought that her butt was too

round and that her breasts were too large. Her

tendency was to dress on the conservative side to

cover up her perceived flaws.

Sue had been desperately lonely since Bob's death.

Although she tried not to lean on Tommy too

much, he seemed to be the only one that really

understood. She didn't have to explain to him how

she felt when she was sad, angry, or lonely. He

just knew. Sue thought that she could read Tommy

as well.

Out of sheer loneliness, Sue had tried dating.

Unfortunately, she hadn't met anyone that she really

liked or connected with on an emotional level or

for that matter, on a physical level. Sue still had

strong sexual desires. However, she needed more

from a man. She needed tenderness and

understanding first. Most of the men she dated

seemed to think that because she was a young

widowed woman that she would jump into bed at

the drop of a hat.

Tommy tried to encourage her to go out and have

some fun, but whenever he suggested that she find

someone, she would always tell him that he was

the only man she needed in her life now. It was

almost as if she would be cheating Tommy or

somehow hurting Bob's memory. While she knew

deep inside it was time to move on, she couldn't

let go of the past.

Now 36, Sue worked hard to keep the family

financially solvent. Her job as a public relations

executive was rewarding but time-consuming. She

had to work 12 hour days and sometimes Saturdays.

Tommy talked her into wearing sexier clothes and

had even convinced her that she looked great with

short skirts and low cut tops. He told her that she

needed to show off her assets to get ahead in

business. It had worked on the business level.

However, her good looks also attracted a lot of

unwanted attention from men.

Whenever Tommy would tell her that she should

date, she would turn his comments around and say

he should be the one dating.

Sue was more concerned about her stepson's lack of

social development than she was about dating herself.

She wanted him to go out and have fun, yet he

would be home most weekend nights with her.

Chapter 1

One Saturday evening, Sue found Tommy sitting in

the living room watching TV as usual.

"Tommy, why are you sitting home tonight? Why

don't you go out with someone?" Sue said, sitting

down next to her stepson and putting her arm around

his shoulders. They had this conversation almost

every weekend.

"Come on, give me a break. I don't need

to go out, besides, I'd rather be home with

you." That had been his standard response. It was

a lame excuse and they both knew it.

"Tommy, you need to have friends, you know...

girlfriends," Sue said in exasperation. Then she

looked at him seriously and said, "I'm worried

about you."

"You seem to do okay without boyfriends. Why do

I need girlfriends?"

"Come on Tommy, that's different and you know

it. I've already been married. Besides, I already

have a man. You!" Sue said, squeezing his

shoulder affectionately.

"Well, I have plenty of time to date. Besides, I

already have a woman. You!" Tommy replied,

smiling at using his stepmom's own words.

Sue sighed in frustration. "Well, we're a fine pair

aren't we?"

"You know you’re my best friend," Tommy said

seriously, snuggling into her arm.

"And you're my best friend too," Sue said,

hugging him again. However, she couldn't let it go.

"You still need to date. It's not healthy."

Tommy took a deep breath. "Sue..."

"What?"

Tommy's mouth was opened but nothing came out.

His head fell back on the sofa and he closed his

eyes. His face seemed to color in embarrassment.

"It's nothing. Never mind," he finally said.

"Come on Tommy... please don't close me out,"

Sue said, turning his face to her and looking into

his misty eyes. "We've always been able to talk

about anything. Haven't we?"

Tommy had wanted to talk to his stepmother for a

long time about his shyness and the stutter but he

didn't want to burden her. Additionally, he felt

embarrassed talking to her about girls. Now that he

had finally gotten up enough nerve to bring the

subject up, he knew he had to continue. "It's...

it's just that I'm... I'm not so hot with the

girls. I'm too shy and whenever I get around a

nice-looking girl I... I... I... get tongue-tied,"

Tommy said, his eyes unable to meet his stepmother's.

Sue was surprised but tried not to show it. She

had never heard him get tongue-tied before. "Now

wait a minute, you always say that I'm a nice

looking girl and you don't get tongue-tied around

me."

"I'm serious, I don't know what to do or

say around girls. I've only kissed two girls in my

whole life," Tommy blurted before he could stop

himself.

"Really?" Sue said in astonishment. My God, he

was 18 and he had only kissed two girls, she

thought. He must be a virgin! The realization

shocked Sue. Then a bigger problem occurred to

her. "You like girls don't you?"

"What! Of course, I like girls," Tommy

said, now totally embarrassed.

Sue sighed in relief.

"It's just that... just that... oh hell... I haven't

even been on a real date."

"Wow Tommy, I had no idea!" Sue was unable

to hide the shock in her voice. "I've seen you

go out. You said you were going out with girls."

"I'm sorry, I lied. I go to the library or

the mall. I just didn't want you to feel bad for

me. You have enough on your mind."

Suddenly, Sue realized that she had neglected Tommy

since his father died. She had been foolish to think

that she could read him. She had been so busy

mourning her own loss, feeling sorry for herself, and

working on her career that she had missed all the

signs. It was obvious now that he was very sexually

immature. God, how could I have been so stupid?

she thought.

The two of them sat silently for a long time.

Neither one of them knew what to say.

Finally, Sue broke the ice with an idea.

"Tommy, what would you think about you and me

going on a date?"

"Come on! Get serious!"

"I am serious. You're very comfortable around me,

so why don't we go out? You can act as if I'm

your date. I can tell you what you need to work

on. After all, I still remember what girls like."

Sue stopped when she realized that he might be

embarrassed to go out with his stepmother. "Uh...that

is if you wouldn't be too embarrassed to be seen

out with your old stepmom."

"God Sue, you're not old. You're the best

looking woman I know!" His face turned red as

soon as he said it.

"Thank you, sweetheart, and you are the best

looking man I know. So why don't we two good

looking people go on a date?"

Tommy was quiet for a few minutes, thinking.

Maybe it would be good for her to go out, he

thought. Besides, she might get off his back about

dating. It could be a way for him to help her.

Suddenly, he liked the idea. "Well... okay... I

guess it might be fun," Tommy finally said in a

nonchalant tone.

"You don't sound that excited," Sue said with a

pout.

"That's not it," Tommy said quickly. But... but...

"What's wrong sweetie?"

"I don't... uh don't know about that stuff. I...

I... I... would... uh... you know, feel silly if I

messed up. That would be embar... embarrassing,"

Tommy said, a stutter in his voice.

"There's nothing you could do to embarrass yourself

, honey," Sue said patting his leg affectionately.

"Come on, let's get dressed and you can take me

to dinner and a movie," Sue said, reaching to the

table and picking up her car keys and flipping them

to him. "You can even drive, lover boy."

"SUUUEEEE," Tommy said, his face turning red

again. However, underneath the embarrassment, he

was as excited as he had been in a long time.

Twenty minutes later, Tommy was pacing around the

living room nervously, waiting for his stepmom. When

he saw her come down the stairs, he started to

say something but stopped in mid-sentence with his

mouth open.

Sue had on a tight, white pullover top that was

low cut, exposing the upper swells of her breasts,

and a short black skirt and high heels. She thought

Tommy would like the outfit since he picked it out

for her.

"What's wrong?" Sue asked concerned about the

look on her stepson's face. Suddenly, she thought that

she had made a big mistake.

"Sue, uh, uh, you look, look..." Tommy

stuttered trying to tell her how great she looked.

"I'll change," Sue said, turning to go back

upstairs fearing that she had gone too far in trying

to look young and "hot".

"No! You look beautiful," Tommy blurted out.

Sue turned back around smiling. "Why thank you

sweetie, I thought you were upset with what I was

wearing."

"Wow, I hope some of my friends see me

with you. God, they will be so jealous!"

Sue felt her heart swell with pride and love.

"Well, let's go make them jealous. For tonight,

why don't you call me Sue," she said with a

smile.

"Okay Mo... uh Sue," Tommy answered. "Sue,"

he said again to himself, loving the way her name

rolled off his tongue.

Tommy rushed to the car in front of his stepmom to

open the door to let her in. As she sat down,

Tommy couldn't help look at the expanse of her

thighs as her skirt pulled up. When he looked up

he saw his stepmom smiling at him. God, she saw me

looking up her skirt, Tommy thought. I can't even

do that right, he thought, mentally chastising

himself.

As he drove, Tommy kept glancing over at his

stepmother's legs. He felt a stirring between his legs

and was suddenly very confused.

Sue's skirt had pulled up her legs, revealing her

tanned thighs. She tried to pull it down but the

bucket seats of her car made that difficult.

Tommy drove to a small Italian restaurant that they

went to on occasion. It was quiet and intimate with

a genuine Mediterranean look. The tables were

covered in red checked table cloths and each had

an old wine bottle in the center with a lit candle.

There was even a violinist playing music.

Dinner went great and was very relaxing. Sue even

let Tommy have a couple of glasses of wine. Sue

wanted to make him feel more grown-up. He

certainly needed some confidence building.

Sue had quite a bit more wine than Tommy. She

felt a little tipsy but also warm and relaxed.

Tommy had no trouble talking to his stepmom. The

wine had loosened his tongue just a bit. Besides, it

wasn't like it was a real date, he thought.

They talked about school, friends, music, movies; all

the things that a boy and girl would talk about on

a date. Occasionally, Sue would point out things

about how he should act on a date. Like waiting

until his date had taken her seat before he sat

down or opening the restaurant door for her. She

tried not to be too critical. Not surprisingly though,

Tommy didn't need much coaching. He was a

natural gentleman, like his dad.

For a little while, Tommy truly forgot that Sue was

his stepmom.

Sue also forgot for a short time that she was out

with her stepson. He suddenly seemed so mature. His

pretty blue eyes sparkled in the dim candlelight as

he laughed and his face lit up like a candle when

he smiled. God, he was handsome, she thought.

Suddenly, Sue felt a little shiver run through her.

When dinner was over, Tommy escorted Sue out to

the car, opening the restaurant door and hurrying to

open the car door.

Sue was just a bit unsteady on her feet. She knew

that she shouldn't have had that last glass of wine.

When Tommy opened the door of the car, and his

stepmom slid in, he tried not to look at her exposed

thighs again. However, that was impossible. No

matter how hard he tried, his eyes went to the

dark area between his stepmother's legs. The light from

a street lamp melted the shadows and Tommy drew

in his breath. His stepmother's legs opened, revealing

the silky tops of her thigh-high nylons, her smooth

thighs, and then a pair of pale blue silk panties

hugging the pouch of her sex. She paused for a

second with one leg out of the car.

Tommy stood almost frozen, his eyes as large as

saucers.

"Well, are we going to the movies or not?" Sue

asked, again noticing that her stepson was looking up

her skirt. Another shiver ran through her. Now Sue

wasn't sure whether the spreading of her thighs had

been an accident on her part or not. She felt so

naughty tonight. It was just a little innocent fun,

she told herself. The wine was making everything

seem all right.

Tommy's shocked face turned scarlet when he saw

his stepmom watching him again. Suddenly, he felt

ashamed of his behavior. If I do this to my own

stepmom, what will I do when I go out on a date

with a real girlfriend? he thought.

At the movie theater, they got sodas and popcorn

then found a seat near the back row. Since the

movie had been out for a while, the theater

wasn't crowded. They practically had the theater to

themselves.

The movie was funny and light, making them both

laugh. About midway through the movie, Tommy

carefully raised his arm and put it on the back of

the seat behind his stepmother, his bare arm touching

her shoulders.

Sue didn't miss the move and felt another of those

little shivers come over her.

At one point when they were laughing, Tommy

moved his arm until it was around her, his hand

hanging over her shoulder. His stepmom surprised him

by sighing and snuggled even closer into his arm.

Sue smiled to herself at her stepson's boldness. She

felt so comfortable and loved at that moment. It

had been a long time since she felt like this.

Suddenly, Tommy realized that his fingers were

touching the top swell of his stepmom's breast where

the soft flesh was exposed. He could feel his heart

begin to beat rapidly in his chest.

Sue felt the fingers but let them stay where they

were, as she didn't want to spoil the mood.

Besides, it was just innocent fun and probably an

accident, she told herself.

Tommy could no longer concentrate on the movie.

Almost without his control, his fingers began to

move lightly back and forth across the exposed swell

of her breast. The movement was delicate, almost

imperceptible. Still, Tommy could feel it. It felt as

though his fingertips were on fire. Stop it! he told

himself.

After a few minutes, Sue noticed his fingers were

moving. It was a sensual touch, almost tickling. It

could still have been accidental. When she felt goose

bumps spring upon her chest, she knew that she

should stop him. However, she didn't want to

embarrass him. He probably didn't even know that

he was doing it anyway. It was just an innocent

touch. However, the tingling she felt between her

legs wasn't so innocent.

Tommy's hand was shaking, as his fingers grew

bolder. The tips of his fingers moved further down

until they were just barely under the elastic of her

top. Now, there was no doubt about whether or

not he was touching her accidentally. He couldn't

believe how bold he was.

Sue's breathing increased. She wanted to stop him

but it had been so long since someone that she

cared for paid attention to her. The brain of the

stepmother was in a battle with the brain of the

woman; a woman that had missed intimate touches

for so long. Sue began to squirm in her seat.

Incredibly, she could feel her panties getting wet.

When she felt Tommy's fingers begin to move

further down, she reached up and grabbed his

hand, preventing any further movement. However,

she didn't take the fingers out of her top but

instead held them where they were, almost pressing

them to her soft flesh.

Tommy breathed a sigh of relief when his stepmother

didn't chastise him. At one point, she let go of

his hand to reach for the popcorn in the seat next

to her. When she turned back, Tommy took the

opportunity to move his fingers downward again,

getting half his hand under the top before she

stopped him.

Now Sue held his fingers from the outside of the

top. Her own heartbeat had quickened.

Tommy felt like his heart was going to beat out of

his chest. His penis was now very uncomfortable in

his pants. He squirmed around, trying to find a

comfortable position. He couldn't very well reach

down and adjust himself.

Sue held Tommy's trembling hand tightly, knowing

that one more fraction of an inch and he would be

able to feel her nipple. In fact, his fingertips were

touching the large brown areola. She could feel the

hard nipples pulsing almost painfully. Now, her

breathing was as labored as Tommy.

The two sat almost frozen. When the tightness of

Sue's fingers lessened, she felt Tommy's fingers

begin to move downward again. She closed her eyes

and took a deep breath. She could feel the fingers

moving across the bumpy surface of her areola.

Then they split apart around the nub of her swollen

nipple...

Suddenly, the lights of the theater came on.

Sue jumped as if an electric shock had hit her.

She quickly pulled the hand from her top. She was

trembling as she sat in her seat waiting for the

few people in the theater to leave. Finally, she

stood on shaking legs and moved to the isle.

As they left the theater, Tommy had to walk behind

his stepmother in hopes that no one could see his

erection.

Sue took a deep breath and sighed as she walked

up the aisle in front of Tommy. She wondered why

he lagged behind her. She glanced back and realized

the problem that her young date had. She had to

restrain herself from looking back at her stepson a

second time. Suddenly, it was like she was in high

school again. It brought back so many fond

memories with Tommy's father.

The ride home was very quiet. Tommy couldn't

believe what had happened in the theater. It was

like a dream. Damn, he practically had his hand on

his stepmother's bare breast and she didn't stop him.

Yet, he still felt embarrassed and like a cad. His

stepmom had been nice enough to take him out and

this is how he repaid her.

Sue couldn't believe what she had allowed to

happen either. Again, she told herself that it was

just innocent fun. After all, her stepson did need some

confidence building, she reasoned.

Tommy unlocked the door of their house, then

stopped and turned to his stepmom.

"Thanks... uh Sue, I... I... I... had a

great time," a little nervous stutter showing up in

his voice.

"I did too Tommy, you are a great date," Sue

said sincerely.

Tommy stood nervously in front of his stepmom, his

hand fidgeting at his sides. He almost had an

overpowering urge to grab her and kiss her. He got

control of himself and asked, "Uh... does...

does... a guy get a kiss on the first... first

date," Tommy blurted nervously. His heart was

beating wildly again. His knees felt like they were

going to collapse. When his stepmother didn't answer

right away, he thought that he had blown it.

"Well, probably not on the first date, but because

you were so nice I guess one kiss couldn't hurt,"

Sue said, her mind screaming No! No! The

beautiful evening, the date and the wine were all

working on Sue's resistance.

Tommy's heart skipped a beat. God, he was going

to do it he thought. He was really going to kiss

her. Suddenly, he was petrified.

"Well?" Sue said, her eyes closed, and her heart

pounding now. This was so wrong, she told herself.

"I really... uh... you know, I... I... don't

know how."

"Here," Sue said, bringing her lips to her stepson's.

His arms automatically went around her back. His

lips were hard and pressed harshly into his stepmom's

soft lips.

"Wait," she said and pulled back. "You don't kiss

with your lips like that. Wet your lips and let them

relax," Sue said in a stepmotherly tone. Yet, this

wasn't a stepmotherly act.

Tommy did as his stepmother asked. He felt her bring

her lips to his again. This time he relaxed his and

pressed into her soft mouth. Suddenly, he was very

much aware of her breasts on his chest, her soft

lips, and the smell of her sweet perfume. His head

began to spin.

Sue moaned as her tongue slid into her stepson's

warm mouth. It was a reflex action and automatic.

She felt his tongue touch hers and a tremor ran

through her. For a moment, she was lost in the

sweet taste of her stepson's mouth. Suddenly, she

pulled her tongue out of his mouth. She had totally

lost control for just a moment. She pulled her head

back and took a deep breath, trying to calm

herself. "Now that was better wasn't it?" Sue said,

as innocently as possible, an uncontrollable quiver in

her voice.

"Great, let's do it again," Tommy said boldly,

pulling his stepmother to him again.

Suddenly, Sue could feel her stepson's hard penis

pressing into her stomach. She shivered with

excitement at the thought that she could still turn

on a young man. Wait, her mind screamed, this is

my own stepson. She knew that she had to stop this

before it got out of hand.

"No! Stop!" Sue almost screamed. Then she

realized it sounded harsh and, her tone softened.

"One kiss on the first date. Don't get greedy,"

Sue said pushing her stepson away playfully.

"Au shucks," Tommy said, with his innocent smile,

trying to cover his excitement and disappointment.

Then he turned serious. "God, I had fun

tonight. Can... uh... can we go on a date again

sometime, please?"

"Well, I guess so, if you treat me real nice,"

Sue said, pecking her stepson on the lips one more

time before entering the house.

That night, Tommy lay in bed with his hard penis

in his hand, thinking of his stepmom. All his fantasizes

until now had been about girls at school. Now his

stepmom dominated his thoughts. He could still feel her

soft breasts on his chest and her soft skin under

his fingers. If he could have only moved his hand

a fraction of an inch lower in the theater, he

would have touched the nub of her nipple. Even

now, he could still taste her lips on his and feel

her tongue in his mouth. It took only minutes for

him to squirt his juice all over his stomach. He

jerked off three times that night.

At the same time, Sue lay in bed with one hand

squeezing the same breast Tommy had touched. Her

other hand was forcing three fingers into her

sopping hole. She climaxed over and over until her

fingers and the sheets were soaked with her juice.

Then, suddenly she burst into tears. God, what

have I done? she thought.

Susan Ritter cried herself to sleep that night.

The following morning Tommy saw his stepmother sitting

in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee. There was

a very uncomfortable silence as he got himself a

cup of coffee and sat down. The light of a new

day made everything seem different. They each

blamed themselves for what had happened.

"Sue..."

"Tommy..." they both spoke at the same time,

then laughed nervously.

"Sorry," Tommy said.

"Tommy... uh... we uh... what... happened last

night was..." Sue said, struggling with her words.

"I... I... know," Tommy interrupted. "I'm

sorry, I spoiled everything," he said, almost in

tears, waiting for her anger.

Sue looked at him in surprise. "It wasn't your

fault sweetheart. It was mine. Let's just forget it.

It was probably just the wine," Sue lied. "I

shouldn't have drunk so much."

"Can... can we uh... go out again?" Tommy

asked hopefully.

"I don't think that would be a good idea."

"I knew it," Tommy said in an angry tone.

However, he was angry with himself. He arose from

the table with tears in his eyes and rushed out of

the room.

"Tommy!" Sue called after him. However, he was

already out of the house. Now Sue was

heartbroken. She was the one that had messed

everything up, she thought as her tears began to

flow.

Later that evening, Sue tapped on Tommy's door.

She pushed the door open gently when she heard

Tommy tell her to come in. He was lying on the

bed looking at a sports magazine. "Tommy, can we

talk?" she asked, sitting on the bed, her face tense

with thinly veiled emotions.

"Sure," he answered, rolling over and looking up

at the ceiling with his hands behind his head.

"I'm sorry Tommy... sorry about... about

everything," Sue said struggling with her words.

"God Tommy, I was the one that suggested the

date. I've thought all day about it and I know it's

entirely my fault. We're both lonely and we both

miss Dad so much." Suddenly, Sue stopped talking

as her voice choked up. Then she began to sob.

Tommy sat up quickly and moved closer to his

stepmother. He carefully put his arms around her and

pulled her into his chest, tears streaming down his

own cheeks.

Although Sue felt comfort in his arms, she sobbed

even harder. All of her pent-up emotions seemed

to come out of her at once. Two years of

loneliness, a new job, struggling to make the bills

, and now this. It was all too much.

Tommy held her for a long time until her sobs

turned to sniffles. "Sue, I love you so much,"

Tommy said sincerely.

Sue sat back and dried her eyes. "God Tommy, I

feel the same way about you. We need each other,

maybe more now than ever."

"Can we just be honest with each other for a

minute?" Tommy asked, acting more grown-up than

he felt.

"Absolutely! We have to be honest with each

other," Sue said, wondering what he was getting

at.

"You... You are beautiful and a very sexy

woman," Tommy said, trying hard not to stutter.

"I... you... uh... Oh hell, I'm just a horny

teenager and I'm sorry I got out of line," he

blurted and then laughed self-consciously.

Sue looked at him with raised eyebrows then a

smile came to her lips. Suddenly, they both burst

out laughing. They laughed so hard that they nearly

fell off the bed. The situation now seemed so

ridiculous. They were making a big deal out of

nothing.

When they had composed themselves, Sue turned to

Tommy and said, "You can take me on a date

anytime you want to." Then she kissed his lips

briefly.

"Good because there's a football team picnic next

Sunday and I need a date," Tommy said hopefully.

"It's a deal."

Tommy sighed with relief. Everything was going to

be okay.

Tommy's high school football team was hosting a

farewell picnic for the graduating seniors, their

parents, and girlfriends. Tommy wasn't planning on

attending, because he didn't have a date. He knew

that all of the boys would bring a date. He didn't

expect any of them to come with their parents.

Suddenly, that didn't matter to him anymore. His

stepmom would be his date.

Several days later, Tommy was home alone. It was

a warm afternoon and he had just finished cutting

the grass so he decided to take a cool shower. He

went into the bathroom, leaving the door carelessly

open and undressed, then stepped into the clear

glass shower stall. He flipped on the shower,

gasping as the cool water hit him. Soon, he was

enjoying the refreshing feeling of the cold water. As

he began to soap himself, he began to think of his

stepmom. Suddenly, he had a raging hard-on. He

soaped his hand and worked up a lather on his

long shaft. His eyes were closed as he leaned back

on the tile of the shower stall, with a vision of

his beautiful stepmom in his mind. Just an inch more,

he thought excitedly of the nipple he had almost

touched.

Sue had decided to take off work early that day.

When she came into the house, she called out to

Tommy. When she didn't hear him answer, she

figured he might be taking a nap. She went

upstairs to ask him if he wanted to get a movie

for them tonight. As she walked down the hall, she

turned and looked into the open bathroom.

Suddenly, she stopped in shock. Her eyes were as

big around as saucers when she saw her stepson in

the shower, his eyes closed and his hand working

up and down on the longest penis, she had ever

seen. While she didn't have much to compare it

to, she knew it was much longer than Bob's.

Sue shook her head and tried to pull herself away

but her legs wouldn't move. She felt excitement in

the pit of her stomach and a quivering in her

groin as her eyes stared transfixed on Tommy's long

penis.

"Oh God, suck me," Tommy whispered to himself

as he stroked his penis. His breath was coming in

short gasps as he neared his climax. Soon, his

hand was flying up and down, splattering the soapy

froth to the tile below. "Oh yes, yes, suck my

cock Stepmom," he groaned. His long penis throbbed

and a stream of cum shot from the head,

spattering all the way out of the shower stall and

onto the tile on the bathroom floor.

Sue felt like she was going to pass out as she

watched her stepson climax. She could feel her sex lips

throbbing and the juice was pouring into her panties.

One hand absently moved up to her breast and

began to squeeze it as her legs rubbed together.

For some reason, Tommy opened his eyes. He

gasped when his eyes met his stepmother's. However,

it was too late to stop his climax. His hand

continued to move on his penis until there was

nothing left in his balls.

Sue gasped and hurried from the doorway.

An hour or so later, Tommy came downstairs to

dinner wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top. He

was very nervous about his stepmother's reaction to

what she had obviously seen. He felt like such an

idiot again.

Sue was at the sink when she heard Tommy come

into the kitchen. She had also been agonizing over

the embarrassing mistake as well. She knew that

what Tommy was doing was perfectly normal. Every

young boy masturbated. However, his words kept

running through her head: 'Oh yes, yes, suck my

cock Stepmom'. A little shiver ran through her as she

turned around and smiled at Tommy.

"Hi, sweetie. Dinner will be ready in a minute."

The smile on her face belied the turmoil inside.

When she saw what her stepson was wearing, her eyes

lingered. God, he looks good, she thought. Then

her face turned hot as she remembered the vision

of him standing in the shower with his hard penis

in his hand.

The smile on his stepmother's face surprised Tommy.

He was prepared for her to rant and rage. The

tension drained from him when he saw her bright

smile. He sat down at the table. "So what are

we going to do tonight?"

"How about you go out and pick out a movie for

us tonight? But not one of those 'shootum up'

things," she added.

"Sounds great."

Sue brought the food over to the table and sat

down to eat. She knew that she couldn't just forget

the incident in the shower. Something like that

could have a very negative impact, she

thought. They ate in silence until Sue thought of

something to say. She decided that humor had

worked before so she said, "So how was your

shower?" A smile crossed her face.

"Huh!" Tommy said in shock.

"Come on Tommy, I thought we were going, to be

honest with each other. I saw you and I'm sorry.

I didn't realize you were in the shower."

"Uh... uh... but I was..." Tommy stuttered.

"I know you were masturbating. All boys do that.

Let's not make a big deal out of it. Okay?" Sue

kept a smile on her face but getting the words out

was one of the most difficult things she had ever

done. However, she felt great relief that it was out

in the open. She didn't think it was necessary to

tell him that she had heard what he said.

"Uh... sure. Uh... I'm sorry too. Next time I'll close the door."

"Don't worry about it. It's our home and we

should be able to feel free," Sue said. "You're

just a 'horny teenager' anyway, right?" Sue laughed.

Tommy had to smile at the repeat of his words.

He laughed too.

Then she added, "You did clean up the floor

didn't you?"

"Sue!!!" Tommy said and his face turned

bright red.

"Just checking."

Tommy and his stepmother finished eating, continuing to

talk about their day as if nothing had happened.

"Let me clean up the dishes and then get a

shower. You go to the video store and get

something good."

"Okay," Tommy said and got up and took the car

keys. Then he walked over and kissed his stepmother's

lips lightly and said, "I might stop over Shawn's

first. I'll be back in a little while. Love you

Stepmom."

"Love you too sweetie. Be careful."

Sue cleaned up the dishes and went to take a

shower. When she walked into the bathroom, she

felt a little thrill at what had happened. She stood

in the same shower that her stepson had been in. A

strange feeling came over her. It was almost like

she was feeling the excitement that Tommy had felt.

She resisted the urge to masturbate, forcing herself

to just take a shower.

Tommy decided not to stop over Shawn's. He got

a movie--a 'chick flick' as the teenagers called it--

and headed back home. When he went upstairs, he

passed his stepmother's bedroom. The door was opened

just a crack. When he had passed the door, he

stopped. He saw his stepmother sitting on the bed,

painting her fingernails. She had a towel around her

body and one wrapped around her head. Tommy

started to peek in and say hi, but he saw her get

up and walk over to the dresser, looking into the

mirror. He was surprised to see that the bath towel

barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks. Her legs

look so long and smooth. He stood quietly and

watched as she took the towel from around her

head and began to dry her hair. Tommy knew that

he shouldn't be spying, but he couldn't help

himself.

Sue used the towel to partially dry her hair then

plugged in the electric dryer. As the warm air

surrounded her, she looked into the mirror. She

saw movement outside the door. For a second she

was frightened but realized that Tommy must have

come home early. When he didn't move, it

occurred to her that he was spying. She considered

closing the door but knew that she would embarrass

him. Besides, after the talk about freedom in the

house, that would be hypocritical. It was only fair

since she had watched him. Sue continued to dry

her hair, letting her stepson look at her scantily

covered body.

Tommy was about to leave when he saw his stepmother

put the dryer down. Then he saw her reach for

the towel that was tucked between her breasts.

Suddenly Sue could feel excitement rippling through

her. Her hands trembled as she grasped the towel

at her breasts. This is crazy, she thought. Still,

her hands moved and she opened the towel,

holding it wide for a second or two. Her eyes

glanced into the mirror and she knew that Tommy

could see the naked front of her body. She could

feel her nipples harden as she slowly let them drop

behind her. She thought she heard a gasp.

Tommy had gasped. He stood frozen, looking at his

stepmother's naked body. She was absolutely gorgeous.

Her large breasts were still firm and sat up with

very little sag. His eyes traveled to her pubic area.

He saw her soft blond hair and just a hint of

pink inner lips. Inside his pants, Tommy's penis

was pulsing with life.

Then Sue did something that astounded her, maybe

more than Tommy. She reached down and opened

the bottom drawer, bending over at the waist. Her

buttocks pushed back and she moved her legs

slightly apart.

"Oh God," Tommy moaned as he stared at his

stepmother's beautiful ass. He looked between her legs

and could see the pouch of her vagina staring back

at him. He could even see the lips shining wetly.

It didn't occur to him that his stepmother was just as

turned on as he was.

Sue felt like she was bent over for a very long

time, but it was more like several seconds. She

knew that she had to straighten up when she felt

her juice begin to trickle out. Slowly she stood up,

holding a pair of skimpy red panties in her hand.

Then she bent again and stepped into the panties,

pulling them to her waist. She could feel the silky

material caress her buttocks sensuously and pull

tightly to her swollen sex lips.

Somehow, Tommy pulled himself together and moved

away from the door.

Sue sighed and let out a deep breath. I must be

losing my mind she thought as she began to dress.

She put on a short summer frock that came to the

middle of her thighs. When she started to walk out

of the room, she stopped. Her hands were shaking

when she lifted her dress and pulled her panties off

and threw them on the bed.

A few minutes later Sue joined Tommy in the living

room. He already had the movie in and some

popcorn made.

"Just in time," he said as he watched her walk

into the room.

"Popcorn! Great!"

"I brought you some wine," Tommy said proudly

as he pointed to a bottle cooling in an ice bucket.

"Thank you, sweetie!"

The lights were dimmed as the two settled down to

watch "Fried Green Tomatoes."

Tommy hated the movie but he knew that his stepmom

would like it.

Sue sat on the couch and Tommy sat on the floor

leaning against the couch. About an hour into the

movie, Tommy excused himself and went upstairs to

the bathroom. As he passed his stepmother's room, he

stopped. He saw a pair of little red panties lying

on the bed. My God, has she taken her panties

off? he said to himself.

When Tommy returned to the living room, he was

on a mission. He had to know if she had taken

her panties off. As he sat back on the floor, he

turned slightly sideways so that he could see his

stepmother's legs. However, try as he might, he

couldn't get a view of her dress. Finally, he

sighed in frustration and gave up.

Sue sat on the couch, drinking wine. She could see

that Tommy was trying to get a look up at her dress.

She suppressed a smile as she turned this way and

that, never letting him have a good view. She

knew that she was teasing him unmercifully but

somehow she couldn't stop. Finally, as the wine

took over, she sat back in the corner of the sofa

and curled her legs up next to her. Her little dress

barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks.

Tommy saw his stepmother move out of the corner of

his eye. She shifted again slightly and he glanced at

her legs. He could see up the back of her legs

now but the dress still covered her sufficiently.

After a while, the room grew quiet. Tommy turned

and saw that his stepmother was asleep. He knew that

she often fell asleep when she drank wine.

Suddenly, a dirty thought came to him. He got up

quietly and sat gently on the couch, next to his

curled-up stepmother. The clock on the wall ticked

loudly and his heartbeat hard in his chest as he

waited to make sure she was asleep. Then with

shaking fingers, he reached over and took the

material of her dress in his fingers. Slowly, almost

imperceptibly, he began to move it up her thighs.

When the dress was above just above her buttocks,

Tommy stopped. That's enough, he thought. Then

he slid back to the floor. He waited a minute or

two then turned to look at his stepmother. A little

whine came from his throat when he saw her sex

lips staring at him. Although it was dark in the

room, the TV gave off enough light that he could

clearly see her vagina.

Sue moaned as if in her sleep and moved slightly,

forcing the dress even higher on her buttocks. Then

she pulled one knee up closer to her chest and

the dress moved further up her hip. She could feel

the cool air on her private parts and shiver in

excitement.

Now Tommy could see everything. Her soft white

buttocks almost glowed in the artificial light. He

could almost see the tiny hole hidden between her

cheeks and the pink inner lips of her sex. Throwing

caution to the wind, Tommy opened his pants and

freed his throbbing penis. As he stared at his

stepmother's private parts, he began to masturbate.

Sue was doing everything she could not move.

She could feel her stepson's eyes on her sex lips and

knew that she was leaking. She could feel the

wetness dripping to her thigh. Slowly she opened

her eyes just a fraction. Her head started to spin

with excitement when she saw Tommy holding his

penis. Her swollen lips pulsed with illicit excitement

as she spread her legs a little more and forced her

hips downward. Her little dress was almost at her

waist now.

"Oh Jesus," Tommy whispered aloud. Now he could

clearly see both of his stepmother's holes, including the

puffy sex lips and the tiny brown hole just inches

away. His hand flew up and down on his penis,

moving him rapidly toward a climax. Suddenly, he

moaned and began to squirt his semen. The first

blast flew above Tommy and splattered onto the back

of his stepmother's thigh, near the junction of her

sexual parts. When Tommy saw that, his climax

intensified. In his sexual fog, it didn't occur to

him that he might not be able to clean it off

before his stepmother awoke.

Sue could barely see what was happening but she

knew from his groans that he was near a climax.

Then, incredibly, when she felt Tommy's cum hit

her, she felt a little climax run through her.

When Tommy's balls were empty, he closed his

shorts as embarrassment flooded over him. Again, he

chastised himself for losing control and for his nasty

thoughts about his own stepmother. He could see his

own cum begin to run down the back of her

thigh. Oh my God, he thought, what am I going to

do?

Before Tommy could do anything, Sue stirred and

opened her eyes.

"I must have fallen asleep," she said, spreading

her arms and yawning.

"Uh... uh... yea, for a minute," Tommy

answered, watching his cum trickle across the divide

between his stepmother's thigh.

Sue's legs were barely able to hold her. She acted

like it was because she had just awoken. However,

the excitement was causing the blood to rush to her

head. She was very much aware of Tommy's sperm

on the back of her thighs. She kissed Tommy good

night and went to her room. As soon as she was

behind the bedroom door, she reached her hand

back and felt her stepson's sticky discharge. Suddenly,

her legs almost gave out and she staggered to the

bed. She collapsed as a strong climax hit her.

When that one was over, she pulled her dress up

and used her fingers to masturbate until she fell

asleep in exhaustion. Her dress was still around her

waist and Tommy's dried sperm was on the back of

her thighs the next morning.

Tommy waited in the living room for his stepmom to

come down so they could leave for the State Park.

When he saw her this morning, there was nothing

to indicate that she knew what he had done. She

smiled sweetly at him and they talked about all the

normal things. He figured he had gotten away with

that one but he knew that he would have to be

more careful.

Sue tried to be philosophic about what had

happened. He was a young boy with lots of

growing pains. It was only natural for him to see

his stepmother as a sexual being. It would be strange

for it to be any other way. She would just have

to be more careful.

When Sue came down wearing a tank top and a

pair of very tight short shorts, Tommy was

astounded again. He could almost see the indentation

of her sex lips in the crotch. She couldn't have

panties on, he thought, trying not to stare. Tommy

was also amazed when he saw that she wasn't

wearing a bra.

Sue's large breasts stood out proudly. She could

feel them swaying freely under her top and her

hard nipples poking through the material as she

walked toward her stepson.

"Do I look okay this time?" Sue said noticing

Tommy's appreciative look.

"Great, I'll have to fight all the guys off of

you."

Sue smiled sweetly at her stepson and took his arm,

squeezing it to the side of her breast as they

walked out the door.

The park was a large facility with numerous picnic

tables, thick woods, and a large lake with rowboats.

Sue and Bob used to go there quite often when

Tommy was young, to let him play on the swings

and swim in the lake.

When they arrived, the park was buzzing with

activity. There were 60 or 70 people at the picnic,

representing the team, family, and friends. Tommy

jumped out and opened the door for his stepmom.

They walked proudly toward the group picnic area.

It was quickly obvious that everyone noticed Sue.

The boys and their fathers drooled and the women

looked jealous. Some of the men tried to come on

to Sue but she put them all off saying she had a

date, her stepson. Tommy strutted around like a

peacock, never letting his stepmom get too far from his

sight.

After everyone had eaten, played some volleyball,

and did some rowing on the lake, the crowd

started to thin. Tommy and Sue took their blanket

and went up the hill and found a place under a

large oak tree, a good distance from the crowd.

Sue had had a little too much to drink and swayed

as she helped Tommy place the blanket on the

ground. She seemed to be drinking a lot more

lately.

The two of them sat watching the people below,

enjoying the cool, early summer breeze.

Tommy put his arm around his stepmom, pulling her

willing body to him. "I love you," he

whispered.

"I love you too Tommy," Sue said, turning to her

stepson.

Tommy saw a tear in her eye.

"What's wrong Sue?" Tommy said with concern.

"Nothing sweetie, it's just that this is so perfect.

Your dad and I used to bring you here all the

time. We even sat under this tree. I feel the best

that I've felt since your father died. Thank you for

being here for me," Sue said leaning in close and

putting her head on his shoulder.

"I will always be here for you Sue."

As Tommy's arm was squeezing his stepmother to him,

he realized that his hand was touching her breast

again. This time it was the side of her breast,

where it swelled out from the tank top. Tommy

moved his hand slowly, touching her soft breast

outside the material of her top. He held his breath

as he waited for her to stop him.

Sue felt what Tommy was doing. She didn't want

to start a fight so she let him gently rub her

breast. However, that familiar feeling started in her

lower region again. Goosebumps appeared on her

arms and she leaned heavily into her stepson's strong

chest.

Tommy worked his fingers across the soft material

very slowly. He kept it up for a long time, waiting

for her to grab his hand as she had done at the

movie. When she made no move to stop him, he

boldly opened his hand and slid it under her

breast, then slowly lifted it up. His head began to

spin when he held one full, cloth-covered breast in

the palm of his hand. His penis throbbed in his

pants. He felt the point of her now hard nipple as

it almost burned his palm.

Sue's alcohol fogged brain began to scream warnings.

Yet, the pulsing in her groin blocked it out.

Tommy thought he heard her moan. But no, she

was breathing heavy and regular. He looked at her

face and saw that her eyes were closed. The weight

of her body against him made him think that she

might be asleep. Tommy moved his hand down and

under the tank top to the warm skin of her

stomach. Slowly he moved his hand upward, inch

by inch. He felt an electric shock when the side of

his hand touched bare skin. He thought he was

going to cum in his pants. He took a deep breath

and turned his hand over, palm up. Now he held

the full bare breast of his own stepmother in his

hand. He waited for what seemed like an eternity

for his stepmother to react. When she didn't move,

he began to squeeze it. He played with the heavy

breast gently, feeling the fullness and the warmth of

her flesh, fearing all the time that he would wake

her.

Sue's mind was reeling. The blood was pounding in

her head. She couldn't think straight. She knew she

should stop this but her libido and the wine were in

control. She could feel her shorts begin to get very

wet and feared that it might show through.

Tommy grew bolder. He cupped and kneaded one

breast before sliding across to do the same to the

other. He moved slightly and let his stepmother slide

sideways and into his arm, her back pressed to his

now pulsing penis. He sighed with relief when saw

that her eyes were still closed. Then he shifted his

view and he watched his hand move freely under

her top.

Sue lay as quietly as she could, letting her stepson

explore her breasts. She could feel his erection

pressing to her back and throbbing. It felt huge.

Her hips wanted to move as she fought to control

her breathing.

Tommy squeezed and lifted the breasts and then

moved on to play with the hard nipple. It suddenly

occurred to him that he had sucked this same

nipple as a baby. Suddenly, he had to see them.

Slowly, his hand lifted the top until a large orb

was bare. His eyes were wide as he stared at the

smooth white skin and the long pink nipple. He

squeezed the flesh gently. He was fascinated as he

watched his hand knead her soft flesh.

Sue finally had to stop this. She stirred and felt

Tommy quickly pulls his hand from her breast, letting

her top cover her again. Then she sat up and

rubbed her eyes. "I must have fallen to sleep.

I'm sorry, I seem to be doing that when I drink.

How long was I out?"

"Uh... oh not long."

"Let's take a walk," Sue said standing up.

Suddenly, she felt lightheaded and almost fell.

Tommy quickly stood beside her and steadied her.

They walked hand in hand down a path that led

toward the lake. It was impossible for Tommy to

hide the bulge in his pants. He couldn't believe

what he had just done. He shook his head,

thinking that it might all have been a dream.

Sue's eyes kept glancing down at her stepson's crotch.

She almost felt sorry for him as she saw his

confined penis pulse with need.

Soon the two reached a small clearing near the

lake.

"Let's sit down here."

"Oh, I don't want to get my shorts grass

stained."

"Here," Tommy said stripping off his shirt and

putting it on the ground. He now stood beside her

in his shorts and sandals, his strong chest bare.

"Wow, you've been working out," Sue said

admiring her stepson's muscular chest. She squeezed her

legs together and felt her swollen lips pulse with

excitement.

"It's Coach Lewis, he wanted all his players to be

in top shape."

"You look great," Sue said sitting on the shirt

Tommy had laid down. She felt the tight seam of

her shorts pull into her sex lips and she closed her

eyes in pleasure.

"Thanks," Tommy said sitting next to his stepmom and

putting his arm around her.

They sat there in silence looking out over the

glistening lake. They could see specks in the distance

on the lake that had to be people rowing small

boats. Coming from far away they could hear the

faint sounds of children laughing and playing. At that

moment, everything was perfect.

"Sue," Tommy said breaking the silence, "do...

do... you think I could kiss you again?"

Sue sucked in her breath. She couldn't answer right

away. Somehow, she knew that this question would

come up again. She had practiced how to tell him

no gently. She didn't want to hurt him. However,

all of the practice went out the window when she

was faced with the question. Sue could still feel his

hand on her breast and her swollen lips were still

dripping in her shorts. Instead of a firm no, she

said, "I suppose so, but just one."

Tommy's heart leaped in his chest. Nervously, he

turned to his stepmother and brought his lips to hers.

As their lips pressed together, he pulled her into

his bare chest. When she opened her mouth, he

didn't wait for her tongue; he pushed him into her

warm and wet mouth. He could taste the wine she

had drunk. When his tongue pulled out, his

stepmother's followed, pressing into his mouth. He

sucked on her tongue and heard her moan. The

kiss went on and on, turning into a second kiss

and then a third. Tommy took a chance, brought

his hand up, and slid it under his stepmother's top,

touching her breast again.

Sue wasn't pretending to be asleep this time but

still, she couldn't stop him.

He moaned as he felt her breast in his palm. His

fingers were shaking as he played with the nipple,

causing his stepmother to push her breast into his hand

and let a little moan escape her lips. Their lips

were almost swollen from the continued passionate

kissing.

Finally, Sue pushed him away; her breath coming in

short gasps. "Tommy, we can't, we... we...

have to stop."

Her voice didn't seem that convincing to Tommy.

He pushed her back onto the ground, ignoring her

weak protests, and again brought his mouth to hers.

His hand now worked her top up until both breasts

were exposed to the cool late afternoon air, causing

the nipples to harden even more. Tommy broke the

kiss and pulled back, looking down at his stepmother's

beautiful full breasts.

"God, they're beautiful," Tommy said leaning over

as if to kiss one.

"No, Tommy stop," Sue said pushing Tommy away.

Tommy fell onto his back, his chest heaving, looking

up at the sky. "I'm... I'm an idiot. I

always spoil everything. I'm sorry."

Sue sat up, pulling her top back down, and looked

at her stepson. She was so worked up that she was

losing control. It's my fault, not Tommy's, she

thought. I'm the adult and I led him on. Then a

sigh escaped her lips as she looked at her stepson's

strong chest then down to the tent in his shorts.

"You're not an idiot Tommy. You're a wonderful

stepson and I love you very much," Sue whispered,

then stretched out next to him and put her head

on his chest. The side of her face lay on the hot

skin of his chest. She could feel his heart

pounding. Slowly as if she couldn't control it, her

hand began to slide down her stepson's stomach. She

marveled at his hard abdominal muscles and watched

them ripple from her ticklish touch. When she

reached his belt, she paused, and then as if she

had made a decision, she began to unbuckle his

pants.

Tommy lay frozen, excited beyond his wildest

dreams. "Sue," he whispered.

"Shhhhh!" Sue said as she unsnapped his shorts

and pulled his zipper down. She hesitated only a

moment before she reached her trembling hand into

his boxer shorts and grasped his hard penis.

Tommy moaned.

Sue's hand pulled his hard shaft from his shorts

and out into the bright sunlight. "Oh!" she said

as she looked at her stepson's tool. The head was

swollen and dripping juice. The skin of his shaft felt

warm, almost hot in her hand. Sue's world was

spinning around her as she began to move her

hand up and down her stepson's penis.

Tommy was shaking as he felt his stepmother take her

finger and run it through the stream of clear juice

coming from the dripping tip. Then she used it to

coat the head until it was shining in the sunlight.

She ran her fingers gently up and down his long

shaft; bringing another long moan from him and

another large bubble of juice. Her fingers dipped

into the clear fluid and slowly, with her hand

trembling, she brought it to her lips. Now there

was a long strand of clear pre-cum juice connecting

Sue's lips to her stepson's penis. Her head began to

slowly slide down his chest.

She not going to... Tommy thought as he felt his

stepmother's head move.

Sue knew how wrong this was, how crazy, but yet

she couldn't stop. She coated the palm of her

hand with his clear juice then wrapped it around

the hot shaft. She inched further down his chest

and watched as if it were someone else's hand. It

wasn't real, she told herself. She couldn't be

holding her stepson's hard penis in her hand.

Suddenly Tommy gasped and his hips pushed up.

Sue was startled when a stream of white juice shot

from the head of his shaft, hitting her on the

cheek and neck with great force. She squealed as it

splattered across her cheek and down to her neck.

Sue quickly recovered and squeezed her stepson's penis,

milking jet after jet of sperm onto his chest and

stomach in front of her wide eyes. It splattered

inches from her mouth. She could smell it. Sue

squeezed her legs together as she felt a spasm run

through her. Her hips moved in sync with Tommy's

ejaculation as her own climax overtook her.

moments later all was silent except for the birds

chirping in the forest and the labored breathing of

a stepmother and her stepson. Then Sue lifted her head

and fell back onto the ground, her chest still

heaving up and down. She closed her eyes and

took a deep breath. God, if he hadn't cum when

he did, what was I going to do? she asked herself.

"I think it's time we head back," Sue said as

she sat up. She looked down at his sperm-covered

stomach and shivered. She could feel the hot juice

cooling on her face and beginning to run.

"Sue, I uh, uh, I'm sorry," Tommy said, feeling

like a fool for not controlling himself and squirting

cum in her face. He looked shamefully at his

stepmother's wet cheek and the clear stream of cum

streaking her neck.

"Here take your shirt," Sue said, "it's getting

dark."

Tommy started to put his shirt on but hesitated,

looking at the glistening juice on his stepmother's cheek

and neck. "Do you want to use this?" he said

holding his shirt out to his stepmother.

"No, I'm okay, let's not soil your shirt," Sue

said. She felt the juice trickle down her neck and

to the top of her breast. It was very odd but she

wanted to feel his juice on her face. She just

wasn't ready to wipe it off. Bob used to love to

squirt his juice into her face and she would leave

it there until it dried.

As they turned to head back up the trail, Sue's

hand brushed her stepson's. Without looking down or

saying a word, Sue took his hand and squeezed it.

Tommy almost sighed in relief.

They walked hand in hand, back to where they had

left their blanket. They retrieved the blanket and the

rest of their belongings and drove home in silence.

Both stepmother and stepson had a million thoughts going

through their heads.

The workweek was very busy for Sue. She had to

work late several nights and she brought work home

with her. Tommy had the playbook from his new

school to read, so they didn't have time to talk

about the events of the weekend. Neither of them

knew what to say to the other anyway, so it was

a good time to assess their feelings.

Sue felt guilt about what happened. It felt like she

had taken advantage of her stepson's innocence.

Tommy was concerned that his stepmom would be angry

with him for pushing her too far. Although, she

didn't act upset and their conversations at the

dinner table seemed normal. Still, he felt juvenile

for not controlling himself and squirting in her face.

Yet, she had left his sperm there, refusing the

offer of his shirt.

On Friday evening Tommy got up enough nerve to

ask his stepmother if she wanted to go on another

date. He feared the worst when Sue said that they

had to talk.

After a quiet dinner, Sue asked Tommy to join her

in the living room.

Here it comes, Tommy thought.

Sue patted the sofa next to her when she saw

Tommy starts to sit in a chair across the room.

She took a deep breath and looked into her stepson's

eyes. "Tommy, I feel bad about what happened last

weekend."

"Sue... I... I... uh..." Tommy started to

speak.

"Let me speak," Sue said taking her stepson's hands

in hers. "I'm sorry about what happened at the

lake. A stepmother should never do anything like that

with her stepson. I had too much to drink but that's

no excuse; I was totally out of line. I, I..." Sue

began to cry.

" God, you have nothing to be sorry for. I

was the one that started it, I should be

ashamed," Tommy said, hugging his sobbing stepmother.

Tommy held her for a long time before he felt like

he had to say what he was feeling. "Sue, I...

I... have to tell you that it was the greatest

experience of my life, no matter whose fault it

was," Tommy said, lifting his stepmother's tear-streaked

face. "I never, ever, want to hurt you... or

make you cry." Tears began to fall from his eyes.

"Oh Tommy, I love you."

Tommy brought his lips to hers in a loving and

tender kiss. When he pulled away, he held her

face in his hands, using his thumbs to wipe away

her tears. "I'll try harder to control myself," he

promised.

"And so will I," Sue added, and a little smile

crossed her face.

Tommy smiled back and said jokingly, "But you

have to remember, I'm just a horny teenager."

Sue raised an eyebrow. Suddenly, she broke out

laughing. Tommy joined her, almost falling off the

bed.

When Tommy stopped laughing, he looked at his

stepmother with that smile of his and said, "How

about another date?"

"You're incorrigible," she said.

"I know. That's why you love me. Another date,

please!"

"All right, but you have to promise to behave,"

Sue said lightly.

"I promise," he answered excitedly.

"Wait a minute. There have to be some rules."

"Alright," Tommy answered, ready to agree to

anything. "Give me the rules."

"I don't know all of them but most importantly,

we have to control ourselves. Things have gotten a

little out of hand so far."

"Does behaving mean that you can't teach me

more about girls and guys and stuff?"

Sue was quiet for a minute. She knew she was on

very dangerous ground. Her rational brain was

screaming for her to stop all this. Yet, her

emotional side was winning. Finally, she spoke. "No,

but it does mean that we have to know when to

stop. When I say 'stop', that's it. You have to

stop whatever you're doing, as hard as that might

be. Do you agree?" Sue could feel the excitement begin

to course through her.

Tommy thought he was going to scream. He wanted

to jump for joy. This was beyond his wildest

imagination. He calmed himself and said in a

controlled voice, "Fair enough, you're the boss.

Tomorrow night then?"

Sue took a deep breath and said, "Tomorrow

night."

The following evening, they went out to a late

dinner and came back home. Tommy didn't try to

kiss her or take advantage of the fact that she had

drunk a few glasses of wine. He was a perfect

gentleman except that he did try to look up her

dress.

Sue just looked at him when she saw his eyes and

said, "Behave." However, overall, she was

impressed with his control and, strangely, just a

little disappointed.

It was an unreasonably chilly June evening, so

Tommy started a fire in the fireplace while Sue

when upstairs to change. Then he went to the

kitchen and got a bottle of wine and a glass for

his stepmom. He brought a coke back for himself and

put some soft music in the CD player. He lit

several scented candles around the room.

He was sitting on the sofa when Sue came back

down. She had put on a pair of sky blue silky

pajama pants and top. The blue in the outfit

matched her beautiful eyes. Tommy whistled in

appreciation as he handed her a glass of wine.

"Would you care to dance?" Tommy asked. "I'm

not that good but I'm a quick learner."

"Great idea! But I thought you didn't know how?"

"I don't," Tommy smiled sheepishly.

"Alright, I guess this is a good time for a lesson

then," Sue said taking a quick drink before putting

her wine on the table. "Your father had two left

feet but he tried hard and was going to take

lessons before he..." Sue's voice trailed off. She

stepped forward and took her stepson in her arms,

placing her head on his shoulder.

Within seconds, she realized that he needed some

major work. She pulled back and smiled at her

stepson. "You definitely need a lesson," she said with

a laugh. "Now the first thing is, DON'T STEP ON

YOUR DATE'S FEET."

"Ah, I know that," Tommy responded.

They danced for the better part of an hour. Sue

taught him how to hold a girl and how to move

smoothly around the room. Tommy was a fast

learner and got the hang of it very quickly. Finally,

they tried and sat on the sofa together.

"That was great Sue, thanks."

"You're welcome."

"Can I ask you a question?"

"Anything dear."

"Well, all... all the boys talk about things. You

know, girls and things. They... talk about... you

know... oral sex."

Oh, here it comes! thought Sue.

"I... I ... was just wondering if girls really like

to do that... uh you know." Tommy began to

stutter a little, as he became nervous with the

frank question. Suddenly he stopped and his face

flushed. "I'm... sorry, I shouldn't ask a question

like that."

"Of course you should ask. How else are you

going to learn," Sue said, feeling suddenly like a

teacher.

Her response calmed Tommy's nerves so he

continued. "I know there are a lot of girls that do

it but do they really like it? I mean... you know,

like the taste?" Tommy was only being partially

facetious with the question. The boys in school all

talked about it but he was curious to know if

women really liked it.

"Well, I think a lot of girls like to do it. Your

dad and I..." Sue stopped, not wanting to get

too personal. "I'm sure there are lots of girls that

like it, but I'm not sure they really like the taste.

I guess it's like Scotch, you have to acquire a

taste for it," she said and smiled. "I think the

thrill of doing something like that for someone you

love is what I like." Sue paused for a second to

let him absorb that. Then she added, "Girls also

like to have it done to them, it's a two-way

street you know."

"Really! I mean... I've seen it in movies but I

thought it was just for show," Tommy said, truly

amazed.

"Of course they do. Don't be so self-centered,"

Sue said almost in anger. Then her tone softened.

"A man should be just as willing to use his mouth

on a woman as having it done to him. A man

that is good with his mouth will have a lot of

girlfriends." Sue laughed a little self-consciously,

feeling a little thrill go through her groin at the

thought.

As Tommy sat there thinking about that, he felt his

already hard penis begin to pulse. It did sound like

fun. "SSue," Tommy said, then hesitated.

"Yes?"

"Since you are my teacher about dating girls

and stuff, would you tell me... uh tell me

about... about... you know the oral sex stuff.

I... mean... how does a girl do it?" Tommy asked

taking a big chance. He figured his stepmother would

see right through his farce.

Sue sat silent for some time. She held her

wineglass in her hand and stared at the wine,

swirling it around. She felt that old thrill goes

through her. "Tommy, I think that's going a good

bit too far."

"Okay, I just thought I'd ask. Can't hurt to ask,

can it?" Tommy said trying to act like it had all

been a joke.

"No it can't, but let me think about it," Sue

said putting her glass down on the table. She

leaned over to Tommy and brought his lips to hers.

She had wanted a kiss so bad tonight. Tommy was

being too much of a gentleman.

They held each other, kissing passionately for a long

time. Finally, Sue felt Tommy's hand on her silk

covered breast. It's about time! she thought. Sue

moaned into her stepson's mouth as he squeezed her

soft breast. Then, she surprised Tommy by reaching

up and slowly unbuttoning her pajama top, all the

way down the front as their lips stayed locked

together. Then she pulled the top open and pressed

her naked flesh to her stepson. They moaned into each

other's mouths.

Finally, when they broke away, both of them were

breathing hard. There was a fire burning in Sue's

eyes.

Tommy's eyes were wide as he looked down at his

stepmother's naked chest. He bent his head and started

to kiss down her neck when he felt her hands on

his cheeks.

Sue held Tommy's face in her hands and looked

into his eyes. Oh hell, she thought, I can't resist

this boy. Still staring into his eyes, her hand

moved to his crotch and rubbed gently over his

penis. It was throbbing and stretched down the leg

of his shorts. Sue gasped as her hand wrapped

around the shaft. She squeezed him, working down

the cloth-covered protrusion. It felt huge.

Deep inside, Sue's brain was screaming... Stop!

Stop!

Then Tommy felt his stepmother's hand move to his

belt. His heart began to beat wildly.

Sue pulled back and used both hands to open her

stepson's shorts. Then she slid off the couch and onto

the floor between his legs, her blouse flapping

carelessly open. She reached up, grasped the waist

of his shorts, and pulled on them. Tommy sat

wide-eyed looking down at his stepmother.

"Give me a little help, will you?" Sue said.

Tommy came out of his trance, lifted his butt off

the sofa, and let his stepmother strip his pants and

underwear over his bare feet.

Sue sat back and gasped again. Her stepson was now

naked from the waist down and his raging erection

was throbbing in front of her face. She studied it

for a second time. He had cum so quickly in the

park that she didn't really get to see it that well.

His penis was beautiful and perfect. It was longer

and thicker than his father's, with blue veins

bulging on the sides and a perfect mushroom

shaped crown. Sue slid her hands up his thighs,

moving forward until she was inches from his penis.

She looked on in wonder at his equipment. Slowly

her hands took hold of the shaft, gently, almost

like it was fine china.

Tommy moaned and bucked his hips.

"Settle down, we don't want you to go off too

soon. A good blow job should be slow and

sensual," Sue said, bringing his leaking cock close

to her lips.

Tommy almost climaxed from his stepmother's words

alone. "A good blow job," she had said. He

began to tremble all over.

Sue shot her tongue out, flicking it across the head

and tasting his sweet juice.

Tommy moaned again.

She used her tongue to lick around the head,

teasing the sensitive skin where the head and shaft

met. Sue was being very careful not to overexcite

him. She knew from last weekend that he could

cum very quickly.

Sue took the head into her mouth, gently sucking

it, then using her teeth to put a little pressure

around the edges. Sue loved oral sex. She was one

of "those girls" that liked the taste. It had been

one of her favorite things to do to Tommy's father.

And, she was very good at it too. Tonight, she

used all of her skills to work her stepson to a peak

, and then she would back off, keeping him on the

edge for a long, long time.

Tommy stared in amazement as he watched his

beautiful stepmother worship his cock. She seemed to

be in a world of her own. He watched as her

tongue licked him and then her mouth sucked him

inside. He would moan each time she would take

the shaft deep into her mouth. Several times, he

began to throb, near orgasm, but his stepmother would

squeeze tight at the base until he was under control

again. It was the most incredible feeling he had

ever felt.

Sue worked on him for over a half-hour, literally

making love to his penis. However, she knew that

Tommy couldn't take much more. The truth was

that she couldn't take much more either. She now

wanted him to cum as bad as he did; she thirsted

for his sweet juice. It had been a long time since

she had tasted sperm. Sue had acquired a taste for

cum years ago.

Tommy wanted to thrust his hips up at his stepmother

in the worst way, but he sat still, letting her take

the lead.

Sue wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft

and held it tight as she pulled her head back and

stuck out her tongue, flicking the tip. She looked

up at her stepson who was still staring wide-eyed at

her. Then she closed her eyes and put her mouth

over the head of his penis. Her hand moved up

and down several times rapidly. That was all it

took.

Tommy thought his head was going to explode. He

yelled loud enough for the neighbors to hear and

his hips lifted off the sofa.

Sue's head moved back in surprise at the force of

his ejaculation but kept the head in her mouth. The

hot cream hit the back of her throat, choking her

momentarily. She swallowed just in time for another

blast to enter her mouth. She was ready this time

and swallowed it down rapidly, waiting for the next

shot. It came quickly, filling her mouth to over

flowing. She tried to swallow it all but it was just

too much. It dripped from the corners of her

mouth and ran down to her stepson's balls. As his

sticky white cum dripped from her chin, Sue felt

that familiar tremor in her pussy. Suddenly, she

took a huge swallow and began to climax. She

bucked her hips as her vagina throbbed. She lost

control for a moment and stopped sucking. As her

mouth filled, she quickly realized she had to

swallow.

Tommy thought he was going to die. He had never

felt anything so intense. He couldn't believe that he

was sitting here on his sofa, squirting cum into his

stepmother's mouth. And, she was drinking it! He

could hear her struggling to swallow it all. Now he

knew that his stepmom was right; some girls do like

the taste.

When he could cum no more, Sue released his

depleted penis and moved her tongue down to his

balls to clean up what had spilled from her mouth.

Tommy was lying back exhausted. When he opened

his eyes, he saw his stepmother's pretty blue eyes

staring up at him. Her lips and chin were coated

with his white cum, but she had swallowed most of

it. Tommy couldn't resist; he reached down and

pulled his stepmother up to him.

Sue was surprised when Tommy brought his lips to

hers; they shared a very wet and intimate kiss.

Both Tommy and his stepmom realized that the ice had

been broken and that there was no going back. The

best that Sue could hope for was to control how

far they went. However, she knew that that was

going to be exceedingly difficult. After all, she had

her own needs. However, she na‹vely thought that

if she could keep him satisfied orally then he

wouldn't try to push it further.

The following morning she was in the bathroom in

her bra and panties getting dressed. It was Saturday

and she wasn't going to work for a change. She

saw Tommy looking into the bathroom through the

slightly opened door. With a sigh, she turned and

looked at him.

Tommy smiled and pushed the door open. "Good

morning Sue," he said as he stepped into the

bathroom.

"Good morning sweetheart." Sue kissed his lips

quickly and turned back to the mirror to put her

makeup on.

Tommy stood behind her and wrapped his arms

around her waist.

She saw him looking over her shoulder at her thinly

dressed form. Her nipples began to harden under

her thin beige stretch bra. Then she saw his hands

slowly moving up her stomach and over her rib

cage. When his hands reached her bra-covered

breasts, his lips touched the tender area of her

neck. A chill ran through Sue and she whispered,

"Tommy." However, there was no admonishment in

her voice and she didn't say stop.

Slowly Tommy pushed his fingers under her bra. "I

want to see your breasts," he whispered. When his

stepmother just moaned, he boldly pushed the bra up,

letting both breasts pop free. "Oh God," he

moaned when he saw her large breasts in the

mirror. His hands covered the soft flesh and began

to knead them like cookie dough.

"Tommy," Sue moaned again, rapidly losing control.

She could feel her stepson's hard penis pressing into

her panty-covered buttocks. Her own hips began to

push backward. With a deep breath, Sue spun

around in Tommy's arms. She saw him smile and

as he bent to kiss her lips. Instead of giving him

her lips, Sue slid to her knees. Quickly she

unsnapped his shorts and pulled them down. She

gasped when his penis sprung out and hit her in

the face. He hadn't worn any underwear.

"Oh God Sue," Tommy moaned as his stepmother

took his penis into her mouth and began to suck.

His hips began to move back and forth, forcing his

penis to the back of her throat. He watched as

her face showed the pleasure she was getting from

sucking him. Tommy was rapidly reaching the point

of no return. "Stepmom," he hissed. When she didn't

respond, he said it louder. "Stepmom!"

Sue groaned around her stepson's penis and looked up

at him.

"Stepmom... can I fuck your ti... breasts?"

Sue opened her eyes wide in surprise. God, he

was so much like his father. That was one of his

favorite things to do. Slowly Sue pulled his penis

from her mouth. She looked up at Tommy and

smiled. Then she kissed the swollen head lovingly

before sitting up on her knees until his penis was

between her breasts. She reached behind her,

unsnapped her bra, and dropped it to the floor.

Then she took a bottle of cream from the counter.

Without a word, she squirted it between her breasts

and then closed the mounds around him, imprisoning

him in her soft flesh.

"Ohhhhhh!!!" Tommy moaned as the warm flesh

enveloped him. He watched in excitement as she

began to move her breasts up and down, her

mouth catching the head when it reached her lips.

Tommy knew that he wasn't going to last very

long. This was just too wild. His hips began to

move quickly, forcing his penis between her breasts

so rapidly that she couldn't catch the head in her

mouth anymore.

Sue held her breasts tightly around her stepson's penis,

looking up at his pleasure-filled face. She saw him

grimace and knew that he was close.

"Oh, God... I'm going to... ohhhhhhh...

cummmmm!!!" Suddenly, Tommy's penis throbbed

and shot a huge string of juice into the air, hitting

his stepmother's chin and running down her chest. Then

another blast hit her and then another, splattering

across her chest. It kept coming until there was

nothing left but a slow trickle.

When the last drop was squeezed out, Tommy

staggered backward. He saw his stepmother looking at

her cum-covered breasts. Then he watched her begin

to massage the thick juice into the soft skin.

Sue was lost in her own world for a few minutes.

When she realized that Tommy was staring at her

she stood up. "I have to get dressed now, so

give me a little privacy please."

"Uh... okay," Tommy said.

As soon as Tommy was gone, Sue closed the door.

She pulled her panties down and began to

masturbate with one cum-covered hand. She used

her other hand to caress her juice-covered breasts

until a strong climax roared through her.

Finally, Sue sighed and dressed, pulling the bra

over her still wet breasts. Strangely, she felt less

guilt now. It seemed that each time got a little

easier. That worried her.

The following evening, Sue and Tommy was

scheduled to go down the street to a neighbor's

house for a graduation party. Sue was dressed in a

low-cut black cocktail dress. The dress exposed a

lot of her breasts and required a bra.

Tommy moaned about having to wear a tie but

when he saw the way his stepmother was dressed, he

shut up. His eyes stared at her exposed chest.

"Wow!" was all he could muster.

"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a

laugh. "Let's get going."

Sue and Tommy walked down the street to the

Wilson's' house. It was a large home with stone

pillars in front and a circular driveway. In the

back, they had a large pool with manicured

hedgerows for privacy. The house was the largest in

the neighborhood and was almost out of place.

However, the Wilson's were nice people and fit in

well with the community.

Shirley Wilson greeted them at the door and hugged

Sue. She kissed Tommy on the cheek and invited

them inside. There was already a crowd of people

inside the house. Within seconds, several women had

Sue in a conversation. Tommy smiled and wandered

around the room. He knew many of the kids but

not too many of the adults. There were a number

of teenaged girls that came up to Tommy but he

spent little time with them. He kept his eye on his

stepmom.

Once in a while, Sue would look around for

Tommy. She would smile when she saw him looking

at her and then make a face, indicating that he

should mingle with the girls. When he would shake

his head no, she would purse her lips in

exasperation.

Sue had consumed quite a bit of wine in the first

hour of the party. Every time her glass was empty,

someone would give her another glass. Soon, she

was feeling the effects.

The next time she looked for Tommy, she saw him

near the sliding glass door leading to the pool.

When she caught his eye, she saw him make a

motion with his head for her to join him. She had

a feeling he was up to something so she shook her

head no but smiled sweetly. For the next few

minutes, every time she saw him, he would motion

for her to follow him. Finally, she gave in and

walked toward him.

"Let's go out and get some air," Tommy said,

leading his stepmother out the open slider.

It was a beautiful moonlit evening with a cloudless

sky and fireflies flickering their mating calls. Tommy

and Sue walked down the sidewalk, past the

hedgerow. When they reached the end, Tommy

pulled his stepmother to the other side. He quickly

pulled her into his arms and brought his lips to

hers.

"Tomm... Mmmmm..." Sue moaned as she tried

to protest. This was very dangerous, she thought

but was unable to dissuade him as his tongue

pressed into her mouth. Soon, Sue gave up her

protest and melted into Tommy's strong arms. She

felt his hands sliding down her bareback and

across her dress to cup her buttocks.

Tommy pulled his stepmother's groin to his and let her

feel how excited he was.

Sue moaned again and pressed back.

"God, I needed that," Tommy said breathlessly

when their lips parted after a long kiss. "Every

time I looked at you I wanted to rush over and

kiss you."

Sue could feel her head spinning from the kiss and

the wine. She brought her lips to his for a second

kiss that lasted even longer. She worked her tongue

into his mouth and felt him immediately capture it

with his lips. She moaned as they pressed their

lower regions together even harder. His hands

cupped her buttocks under her tight dress, squeezing

the supple flesh in his strong fingers.

One of Tommy's hands slid around and then down

to Sue's naked thighs.

"Tommy," Sue said as she felt him slowly moving

it up her leg. In spite of her admonishment, her

legs moved slightly apart. "Oh my God," she

whispered as his hand reached her vagina.

Tommy moaned as his fingers felt a woman's private

parts for the first time. He could feel the swollen

and wet lips under his searching fingers. Then a

finger found the dripping hole.

"Tommy, Tommy, please," Sue pleaded as if she

couldn't stop him. A slow moan escaped her lips

as his finger slowly slid into her body.

Within seconds, Tommy's hand was dripping with his

stepmother's sex juice. He moved his finger in and out

of her warm hole, loving the feeling of her slick

inner flesh. Quickly, before she could protest, he

added a second finger. He heard her moan again

and her hips pressed down, taking both fingers all

the way inside.

Sue had lost control. Her hips began to work up

and down on her stepson's fingers and her head was

spinning wildly. It took only a few more thrusts

before she began to tremble.

Tommy was a little surprised as his stepmother began

to shake. Suddenly, he realized that she was

climaxing on his fingers. He smiled and worked

them into her harder, creating a loud sucking sound

in the otherwise quiet night.

When Sue stopped shuddering, she almost collapsed

into Tommy's arms.

Tommy looked over the hedgerow and saw that they

were still alone. He placed his hands on his

stepmother's shoulders and began to gently push

downward. "Suck me," he hissed, as she went to

her knees.

Sue's head was still foggy as she settled to her

knees on the cool grass. "Tommy, this is crazy,"

she said as she looked up at him, her eyes still

sparkling with fire in the moonlight. Yet, even as

she spoke, she was opening his pants.

Tommy kept looking back across the hedgerow at the

house to make sure no one came outside. He

turned back in time to see his stepmother take his

penis into her mouth. "Ahhhhh!!!" he groaned

as her talented mouth took possession of his hard

shaft.

Sue moaned as well as she tasted the sweet flavor

of his penis. She felt Tommy's hands on her head.

She let him direct her head back and forth. Then

she began to move her hand back and forth, trying

to bring him off quickly. Even in her wine-fogged

brain, Sue still knew that someone could come upon

them at any time.

Fortunately, it wasn't going to take long for Tommy

to cum in his stepmother's mouth. However, suddenly,

he wanted something different, something really nasty.

He pulled back, his penis coming out of his

stepmother's mouth with a pop.

Sue looked up at him in surprise. Then she felt his

hands on her shoulders pushing the straps of her

gown and bra down her arms. "What are you

doing?" she whispered in panic.

Tommy didn't answer as he pushed her straps down

until her breasts were free from the bra. He

pointed his penis downward. "Jerk me into your

bra," he whispered excitedly.

"Good God Tommy, no!" Sue exclaimed in protest.

Still, she grasped his penis and began to masturbate

him. She jerked on his penis in rapid motions, her

hand moving in a blur.

"Yes, yes," Tommy moaned as his legs tensed.

Sue was breathing hard again. She couldn't believe

what she was doing but it was turning her on

nonetheless. When she heard Tommy moan, she

directed the head of his penis into one cup of her

bra. She shivered as she watched his thick white

juice splatter into the cup. When several squirts had

coated the inner liner of that cup, she moved the

head quickly to the other cup. Soon, both sides

were coated with Tommy's thick discharge and it

was running down, pooling in the middle.

Suddenly, there were voices coming from the house.

As the voices grew closer, Sue quickly pulled her

top back up, pushing her breasts into the wet

material. She moaned as Tommy's hot cum coated

her nipples. Then she helped Tommy get his penis

back into his pants. Just as they stood up and

stepped from behind the hedgerow, Shirley Wilson

and a friend walked by.

"Oh that's where you are," Shirley said. "I told

Marge that I saw you go outside with Tommy."

"Uh... yes, Tommy... uh and I needed to get a

little air."

"Well, come with me, I want Marge to tell you

about a community project that she's working on."

Tommy watched as the two ladies led off his

stepmother. He smiled. God if they only knew! he

thought.

Sue followed the two women back into the house.

She could feel her sex juices filling her panties as

her breasts swam in her stepson's juice. She could

even smell it and hoped that no one else could.

She knew that she would have to escape them soon

and find a bathroom to take care of her own

renewed desires

After the episode at the party, Sue and Tommy

gradually became comfortable with their new

relationship. Sue still knew it was very wrong but

she no longer chastised herself for it. It was what

her stepson needed right now she rationalized. It was

their little secret.

They both grew very casual about how little they

wore in front of each other. It seemed to Sue that

Tommy was always stopping in to talk when she was

getting dressed. It never took long for Tommy to

show that he was interested in more than

conversation. Sue rarely protested.

Each morning he would stop by as she dressed for

work. Within seconds, she would have his penis in

her mouth. Then a minute later, she would be

drinking his sperm. Most evenings it was a replay.

Sue was actually disappointed when they missed a

morning or evening. She almost felt like she had

become addicted to her stepson's semen.

Sue was in her bathrobe after her shower one

morning a week or so later. She had just taken

her panties out of the drawer when Tommy tapped

on the door. Sue told him to come in.

"Good morning," Tommy said brightly as he

sat on the bed.

"Hi, sweetie."

"What's on the agenda today?" Tommy asked

watching his stepmother closely.

"Well, we have a lot of yard work to catch up

on so I think we had better stay home and get it

done."

"All right, if we have to," Tommy said in mock

exasperation.

Sue untied her robe and dropped it from her

shoulders, standing naked unashamedly in front of

Tommy.

"God, you're beautiful," Tommy said sincerely.

"Thank you," Sue whispered. There was no longer

any embarrassment at being naked in front of him.

As she bent over and picked up her panties, she

saw his eyes staring at her breasts as they swung

naturally below her. She took her time pulling her

panties up, beginning to enjoy the show. As the

silky panties crossed her thighs, she turned her back

to him and heard him gasp.

Tommy had an erection before he walked into the

room but now it was throbbing in the tight confines

of his shorts. As his stepmother went to get her bra,

he pulled his zipper down and freed his shaft from

its prison.

It was Sue's turn to gasp when she turned around

and saw him holding his erect shaft. Every time she

saw it, it looked bigger, she thought. She

swallowed hard as she stood frozen, holding her bra

in her hand and watching him slowly move his hand

up and down. In all the years she was married,

she had never seen her husband masturbate. While

she had asked him to on occasion, he had always

refused. He said that he would be too embarrassed.

It was obvious that Tommy didn't have that

problem.

Tommy watched his stepmother's face as she watched

him masturbate. He found it an incredible turn-on

to have her watch him. "Do you like watching me

masturbate?" Tommy asked breathlessly.

It took a moment for Sue to answer. Her throat

was suddenly dry. "Yes," she choked out in a

hoarse whisper.

"Then sit down and I'll show you how I like to

do it."

Sue backed up until she sat in her vanity chair,

her eyes never leaving Tommy.

Tommy stood up and slowly stripped off his shirt.

Then he opened his shorts and began to pull them

down. Suddenly, he turned until his back was to

his stepmother. Like a stripper, he slowly pulled his

shorts below his buttocks. Tommy was as surprised

as his stepmother at his boldness.

Sue sat fascinated as she watched her stepson strip for

her. Tommy had been just a little boy the last

time she saw him completely naked. He certainly

wasn't a little boy anymore, Sue thought as his

shorts fell to his feet and he kicked them away.

She scanned his naked body from behind. His

shoulders were broad and rippled with muscles. His

waist was narrow and his hips jutted out from all

the strenuous training. However, his buttocks were

his best asset. They were rock-hard and perfectly

shaped globes. His thighs were strong and lean

without an ounce of fat. He could be a male

stripper, Sue thought.

Slowly, Tommy turned around. His penis was now

pulsing and there was a long strand of clear liquid

hanging from the tip. Tommy began to stroke

himself again. More of his clear juice bubbled out,

stretching in a silvery string toward the carpet. "Oh

God Stepmom, I'm getting close," he warned. Tommy's

hand moved rapidly up and down until his thighs

tensed. When he was ready to squirt, he held his

hand under the head. Suddenly, he began to pour

the contents of his balls into his outstretched hand.

Sue watched in excited fascination as her stepson

climaxed into his own hand. She saw his hand fill

with his sperm and begin to spill over the sides.

With a moan, she dropped to her knees and quickly

licked the cum dripping from his palm. As soon as

Tommy was done, Sue turned his cum filled hand

to her mouth.

In another similar incident, Tommy caught his stepmother

just as she was ready to go out the door to

work. He brought her to him and kissed her

passionately.

"Tommy, my makeup," she protested as he kissed

her lips, then her face and neck.

"Suck me!" he said like a command.

Sue moaned and moved quickly to her knees in

front of her stepson. She set her briefcase down and

took his penis into her hand. She heard him groan

from far away as she caught a drop of dripping

juice on her tongue, following it with her mouth to

the swollen head. "Mmmmmm!" she moaned deep

in her throat as she sucked the head into her

mouth.

Tommy grasped his stepmother's face in his hands. As

his hips began to move back and forth, he could

see the head of his penis sliding in and out of

her mouth under her cheeks. He pressed his thumbs

to her cheeks and felt his shaft as she sucked it

deep into her throat.

Sue sucked Tommy until she could tell that he was

getting close. She was ready to drink his sperm

when she felt him pulling on her shoulders. In

a surprise, she let him slip out of her mouth and

she stood up. She let Tommy's lips capture hers

without protest now. Her makeup could be fixed

afterward.

As their bodies pressed together, Sue could feel his

erection pressing against her stomach. She moaned

as their hips began to move against each other.

She knew that she was going to have a wet mark

on the front of her skirt. When she felt Tommy's

hand move down to push her dress up she began

to shiver. However, when he grasped his penis and

pushed it between her legs she said, "Tommy,

no!" Suddenly, she realized that she was lucky she

had her panties on. It was the only thing

preventing penetration. Sue almost sighed when he

didn't try to do anything else. She wasn't sure she

could have stopped him.

"Oh God Stepmom!" Tommy moaned as he moved his

hips back and forth between her warm thighs. He

could feel her sex lips pressing down on the top of

his shaft, the gusset of her panties rapidly becoming

soaked with their combined juices.

When Sue was certain that Tommy was near

ejaculation, she pushed him away from her.

Tommy thought that she was going to go to her

knees and suck him again. However, he was

surprised when she reached down and pulled the

the crotch of her panties away from her sex. Then for

just a second, Tommy thought that she was going

to let him penetrate her.

However, Sue had other ideas. She took Tommy's

penis and situated it between the wet crotch of her

panties and her dripping sex lips. His penis was at

an odd angle, pointing downward. That made Sue's

sex lips split apart and cover the shaft with her

wet and swollen flesh. She slid her panties back

over her lips, trapping his penis inside the silky

material. Then, she began to move back and forth

again, massaging him with her swollen lips. She

knew that Tommy wouldn't last long.

Almost as soon as he felt her blood filled lips on

his penis, he groaned and his penis lurched,

spewing his thick cum onto the gusset of her little

red panties.

Sue's climax wasn't far behind. When she felt her

vagina being sprayed by her stepson's semen, her legs

shook and her body went into convulsions. If Tommy

hadn't been holding her, she would have collapsed

to the floor.

When Tommy felt his stepmother's body stop shaking,

he staggered back in exhaustion.

Sue found it difficult to focus her eyes. She backed

up unsteadily and leaned against the front door.

When she could get her breath again she shook her

head. God that was close, she thought.

Tommy smiled at his stepmother with exhaustion on his

face. Then he pushed his now soft penis back into

his pants and said, "Have a nice day."

Sue picked up her briefcase and opened the door.

As she stepped out onto the front porch, she was

suddenly very much aware of her sodden crotch. For

a second, she considered going back into the house

to clean up. A naughty thrill went through her as

she walked down the sidewalk to her car. Sue went

to work with her sex lips swimming in Tommy's

sperm.

Sue was sitting at her desk one evening, still in

her white blouse and blue skirt that she had worn

to work. She was thinking about her and Tommy's

relationship as she did quite often. She had done a

lot of souls searching during the last few days. Their

relationship has progressed well beyond anything she

could have ever imagined. So far, it had been

limited to oral sex and a little masturbation. The

nagging question on her mind was where did they

go from here? It was getting more and more difficult

for her to control things. It had been so close the

other day.

It seemed that almost every time they were

together, they couldn't keep their hands off each

other. He would touch her or kiss her and that

would start it. She would respond and things would

get out of control from there.

"Hi Sue," Tommy said, coming into the room

and sitting down.

"Hi, Tommy. I thought you were going to the ball

game with Joey?"

"I was but he has a cold and canceled out."

"I'm sorry."

"It's okay. I'd rather be home with you."

Sue looked at him and shook her head. "What am

I going to do with you?" she asked rhetorically.

"Love me," he said with a big smile and opened

his arms to her.

Sue put down her pen and then walked over to sit

on Tommy's lap. She kissed his lips and then

snuggled into his arms. Suddenly, she felt so

protected in his embrace.

"Sue, you... uh... we have... uh done a lot

of... you know... things," Tommy said hesitantly.

Sue was silent, wondering where this was going to

go.

"You said... uh... you said that it was selfish for

a man just to take and... and not give back."

Immediately, Sue knew what was coming. It wasn't

like she hadn't expected it. However, she that what

he was going to ask was a big step.

"Will you teach me... to uh... you know... do

oral on you?"

Sue was silent for a long time. She could feel her

heart beating hard in her chest. There was a

tremendous struggle going on in her head. On one

hand, she had done so much already, what was

the difference if she let him do it to her? On the

other, she knew that it would be taking their

relationship to a new level. However, the thought of

having his mouth on her was incredibly exciting. So,

what would be the harm? Who would know?

"I... I don't know Tommy," she said reluctantly.

"Let me think about it."

Tommy felt a thrill of excitement go through him.

Every time she said that she came back and did

what he wanted. "That's fair," he said and his

hand moved up to caress her breast.

Sue could feel his erection pressing into her

buttocks. With a sigh, she slid off his lap and knelt

between his legs.

Tommy smiled and opened his pants. He reached

inside and pulled out his swollen erection. When Sue

went to grab it with her hands, he grabbed her

wrists, holding her hands away. He lifted up slightly

and slid the head into her mouth. He watched his

stepmother suck him for a few minutes and then, with

his penis still in her mouth, he stood.

Sue backed up and let Tommy stand in front of

her. She knew what he wanted when his hips

began to move back and forth while he held her

arms over her head. He wants to fuck my mouth,

she thought. A moan escaped her stretched lips as

she let her stepson use her mouth.

When Tommy let go of his stepmother's hands, he

grasped her head. He was happy to see that she

let her arms slip idly to her sides. Tommy's hips

continued to move back and forth as he pulled her

head toward him. He heard his stepmother choke and

eased up but then he felt her move forward,

forcing him to the back of her throat again.

For some strange reason, Sue suddenly felt very

submissive. It wasn't like her to play that role.

However, at the moment, it felt right. She moaned

submissively and let her stepson pound into her mouth.

As his movement grew more rapid, saliva began to

drip from the corners of her stretched mouth.

Tommy's legs were spread wide and his knees

slightly bent as he moved rapidly in and out of her

stepmother's willing mouth. His fingers were curled

tightly in her hair as he moved almost violently in

and out. It was a strange feeling of power to

Tommy. He was in control.

Within seconds, Tommy felt his balls begin to

tighten. He was ready to climax far too soon.

Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his stepmother. He

let go of her hair and grabbed his shaft at the

base. He was going to try to stop the climax as

she had taught him. However, when he looked

down and saw her face looking at him expectantly,

he knew that he couldn't hold back any longer.

Sue's breath was coming in great gasps. Her eyes

were opened wide as she stared at her stepson's

quivering penis as she sat back on her haunches

and waited.

Tommy could feel his sperm backing up as he held

his penis tightly at the base. Suddenly, he bellowed

and eased the pressure on the base. His sperm

flew out with such force that it arched across his

stepmother's head, landing in her hair. The next blast

hit her directly in the face, splattering on her

forehead and dripping to her cheek. Then another

blast hurtled toward her.

Sue closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs

together as her own climax began. Her sex lips

throbbed with pleasure as she felt her stepson's juice

continue to cover her face. She held her face out

to the spray as if she were in the shower, loving

the warm liquid.

Amazingly, Tommy's climax seemed to go on and

on, covering his stepmother's face and splattering on

her white blouse and skirt. Finally, as his climax

dwindled, his legs weakened and he fell back into

the chair. Through hooded eyes, he saw his stepmother

scraping his cum from her face and putting it into

her mouth.

At the breakfast table the following morning, Tommy

brought up the inevitable question. "Sue, you said

you would think about what I asked."

Sue looked at her stepson and smiled. "We'll see,"

was her only commitment. Sue had made up her

mind but she wasn't ready to reveal her answer to

Tommy yet.

'We'll see,' Tommy thought. That's as good as

yes. He couldn't control the smile that crossed his

face.

Sue and Tommy decided to go to their favorite

restaurant that night. As always, Tommy was ready

early, waiting at the door for his stepmom. When she

came down she was wearing a very short skirt with

high heels. However, on top, she had on a dark

sweater that buttoned down the front with a white

blouse underneath. The top looked like something

that a schoolteacher would wear. However, the skirt

looked hot. Tommy was curious about her selection

of clothing but decided not to say anything.

When Sue got into the car, she made sure that

she carelessly spread her legs, giving her stepson a

clear view of her shiny pink panties and the creamy

white skin above her thigh-high stockings. Once he

was in the car, Tommy was bold enough to reach

over and place his hand on her thigh. He drove

with one hand and used the other to slide her

skirt up so he could see her panties. Sue let

Tommy's hand move up until he reached her

panties, stopping him only when she thought he was

being distracted from driving. She grabbed his hand,

leaving it on her thigh, and gently told him to pay

attention to the road.

Sue and Tommy got their special table in the back

of the restaurant, giving them the privacy that they

wanted. The two chatted until the waitress took

their drink order. When she left, Sue said she had

to go to the ladies' room. Several minutes later she

returned and stopped next to Tommy. She held out

her hand, indicating that he should open his hand.

She placed a piece of balled-up material into his

hand and sat down.

Tommy looked at his stepmother with raised eyebrows

and then opened his hand. He felt his penis lurch

in his pants when he saw the silky pink balled-up

material. It was his stepmom's panties. Suddenly, he

saw the waitress out of the corner of his eye and

quickly put the hand holding the panties below the

table. He didn't know if the waitress saw what was

in his hand but he did know his face was as red

as a beet. His stepmother just smiled at his obvious

distress.

After they had ordered dinner and the waitress was

gone, Tommy pulled his hand from under the table.

He looked at the tiny pair of panties and saw that

the crotch was soaked. Not even thinking, he

brought the crotch to his nose, inhaling deeply, his

eyes on his stepmother all the time.

Then Sue watched with shock as Tommy casually

opened the crotch and brought it to his lips.

He kissed the wet material and then made a show

of sticking out his tongue and licking the gusset

from one end to the other.

Sue sighed deeply and closed her eyes as a shiver

ran through her.

Tommy's penis was now fully erect. It was his first

taste of his stepmother's sex juices. He felt his hand

trembling as he forced himself to ball the material

up and put it into his pocket. Then he reached down

adjusted his penis in the very tight confines of his

pants.

Sue suddenly realized that Tommy had one-upped

her. However, Sue wasn't done yet.

When dinner was served, Tommy and Sue ate in

silence, looking at each other with loving glances.

About mid-way through the meal, Tommy saw his

stepmom look around the restaurant. Seeing that no one

was close by, Sue reached up and began to

unbutton her sweater. Tommy thought she was

starting to get warm. When all the buttons were

undone, Sue pulled the sweater away from her

chest. Tommy was shocked to see that the blouse

was totally see-through; he could see all of his

stepmom's firm breasts with her hard pink nipples

pushing through the material. Tommy could no longer

concentrate on dinner. His thoughts were on the

fact that his stepmom was sitting across from him

naked under her clothes and that he just might get

to eat her tonight.

"Sue, can we go?" Tommy asked, his food only

half-eaten.

"I think that is an excellent idea, besides, I think

I owe you a lesson."

Tommy's penis throbbed in his pants and he jumped

up and practically pulled his stepmother out of the

restaurant.

Driving home, Sue took off her sweater and sat

next to her stepson with only her see-through blouse

covering her chest. Tommy was going crazy trying to

keep his eyes on the road.

Sue knew that it was dangerous to tease him this

way when he was driving. However, she had been

thinking about what she was going to let him do all

day and it was driving her crazy with desire.

It was difficult for Tommy to keep within the speed

limit as he rushed home. He had barely come to

a stop at the house when he jumped out of the

car and ran around to open the door for his

stepmom. As Sue swung around, he got a close look

at his stepmom's exposed vagina. His eyes opened wide

in shock when he saw that she had no pubic hair.

The normally soft blond hair was all gone, leaving

her lips smooth and shiny. Tommy stood frozen

looking between his stepmother's legs. Now his heart

was pounding so loud that he thought she might

hear it.

When Sue made the decision to let Tommy eat her,

she decided to shave herself. His father loved her

that way. As she got out of the car, she stood in

front of him with a wide smile. "What's the

matter, sweetie," she asked, knowing the answer

already. She smiled, realizing that she had the

upper hand again.

"Uh... uh... nothing," he struggled to say.

Sue turned and walked toward the house, still

smiling.

It took a few seconds for Tommy to realize that he

was standing on the sidewalk alone. He hurried up

the walk and followed his stepmother into the house.

"Tommy, get me a glass of wine and bring it to

the living room for me please," Sue said, turning

to go into the living room.

Tommy rushed to get the wine, shaking so badly that

he nearly broke the glass. He tried to steady his

hands as he walked back to the living room. He

saw his stepmother sitting on the sofa waiting for him.

When he handed her the glass, his hand was

trembling so much that the wine almost spilled over

the top. He didn't notice that his stepmother's hand

was shaking as well.

Sue took a large drink of wine and patted the seat

next to her.

Tommy sat down without a word. He was afraid

that his voice wouldn't work.

Sue sighed and said, "Tommy, this is a big step

for us. I know that you have wanted to ea... uh

perform oral sex on me for a long time. Frankly,

I've wanted it just as much, if not more. It is

one of the things that I miss most about Bob. He

was very good. Your father... your father and I

used to do that all the time. In fact, the first

time was on a sofa just like this in his stepmother's

house. It was so crazy because his parents, your

grandparents, were sleeping in the next room. We

did many crazy things," she added as her eyes got

misty and she stopped talking.

Tommy reached over, took his stepmother's hand, and

sat silently, waiting for her to continue.

"I'm so confused sometimes Tommy. What we've

done is so wrong but... but I can't resist you. It

could be so dangerous for both of us. It's all so

crazy."

"Sue... uh... we don't have to do."

"Shhh," Sue said and placed her fingers on

Tommy's lips.

Sue stood up in front of Tommy and slowly began

to unbutton her blouse. She shrugged it off her

shoulders and paused, letting Tommy look at her

large breasts so close to his face.

Tommy could see her excitement as her chest moved

up and down with her rapid breathing. His own

breath was beginning to come in short gasps.

Slowly, Sue began to pull her skirt up to her thighs.

She paused for a second when it was just below

the level of her crotch, teasing Tommy. Then she

pulled it to her waist and a little moan of

excitement escaped her lips.

Tommy gasped. He had never seen anything so

exciting in his young life. On display in front of

him was his stepmother's very wet and swollen sex.

There wasn't a speck of hair anywhere on the

surface, from her navel to her thighs. The outer

lips were so smooth that they were almost shining.

The inner lips were protruding and there were

strings of her sex juice hanging precariously, ready

to drop to the floor. Her thighs, all the way to

the tops of her nylons, were sparkling with her

juice.

When Sue saw that Tommy was ready to grab her,

she pushed him back. "Wait," she said and turned

to walk over to a comfortable chair. She left her

high heels on and her skirt pulled up around her

waist as she sat in the chair. Then she lifted her

legs and threw them over the arms of the chair,

pushing her sex out at her stepson in an obscene

manner.

Sue crooked her finger at her stepson and said in a

breathless tone, "I think the best position for you

is on your knees between my legs."

Tommy jumped up and hurried over to his stepmother,

his eyes never leaving her displayed sex.

"Take your clothes off first."

Sue watched as Tommy stripped in record time,

throwing his clothes on the floor in his haste. Then

she looked at her stepson's totally naked body. Her

eyes traveled up and down his body, settling on his

pulsing erection. God, he's going to drive the

women crazy someday, she thought.

Tommy fell to his knees between Sue's legs and

brought his mouth very close to her swollen and

leaking sex. He put his trembling hands on her

thighs, forcing them further apart, intending to dive

in.

"Just a minute, sweetie," Sue said, putting her

hands-on her stepson's shoulders to hold him back.

"You need a few lessons in the female anatomy

before you EAT ME," Sue said, emphasizing the

words "eat me".

Tommy sat back and watched as his stepmom spread

her legs even further apart. As he looked on with

wide eyes, his stepmother used her fingers to open the

pink lips. Tommy felt his mouth begin to water. He

could smell her excitement and see the juice

bubbling in her open hole.

"You see this little button here?" Sue said, pointing

to her clit. "This is the center of a woman's

sexual arousal. It is very sensitive and needs to be

treated with great kindness. I will tell you more

about that in a minute. Down here are my outer

and inner lips." Sue stretched the inner lips apart,

letting him see how flexible they were.

"The outer lips are not as sensitive and can be

handled a bit more forcefully. However, these," she

said, fingering the inner lips, "can be quite

sensitive. Look how wet they get when I get

excited." Sue tried to keep her voice calm and

appeared to be very matter-of-fact in her

description. However, on the inside, she was burning

up with the need. Watching the wonder and excitement

in her stepson's eyes was almost more than she could

stand.

Tommy could see the thick juice now trickling out of

his stepmother's hole. He could feel his own penis

pouring juice out as he waited for her to let him

eat her. He was breathing through his mouth now

in an attempt to get enough oxygen. His head was

spinning like he was falling from a great height.

"Inside the hole is where the cock goes and is

very receptive to a soft tongue." Sue began to

breathe very hard as she forced herself to continue

the description. "Ohhhhh!" Sue moaned when her

finger brushed against the sensitive clit. "As I... as

I showed you before, this... this is my... my

clit," Sue said, spreading the lips wide and letting

the tiny nub peek out, her hands shaking with

excitement.

Tommy focused his eyes where his stepmother was

pointing. He was fascinated by the smooth piece of

flesh between her lips. It almost looked like a

miniature head of a penis.

"My clit is... is... very sensitive. When I'm this

excited, even a little touch can send me off. It's

very swollen now. Be very gentle with it, please,"

Sue said, almost delirious.

Tommy knew most of this stuff from high school

biology. However, that had been a big joke with

none of the boys paying much attention. Now,

watching and hearing his stepmom talk about her sexual

parts had him shaking with desire. His eyes never

left her sexual parts as she began to use her

finger to massage her spread lips.

"Ohhhhh, Jesus!" Sue moaned, closing her eyes in

pleasure.

He watched in amazement as she put first one

finger inside of herself. Then she added a second

and a third until all three fingers were inside her,

almost to the last knuckle. When she pulled them

out, they were slick with juice.

Sue held her trembling fingers up to her stepson.

Tommy's mouth closed around all three fingers,

sucking loudly. Was it he or his stepmom that moaned?

The taste was like nothing he had ever tasted

before. It was thicker and much sweeter than the

little bit he had tasted on her panties.

"I want you to put your tongue right here

Tommy," Sue said in a shaky voice, pointing to

her spread open hole. "It's time for you to

practice your lesson. I want you to eat my juicy

cunt. I need your tongue so bad, please, please,

EAT ME NOW," Sue said, suddenly losing control

and almost screaming.

Tommy quickly bent forward, his mouth inches from

her dripping lips.

Sue placed both hands on the sides of his head,

trying to pull his face into her steaming crotch.

Tommy resisted, now the one torturing them both.

With his face an inch from her dripping lips, he

breathed in deeply; her wonderful smell excited him

tremendously. Then his tongue came out to touch

the slippery lips. He heard his stepmom moan, as his

tongue touched her sex for the first time. Then his

tongue brought the taste into his mouth.

Sue watched her stepson swallow her juice and moaned.

She grasped his head again, her desire back under

control for the moment. "Gently, gently, lick around

the lips," she instructed, moving his head with her

hands.

Tommy let his stepmother move his head around, his

tongue stretched out for her pleasure. Suddenly, he

wondered why his friends talk about this in gross

terms. He found it a beautiful and intimate act. He

knew instantly that he would love it for the rest of

his life.

His stepmom didn't need to hold his head any longer

as Tommy began to use his tongue and lips on his

own. His mouth covered her hole and he began to

suck the swollen lips inside. Then he bit them

gently and then used his tongue to lap across the

wrinkled surface.

"Ohhhhhhh, that's it, that's it, suck them, suck

my lips. Oh my God, I can't stand it. Suck me,

suck Stepmom's cunt," Sue screamed almost

incoherently. Then, she began to buck her hips into

his face. She pulled his head up slightly, his tongue

making contact with her swollen clit. Her legs shot

up and wrapped around his neck, imprisoning his

mouth in her wet flesh.

That was all she could stand. Suddenly, she let out

a long wail and went over the top, shuddering and

screaming as a tremendous climax overtook her. She

pulled the poor boy's head hard into her convulsing

vagina, almost sstepmothering him in the process.

Tommy didn't mind at all. His face was inundated

in his stepmom's juice. Her lips were spread on his

face, spreading her slick juice from his chin to his

forehead. It almost felt like his face was buried in

a juicy watermelon.

"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh my God

Tommmmmmmmmyyyyyy!!!" Sue's hips were pushed

up in the air and she was almost on her back on

the cushion of the chair.

Tommy let his face be used for his stepmom's

pleasure. He pushed his tongue deep into her

convulsing hole and the slick walls inside her vagina

quivered around it.

Sue's climax went on and on. Each time she

thought she was done, Tommy would hit a new

spot and bring her to a peak again. She thought

she might pass out as her heart pounded and she

gasped for breath.

Finally, Sue's body began to relax with little tremors

still running through her. Then, she had to push

Tommy's face away from her now sensitive sex lips.

She had never had a climax as good or one that

lasted as long. Her body felt like a limp rag. She

was slumped on the chair; both legs still wrapped

around Tommy's neck. When she looked at her stepson

kneeling between her legs, there was a silly grin on

his face. His face was literally covered with her

juice.

"My God, I had forgotten how good it felt to be

eaten," Sue gasped when she could talk again.

"Tommy, you just gave me the best climax of my

life. Thank you... thank you, you were wonderful.

I love you so much," Sue said, looking into his

eyes lovingly.

Tommy sat back on his haunches, smiling like

the cat that ate the canary.

"Come here and let me take care of you," Sue

said, pulling Tommy from his kneeling position.

Tommy jumped up and stood next to his stepmom,

bringing his dripping penis close to her mouth.

"God, I love this cock," Sue said to herself as

she brought her stepson's swollen penis to her face.

As she held his shaft tight, she could actually feel

his wildly beating heart through his penis. When she

squeezed she saw a large clear drop of liquid

bubble out then run down and across her fingers.

She closed her eyes, bringing the head to her

mouth. She and Tommy moaned as her lips circled

the swollen head. The head filled her mouth as her

lips squeezed the shaft. She held it like that,

sucking just the head. Her saliva flowed, coating the

head in her warm mouth. She almost forgot about

Tommy as she lost herself in the excitement of

sucking him.

Suddenly remembering that her stepson was attached to

this incredible penis, she pulled away and looked up

at him. Then she said in a whisper, "I am going

to suck your cock, Tommy. Your stepmom wants to suck

all the juice out of your balls. Do you want me to

suck you? Do you want your stepmom to swallow all

that delicious sperm? Tell me, tell me you want me

to suck you until you squirt into my mouth."

"Yes, yes, please, put it back in your mouth,

please suck it," Tommy moaned at his stepmother's

nasty words.

Sue took his penis deep into her warm and wet

mouth again, making loud sucking noises, which

were intended to let her stepson know how much she

loved sucking him.

Tommy couldn't take much more. He had held off

as long as possible. It felt like an explosion in his

head as chills went through his body. His body

tensed and his hips pushed forward. It almost felt

as if it were happening in slow motion when his

penis throbbed and a huge load of cum began

traveling up the long shaft. He could feel it rushing

to be released.

Sue was prepared for it this time. She moved his

thrusting shaft back slightly so she could take the

first strong squirts into her mouth and not her

throat. Suddenly, her stepson began to spew like a fire

hose, filling her mouth over and over with his thick

sperm. Sue swallowed each shot and sucked for

more, her hand pumping up and down rapidly.

Incredibly, the thrill of her stepson's sperm squirting

into her mouth excited her again. Sue felt her sex

lips quiver and another little climax shook her.

Eventually, the flow slowed and then stopped. Sue

continued to suck hard, trying to get the last few

precious drops.

Finally, Tommy pulled away and staggered over to

the sofa and fell, gasping for breath. He saw his

stepmother still on her knees, smiling at him. There

was not a drop of his cum on her face anywhere.

She had swallowed it all.

It was a night that both stepmother and stepson would

remember forever.

Over the next few weeks, Sue and Tommy continued

their liaisons. There was no longer any hesitation on

Sue's part. Somehow, she had rationalized that since

they were not actually having "sex" it was okay.

However, she knew in her heart that there was no

difference.

Sue continued to teach Tommy what a woman liked

and what a woman needed. It was part of her

rationalization. She could make him a better lover

for his wife someday. She showed him how to

caress and suck her breasts. She pointed out her

sensitive spots, all the places that most men miss.

Little places like behind the knee or the crook of

her arm. She taught him that sometimes women like

it a little rough but most of the time they wanted

a tender and considerate lover.

While some of it was confusing to Tommy, he was

a very willing pupil. He was anxious to learn

everything there was to know about what turned his

stepmom on. He would refuse her nothing as he was

now desperately in love with her.

Sue wasn't blind and could see the love in his

eyes. It was also obvious that he wanted to go all

the way with her. In her mind, that was still out

of bounds. However, she knew that she was only

deluding herself and that they were far beyond the

boundaries of their relationship.

A few weeks after they began their oral exploration,

Sue and Tommy had one of their evening dates.

They decided to stay home and relax. Sue had had

a very difficult week at work when several important

people resigned. She had been upset and tense all

week, deferring any sexual activity until the end of

the week

Tommy had been understanding and patient but he

was mad with desire by the time the week ended.

He had a plan tonight. This was the night, he

thought. He couldn't wait any longer.

Tommy got things ready while Sue took a bath. He

had set up a game of Scrabble on the floor and

put a bottle of Sue's favorite wine on ice. He was

sitting on the floor when Sue came down. He saw

that she had decided not to get dressed, preferring

to wear a long soft terry cloth robe to cover her

otherwise naked body. Her hair was still damp from

the shower as she walked into the room.

As Tommy looked at his stepmother, his heart skipped

a beat. It was as if he were seeing her for the

first time. For some reason, she looked incredibly

beautiful tonight with no make-up or sexy clothes

on and her hair still wet from the shower.

Sue was still tired and tense but she was looking

forward to their quiet evening.

It was a very dangerous environment for a woman

that had refused to consummate her incestuous

relationship with her stepson.

She and Tommy played several games of Scrabble as

they talked and laughed. Sue felt the tension

draining from her. No matter how tough it got

outside, she always had Tommy to give her comfort.

As she sat on the floor, she watched her stepson. He

was growing up quickly. Soon he would be a man

with children of his own. Sue sighed and pictured

Tommy as a father, playing with his kids. She was

certain that he would be a good father and

husband. Her heart swelled with pride and love.

"Uh... Sue, it's your turn," Tommy said.

"Oh... I'm sorry. I was a million miles away. I

think I've had enough for tonight."

"Okay. What about a shoulder massage?"

"That would be wonderful."

Tommy moved the Scrabble board out of the way

and got on his knees behind his stepmother. He placed

his strong hands on her shoulder muscles and

started to squeeze. "Wow, you are tense."

"Mmmmm. I know. That feels so good sweetie,"

Sue said relaxing into his strong hands.

"Let me get to the skin," Tommy said, pushing

the soft robe down until her shoulders were bare.

Even her shoulders are sexy, Tommy thought as his

hands went to work on her again.

"Oh, Tommy that's wonderful."

Soon Sue felt so relaxed that she felt like she

could almost go to sleep. As she swayed slightly

back and forth, she felt Tommy's hands move

across her shoulders and down toward her chest.

She smiled as she felt him gradually move his

fingers to the upper swells of her breasts. She

leaned back into him and let him have her breasts.

Tommy wasted no time in capturing both breasts in

his hands. He looked over her shoulder and watched

as he massaged her chest as he had done her

shoulders. However, there were no tense muscles

there, only warm and pliant flesh.

Sue moaned as he squeezed and massaged her

breasts with his experienced fingers. She felt him

take the nipples between his fingers and squeeze

firmly. Then he pulled them up, lifting her heavy

orbs. A little whimper escaped her lips and she

moved her chest upward, following his fingers. Sue's

nipples were always very sensitive and had a direct

line to her groin. She squeezed her legs together

as little shock waves rushed down her body.

After a few minutes, Tommy got up and turned off

all but one soft light. Then he brought some pillows

down from the sofa. He put his arm around his

stepmom and pulled her down to lay with him. Her

still uncovered breasts pressed to his chest as he

pulled her close. At the perfect time, Tommy turned

to his stepmom and brought his lips to hers. It was

the first of many passionate kisses.

The body heat of the two began to climb rapidly

as their kisses grew in intensity. It seemed so

natural when Tommy opened the belt on her robe

and pushed it down to reveal the soft curves of

her body. Tommy stared in wonder. It seemed that

each time he saw her naked, she looked more

beautiful.

Tommy began to pull all of his stepmother's sexual

strings. She had taught him well, leaving her no

defenses. He kissed her lips softly, moving up her

neck and bringing chills to her warm body. Then

his tongue touched her ear, circling it and leaving

a wet trail behind.

"I love you Stepmom," Tommy whispered then began

to kiss back down her neck. Moving slowly down,

his tongue following the contours of her body until

he reached the swells of her breasts. He placed

gentle kisses across the smooth surface until he

reached the nipple and then sucked one and then

the other into his mouth. He used his fingers to

tweak one nipple as his tongue licked the other.

Sue was a moaning mass of quivering flesh by the

time Tommy got to the soft skin of her belly.

Tommy knelt between her legs and lifted them onto

his shoulders. He slowly bent to her center, kissing

her soft and quivering thighs as he went. He

teased her, denying her his mouth to the place she

wanted it most. Up and down her legs he moved,

even taking her toes into his mouth and sucking

them. He knew that he was teasing his stepmother to

the brink of her endurance.

Finally, he spread her legs as wide as possible and

paused, looking down at her pulsing sex. He could

tell that she had just shaved herself. Her pubic

mound was smooth and soft. Tommy's mouth

practically drooled. With a little whine, he bent his

head to her center.

"Oh Jesus Tommy, oh God, oh God," Sue moaned

as she felt his tongue move up and down the

smooth outer lips. He even pushed his tongue into

the crease on each side, licking the sensitive flesh.

His tongue worked around her swollen lips, barely

touching them.

Tommy pulled back and smiled at his stepmother. He

saw her eyes hooded over in denied pleasure. He

reached down and gently opened her lips, exposing

the now throbbing clit. He lowered his head and

blew warm air on the little nub, watching it quiver

with need.

"Oh God Tommy, please," Sue begged.

Tommy didn't answer. Instead, he pushed her legs

up to her chest, exposing her entire groin to him.

He could see her tiny rear hole almost winking at

him. His stepmom had never taught him anything about

that place. Suddenly, he felt the need to kiss it.

His head bent quickly before she could stop him

and kissed the little hole, feeling it pulse under his

lips.

"Oh my God Tommy," Sue almost screamed as she

felt his tongue on her back passage, tickling her.

"Tommy, Tommy, what are you doing?" she gasped.

If Tommy even heard her, he paid no attention.

His tongue licked around the hole, teasing the

sensitive skin, and felt it quiver. Then suddenly, he

pushed it inside.

"Tommmmmmmmmmy!!!!" Sue's hips bucked up

into Tommy's mouth as his tongue stretched her

back passage. She had never felt anything like it. It

was so nasty but oh so exciting. "Oh God, oh

God, oh God."

Tommy was proud of himself. He had found

something his stepmother hadn't taught him. His penis

throbbed almost painfully in his shorts as he moved

his tongue in and out of her rear hole. His saliva

drooled down and around his stepmother's stretched

hole. Tommy found that he loved the feel of her

little hole and promised to come back there at a

later time. However, right now he had other plans.

When Tommy had his stepmother totally mad with

passion and desperate for him to do something to

her, he bent over her and whispered. "Sue, can

I just touch your pussy with my cock?"

"Oh Tommy, I... I... oh God, please, oh I

don't know. I can't think," she responded, almost

incoherent.

Tommy took that as a yes and quickly stripped his

clothes off. He stood for a moment over his

stepmother, letting her see his excitement. His penis

was dripping juice and the shaft was bouncing up

and down with his rapid heartbeat. He wrapped his

hand around it and slowly moved his fist across the

length of it. His other hand cupped his balls,

almost offering them to her.

"Oh Tommy!" his stepmother moaned as she watched

his wanton display.

Tommy moved to kneel between his stepmother's legs

before she could protest. Leaning forward, on one

hand, he used the other to push the swollen head

of his penis down to touch his stepmother's dripping

sex lips. Next, he gently mixed his own leaking

juice with his stepmother's, moving the head in a

circular motion. Then he moved it up and down

between the lips, teasing both his sensitive head

and her swollen lips. When he felt the head touch

her swollen clit, he paused, circling the soft skin of

his penis head on her center of pleasure.

"Ahhhhhh!!!" Sue moaned.

Then Tommy slowly slid his penis down and almost

imperceptibly inserted the head between her lips.

"Oh Tommy, no," Sue said, placing her hands on

his hips to prevent him from moving further in.

She was gasping for breath, her arms shaking from

excitement as she tried weakly to hold him back

with the last vestiges of control.

Neither his stepmother's tone of voice nor her hands

seemed to be forceful enough to invoke the "stop"

rule. Tommy reasoned that she had not

used the word "stop," so he continued moving

forward, ever so slowly. He looked down to the

point where their bodies met and saw that the

head was now completely inside his stepmother's body.

Her beautiful smooth lips were stretched around his

shaft. He felt the head expand and throb inside of

her. In reaction, his stepmom's hole quivered and

squeezed him tight.

Sue was moaning and moving her head back and

forth slowly, as if to say "no", but no words

came from her mouth. Her hands, which had been

holding him back, seemed to be easing the pressure

on his hips.

Tommy took a risk and pushed slightly forward,

inserting another inch into her. Suddenly, Tommy felt

like he was going to cum and spoil everything. He

needed to concentrate on something else, as his

stepmother had taught him, until the desire to climax

lessened. He used his hand to squeeze hard at the

base of his penis and then he held very still for a

while, thinking about football, baseball, anything but

sex. When the threat passed, he pushed a little

harder, forcing another inch into his stepmother. He

could feel the warm confines of his stepmother's vagina

caressing and massaging him like a soft, wet glove.

Sue opened her eyes and looked into Tommy's.

There was an electrical charge running between

them, starting at their joined parts and moving up

their bodies.

In his stepmother's burning eyes, he could see an

incredible look of love. In that instant, he knew how

love and sex fit together.

Sue couldn't hold her eyes open

for long as ripples of pleasure rushed through her.

"No, no, no, no," she whispered but made no

move to stop her stepson.

Tommy removed his hand from the base of his

penis and placed it on the other side of his almost

delirious stepmother. He was now supporting himself on

his hands and toes; the only connection between the

two was their sexual parts. His penis was now

several inches inside her. Nothing they had done

had ever prepared him for the feeling of her soft

insides. It was tight, warm, and wet. He could feel

his stepmother's insides quivering; the soft folds of skin

rippling up and down his shaft.

When Tommy didn't move to enter her further, Sue

opened her eyes. She saw Tommy still staring back

down at her. The only sounds in the room were

from the clock on the wall and their pounding

hearts. Sue knew that this was the moment. There

would be no going back; if she didn't stop him

now, she could never deny him again. They would

become real lovers--stepmother and stepson.

Sue's vagina gave an involuntary squeeze around her

stepson's penis. She tried to control the desire to

thrust her hips up at him. Still, her hips began to

make little movements, almost quivering.

Tommy waited. He wanted his stepmom to accept him

into her body. He never wanted her to look back

and think that he had forced himself on her. The

moments ticked by, stepmother and stepson, eye to eye,

their bodies connected at one strategic point.

"Oh Tommy, please," Sue begged in a whisper,

her eyes almost rolling back in her head.

"Please what?" Tommy asked, wanting to hear her

say it.

"Please, please," Sue begged again, her mind in

emotional turmoil. She knew what he wanted but

she didn't want to say it. It was wrong, so

wrong.

Tommy took another risk and pulled his penis

partially out like he was going to remove it

completely. Sue immediately grabbed his hips and

held him still, his penis only just inside her body.

"What do you want Sue?" Tommy asked, again

forcing her to make a decision.

"I... I... oh God Tommy! I want... oh Jesus...

I want you to FUCK ME!" she finally said.

"Are you sure?" Tommy asked, knowing that he

couldn't stop now even if she said no.

"Oh yes! Please FUCK ME!"

Tommy smiled, he had won this emotional battle,

and now he could claim the prize. He slowly forced

his weight down, pushing himself inch by inch into

his stepmother's body. He heard her moan as he slid

deep into her until his balls touched the soft skin

of her buttocks. His body pressed down on her,

feeling her burning body against his.

Sue's hips began to buck up in spasm as her arms

went around her stepson's neck. Her mouth went to

his shoulder and she bit down, cutting off a scream

of pleasure. It had been so long since she had felt

a man inside her. However, this wasn't just any

man. This was her stepson. She was fucking her

stepson! her mind screamed.

Tommy was fighting for control and again had to

call on all his strength to hold back his climax. He

had never felt anything so wonderful. His stepmother's

warm hole caressed the length of him like a velvet

glove.

He held himself deep as he looked at her beautiful

face. Then he brought his lips to hers in an

emotional kiss. His tongue went deep into her

mouth as his shaft had gone deep into her

welcoming hole. He could feel her soft breasts

pressing into his chest, heaving with her labored

breathing. Their bodies were connected from top to

bottom.

He pulled his lips from hers and said, "I am

going to fuck you now. I have my cock

deep in your beautiful body. I am going to fuck

you until you cum over and over. I want to feel

that tight pussy squeezing my cock like a vise,

squeezing all the cum out of me. Are you ready,

are you ready for me to fuck you?"

"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard. I need

it! I need your cock deep in me! Fuck me!

Make me cum all over that wonderful cock of

yours!" All of Sue's control was gone. She was

lost in sexual delirium.

That's what Tommy was waiting to hear. He pulled

back slowly, hesitating for just a second, and then

he rapidly plunged into her.

Sue screamed; she felt like her mind had lost all

control of her body. She was rapidly spiraling into

a climax. She was fucking her stepson; they were now

real lovers. The wet slapping sounds echoed in the

quiet room.

From somewhere, Tommy found new staying power

and used it to drive his stepmother crazy with desire.

He was like a machine, his hips moving up and

down in a blur. Time and again, he plunged deep

into her, spattering her juice over his balls and

thighs. His balls were now making a loud slapping

sound as they hit the cheeks of her buttocks.

Sue looked up at her stepson just before she lost all

control and said, "Oh God, I love you." Then

she closed her eyes and her body trembled.

Suddenly, fireworks started to go off in her head.

She barely heard Tommy's words of love as a

climax roared through her, sending her into

convulsions of pleasure.

"I love you," Tommy responded with his last

breath before he reached his peak and began to

release everything he had into his stepmother. Squirt

after squirt poured from him and into her, filling

the tight hole to overflow. He could feel his

stepmother's body tense as wave after wave of ecstasy

took her to a place she had never been before.

Her legs locked around his back holding him a

prisoner deep within her body. His life-giving sperm

continued to surge into the depths of her womb.

Finally, Tommy collapsed onto his stepmother and then

rolled to the side, his shrunken penis slipping out,

trailing sperm across her thigh. He pulled his now

limp stepmother over to him. When he kissed her

cheek and she didn't respond, he realized that she

had lost consciousness.

Sometime later, Sue stirred. "Oh God," she

sighed.

Tommy heard her words and worried that she was

sorry about what had happened.

Sue pulled away and got to her feet. She stood

above her lover and her stepson, looking down with

undisguised love.

Tommy looked back, reading her thoughts. He could

see that she was not upset.

How could this be so wrong? she thought.

Tommy's eyes traveled down his stepmother's gorgeous

body. They stopped when he saw something in the

soft room light that caused his penis to stir anew.

His sperm had begun to drip out of her saturated

hole and run down her thigh.

Sue did nothing to stop it, she loved the feeling;

it was the evidence of their love pouring from her

satisfied body. Sue smiled down at Tommy then held

out her hand. She led him upstairs to her bed.

By the time they got to the bedroom, Tommy was

hard again. Sue lay back on the bed and opened

her arms and legs to her stepson. Effortlessly his penis

slid into her saturated hole and his hips began to

move again.

The rest of the night was a blur of sexual frenzy.

Tommy's youth wore his stepmother out. He took her

three more times that night, bringing her to the

brink of exhaustion and ultimate satisfaction.

When Tommy awoke the following morning, the bed

beside him was empty. He looked at the clock and

saw that it was ten AM. He crawled out of bed

and found a pair of shorts to put on and then

went downstairs. As he walked into the kitchen, he

saw his stepmother standing at the stove fixing breakfast

with a spatula in her hand and looking out the

window. The light from the window silhouetted her

body under the thin housedress. Tommy stood and

admired his stepmother's form, feeling excitement begin

to grow.

Sue's mind was awash in turmoil again. There was

no doubt that she loved her stepson like a man. In

truth, she had no regrets about what had

happened. However, she knew that it was going to

be difficult for them. The future was very uncertain.

Where would they go from here? How would they

keep their relationship secret? What if somebody found

out? It was all so complicated.

Tommy walked up behind his stepmother and wrapped

his arms around her, kissing her neck and squeezing

her tight.

Sue reached up and touched Tommy's arms lovingly

then bent and kissed the back of his hand. A

wave of love overcame her as tears began to fall.

Tommy heard his stepmother sniffle and turned her

around. "What's wrong, Sue?"

"Nothing," she said, smiling through her tears. "I

love you."

Their lips came together in a tender kiss. Slowly as

their tongues dueled, the passion grew. When

Tommy pulled back, there was a fire in his eyes

again. He stared into his stepmother's eyes and brought

his hands to her housedress. Suddenly, with a

mighty tug, Tommy ripped the front of the dress

down the middle, shooting buttons all over the

kitchen.

Sue screamed in surprise.

Tommy pushed the ruined dress off his stepmother's

shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Then he

pulled her over to the kitchen table and pushed her

back until she was sitting on it. He pulled up a

chair and sat between her legs.

"Oh God Tommy, what are you doing?" Sue gasped

but didn't fight him when he pushed her to her

back.

"Having breakfast," Tommy answered as his mouth

covered her vagina. He ate her like a madman. His

lips and tongue were everywhere he could reach. He

ignored his stepmother's cries of pleasure as she

climaxed over and over. Finally, when his jaw tired,

he pushed her legs into the air and entered her.

"Ahhhhhh!!!" she screamed as his long shaft

went to the bottom of her still saturated hole in

one thrust.

As he pounded into his stepmother, the table squeaked

and moved across the floor, threatening to collapse.

After having so many climaxes last night, Tommy

knew that he could go on for a long time. Which

he did, bringing her to climax after climax.

Just when Sue thought he was done and would

climax, he picked her up and held her to his groin

like a doll. She held on tight to his neck as he

walked her around the room, continuously moving in

and out of her. He took her on the sink, the

counter, against the refrigerator, and eventually on

the floor. They knocked over chairs and rattled china

in the cabinets.

Sue was almost relieved when he said he was going

to cum. Her poor body could barely take any

more. When he cried out that he was going to

cum, she pulled him tight to her, her legs

wrapping around his waist, and let him climax into

her body once more.

Sue couldn't deny it any longer. She was in love

with her stepson. There was no going back so

she decided that the future would take care of

itself. Through all of the uncertainty, there was one

thing for sure, their love. It would see them

through.

The sexual relationship between Sue and Tommy

continued and even accelerated over the next several

months. Tommy was almost insatiable. It was as if

he were trying to make up for the high school

years. The two of them had had sex almost

everywhere possible and in every position. However,

there was one thing that they hadn't done, but

Tommy was afraid to ask.

On Tommy's nineteenth birthday, Sue wanted to do

something special for him. She prepared his favorite

meal and had them both dress for dinner. Tommy

complained about having to put on a suit but as

usual, did what his stepmother asked.

When dinner was over and the dishes left on the

table, Sue and Tommy went into the living room.

Sue put on some slow music and took Tommy into

her arms.

As they danced, Tommy caressed his stepmother's

buttocks through her satin dress. Tommy loved the

way she looked in this dress. It emphasized her ass

to perfection. It was skin-tight and short, with a

split all the way up to her hip. He knew that she

wasn't wearing panties because they would be

visible. Besides, she rarely wore underwear anymore.

It only got in the way of their frequent bouts of

sex.

Sue kissed her stepson's neck and let him caress her

buttocks. Then she whispered into his ear, "You

like my ass don't you?"

"God yes," he responded, squeezing her firm but

soft cheeks for emphasis.

"Do you want it?"

Tommy pulled back from his stepmother with a

questioning look on his face. "What?" He could see

that his stepmother's eyes were burning with lust.

"I'm a virgin back there."

It took Tommy a second to realize what she was

saying. "You mean... you mean fuck you there?"

he asked incredulously.

"Yes! I want to give my ass to you. It's my

special present for your birthday. Of course, if you

don't want to..."

"No... I mean yes... oh God Sue, are you

serious?"

Sue kissed Tommy's lips then took his hand. She

led him up the stairs and into their bedroom. She

let Tommy sit on the bed then turned around for

him to unzip her dress.

Tommy's hands were shaking as he slowly lowered

the zipper. He could see his stepmother's smooth back

as the dress opened. The zipper went all the way

to the top of her buttocks.

Sue shrugged the dress off, letting it fall to her

feet, leaving her naked but for a pair of high

heels and silk thigh high nylons. She stood with her

back to him, letting him see her naked form. Then

she looked over her shoulder and smiled, saying,

"Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" She leaned

slightly forward and reached back, spreading her

cheeks.

"Oh God," was all Tommy could say as he saw

his stepmother spread her buttocks obscenely in front of

him.

"Get your clothes off," she said and turned around

to help him strip. Soon, they were lying on the

bed naked and in an embrace.

Sue turned over on her back and grabbed a couple

of pillows, putting them under her buttocks. When

she was situated on her back with her thighs

spread, she motioned to Tommy to get between her

legs.

Tommy hurried to comply. When he was kneeling

between her raised thighs she looked into his eyes

and said, "Put your cock in my pussy first and

get it wet. Then fuck my ass."

Tommy almost climaxed right then. With shaking

hands, he fitted his penis between his stepmother's wet

lips. A moan escaped both of them as he pushed

into her. Her tight hole felt so good that he

couldn't imagine anything better.

After Tommy had thrust into her a few times, Sue

pushed him back. Then she placed her legs on his

shoulders and lifted up until her rear hole was

exposed. Her hands were trembling as she reached

down and pulled her cheeks apart. "Put it in,"

she hissed excitedly.

Tommy's aimed the large head of his penis at her

tiny brown hole. He couldn't imagine how it could

fit into such a small place. Slowly he pushed

forward. He heard his stepmother groan and he stopped

to look at her face.

Her eyes were closed tight but she said, "Go

ahead."

With his hands on her thighs, Tommy pulled her

toward him and pushed at the same time.

"Ahhhh!" he groaned as the head of his penis

slipped inside his stepmother's tight little hole. The ring

snapped shut, squeezing the head in a vise.

"Wait, wait," Sue breathed, letting her rear

passage get used to the large head. After a few

excruciating seconds for Tommy, she said, "Okay,

fuck me."

Tommy pushed again and watched in amazement as

his rod disappeared into his stepmother's body. Inch by

inch it moved until his entire penis was surrounded

by her warm insides. The feeling was incredible. It

was soft, hot, and tight like her vagina but

different. It squeezed every inch of his shaft, from

the base to the tip.

"Fuck meeeee!" Sue pleaded.

Almost reluctantly, Tommy began to move, pulling his

penis almost all the way out before pushing back

in. "Oh God," he moaned as her smooth hole

sucked him inside. Tommy began to move faster.

"That's it, that's it, fuck me, lover. Fuck your

stepmother's asssssss!" Sue screamed as she built

toward a climax. She reached down and began to

rub her clit. "Oh God baby, I'm going to cum.

Oh yes, oh yes," she hissed as her hole tightened

around Tommy's shaft.

"Oh Jesus," Tommy moaned as he felt her

body began to convulse. "I'm going to cum too,"

he moaned. He pushed into her hole as deep as

possible and froze.

Sue felt his penis quiver inside her ass. She was

amazed that she could feel him begin to

cum. That intensified her building climax.

Both of them screamed in pleasure as Tommy filled

his stepmother's rear hole with his seed.

Two years later...

The next two years were the happiest time in Sue's

life. Her job was great, her lover and stepson were

even better. They were truly friends and lovers.

Their relationship had progressed to the point where

Tommy had moved into his stepmother's bedroom but

kept clothes in a spare room for the show. They slept

every night together and their sexual relationship had

become even more intense. It was hard to tell

whose desire was greatest. Tommy was still insatiable

but Sue kept up with him.

Tommy was doing well in school and had decided to

major in engineering. He was a taller, stronger,

and even more handsome young man now. His

experiences with his stepmom had made him much more

mature than other boys his age.

There was only one problem with their happy life

and Sue wanted to correct that. However, she

wasn't sure how to approach it. She had been

thinking about it for months and had finally gotten

up enough nerve to bring it out in the open.

Tommy sensed that it was going to be a special

night tonight. He and his stepmom were going to a

show and then back home for dinner. That wasn't

unusual. However, he could see a light in his

stepmother's eyes and that always meant something

special was going to happen.

As usual, Tommy was waiting downstairs for his

stepmom. When she came down, she was wearing a

tight black evening dress that was short on her

thighs and very low cut. She had a string of

pearls around her neck that Tommy had given her

last week for her 39th birthday.

"Sorry I'm late sweetie," she smiled as she

passed.

Tommy grabbed her arm and turned her back to

him. He leaned to her ear, as if someone could

hear, and whispered, "Sue, would you take your

panties off for me?"

She looked at him in surprise but quickly reached

up under her dress and stripped her panties down

her legs and over her high heels. Smiling at her

stepson, she handed them to him. She watched in

amusement as he folded the panties and placed

them in his vest pocket, and then fluffed them up.

"Thanks, now my outfit is complete." Tommy

smiled devilishly.

"You never cease to amaze me, lover," Sue said,

kissing his cheek.

The play was entertaining and went by fast.

However, Tommy noticed that his stepmother seemed

anxious about something. She was fidgeting in her

seat. He thought it might be excitement about the

night ahead. After all, she had put off sex with

him for a week, saying that it was her "time of

the month." Tommy didn't understand that because

he thought she had just had her period a few

weeks ago. However, he shrugged it off. What do

guys know about that stuff, he thought.

Sue had prepared everything in advance. The dining

room table was set, with candles on the table,

wine chilled, and the food ready to be heated and

served. They remained dressed for dinner.

"Sue, dinner was perfect. Thank you," Tommy

said sincerely, lifting his glass of wine for a toast.

Sue brought her glass to his. "You're welcome

Tommy," Sue said, looking nervous like she had

something to say.

"What's wrong Sue?" Tommy asked concerned.

"Tommy, I have something to ask you. I am not

sure how to say this." Sue hesitated for a minute

then continued. "You know that I've always wanted

more children."

"I know. I feel bad about that."

"I'm 39 and my biological clock is ticking away.

We've committed to each other so there

isn't likely to be another man in my life or a

woman in yours. I had hoped that I would

eventually meet someone and marry again so that I

could have the children that I always wanted. The

problem is, I fell in love with my stepson and I

don't want anyone else."

"I know how you feel." The thought had crossed

Tommy's mind as well. However, he was looking at

it more from his perspective because he wanted

children as well but he couldn't imagine anyone else

in his life either. They were stuck in a paradox

and there seemed to be no solution.

"I know that I'm not saying this right so let me

give you this and then maybe you will understand,"

Sue said, handing him a wrapped package.

Tommy took the package with a look of confusion

on his face. The package was small, about the size

of a music CD. With trembling hands, Tommy

opened it up, having no idea what to expect.

When he had opened the package, he held the

contents in his hand curiously. He had a

dumbfounded expression on his face. He looked up

at his stepmother and shrugged his shoulders in

confusion.

Sue didn't say a word. She just waited.

Tommy looked at what he held in his hand. It was

a circular package of pills. There were 30 spaces

for pills, indicating that one should be taken each

day. However, all were gone except the last seven

pills. Suddenly, Tommy looked at his stepmom with a

startled expression on his face. "Uh... what...

you..." Tommy stuttered, his mouth hanging open.

Sue reached across the table and took his hand.

"Yes Tommy, they are my birth control pills, and

yes, I haven't taken them for the past seven days.

That's why I haven't let you have me all

week."

"But, I, I don't understand. You can't be thinking

that we..."

"My God, are you serious?" Tommy asked.

He couldn't believe what his stepmother was asking

him.

"Yes."

"Oh my God... you... you want a baby and you

want me to be the father?"

"Yes Tommy, I want you to make me pregnant. I

want to have your child," Sue said and paused for

a long moment. "Tommy, before you answer, you

have to know that this is a difficult thing for us.

There are all kinds of potential problems. Even

though we don't have family who lives nearby, that

is still a concern. Besides, there is my job and

your college. There are all kinds of questions that I

don't have answers to. However, I'm willing to

take the risks. But, it's up to you. If you don't

want this, you can just hand the pills back to me.

If you want me to have your child, throw the pills

in the trash can."

Tommy practically leaped from his chair and tossed

the pills in the trashcan. He hurried back to the

table and pulled his stepmother to her feet. She now

had tears streaming down her cheeks. Stepmother and

stepson kissed tenderly, holding each other tight.

Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his stepmom and

went down to one knee.

"Sue, I know this is silly and that we can never

really be married but my love and commitment to

you is as strong as any marriage has ever been. I

would love to father your child," Tommy said,

tears streaming down his cheeks.

Sue pulled her stepson to his feet and looked into his

eyes. "Oh God Tommy, are you sure you know

what you're saying?"

"Sue, I love you more than I thought I could

ever love anyone. You are everything to me and I

would do anything for you. I want this. I want

you to have my baby."

Stepmother and stepson brought their lips together in the

the sweetest kiss they had ever had.

Tommy picked his stepmother up in his arms and

silently carried her to their bed. He laid her down

and quickly stripped and then he crawled onto the

bed next to her. Kissing her lips, he slowly slipped

the straps of her dress down her arms until her

breasts were bare. He worked his lips down her

neck to her heaving chest. He sucked one nipple

and then the other into his mouth, bringing a

moan from his stepmother. Then he turned until his

head was between her legs and his penis was close

to her mouth. He heard his stepmother moan as she

took him in her mouth. His lips covered her hole

and he began to suck. They worked each other to

a fervor before stopping to strip Sue's clothes off.

Tommy pushed his stepmother back on the bed, took a

pillow, and placed it under her hips. He knew that

this would get the deepest penetration. He knelt

between her legs, his hard penis pulsing above his

stepmom's waiting hole. Their eyes locked together.

"Tell me, tell me what you want," Tommy

said holding his swollen head near her equally

excited hole.

"Please Tommy, fuck your stepmother. I want that big

cock deep in my fertile pussy. I want you to give

your stepmother a baby! Fuck me, please," Sue

whined as she reached down and spread her juicy

lips. "Look at how ready I am for you. Can you

see the juice running out of me? I want your potent

sperm running out of my pussy all night."

"Oh God Stepmom," Tommy moaned, excited by her

nasty words.

Tommy brought his penis to her wet and open

hole. Slowly he placed the head into the entrance.

Both stepmother and stepson moaned as he slid deeply into

her. The sensation felt so much greater because of

what they were going to do; he was going to

make his stepmother pregnant. It was the greatest

taboo of all.

Sue felt Tommy begin to move in and out of her

in a slow, steady motion, taking his time, building

the heat and excitement. She wrapped her legs

around her stepson and pushed into him. When he

touched the bottom it brought another moan from both

of them.

"Fuck me, fuck me hard. I need it so bad,

please fuck me," Sue gasped.

Tommy began to pound into his stepmother like never

before. Sweat began to drip off of him as he

worked his penis rapidly in and out of her. He

could feel her juice splashing all over his balls,

dripping down to the sheets. The pounding went on

and on. Neither one of them could get enough of

the other.

"I'm getting close. Can I cum in you?"

"Yes, yes, I'm close, keep fucking me. Oh God,

oh God, I'm cummmmiiiiinnnngggg," Sue screamed

pushing her hips up to meet her stepson.

"Here it comes Stepmom, here it comes, take it, take

all my cum," Tommy responded, feeling the force

of his load traveling down the shaft and into his

stepmother's body. Shot after shot of potent sperm

flowed from Tommy into his stepmother. Both were

moaning and shaking as their mutual climax flowed

from one body to the other.

Finally, Tommy collapsed in exhaustion on top of his

stepmother. Their lips met in a final kiss as they fell

off to sleep. Inside his stepmother, Tommy's sperm was

beginning the journey that would change their lives

forever.

They had finally crossed the line.





My stepmothers love

My name is Eric and I was thirty-five years old when my

father died. To say his death hurt would be an

understatement. It was truly devastating. Although it

was a difficult time, I was fortunate in that I had my

stepmother to help me through this period. As I'll say

more then once in this story, Janice had raised me from

my early teenage years. My real mother had died when I

was so young that the only mother that I knew was

Janice. I thought of her as my mother not a stepmother.

That's important to this story. I should add one more

thing. It was a rare day that I didn't lock myself in

my room and jack off thinking about how wonderful it

would be to fuck Janice.

I missed my dad, but my stepmother and I, mutually

supported one another through our shared pain. My

father was a man in every sense of the word. His last

few years had broken him down to a shadow of what he

had been before his illness. I'm sure that his sickness

had all but eliminated the enjoyment of sex.  Without a

doubt, the inability to sexually enjoy one another must

have been a "mountain of difficulty" for both of these

wonderful people.  I probably should apologize for

certain of my more "earthy" thoughts, but I would be

less then candid if I didn't admit that the thought of

Janice's ripe body turned me on in a big way.

Even more candidly, I can't ever remember feeling any

other way! It wasn't just that she was "full figured"

(which she was); it was more the aurora of sexuality

that surrounded her. I'm sure that she didn't know how

she effected men, but she had a certain sex appeal that

caused her to be a "man magnet." This was a woman who

was in her early sixties, but "wow" what a body! In

addition to her big-breasted hourglass figure, she had

the classic face and blonde hair of a Doris Day.

It is important to say that we all know women who revel

in the fact that they are sexy in appearance and they

enjoy flaunting their beauty. Certainly my stepmother

possessed the looks and body that was capable of

"stopping traffic", but she was "delightfully"

unassuming in the way she conducted her everyday life.

Because she had been so focused on my father, I'm sure

that she had never really noticed the effect that she

had on other men. More importantly, until his passing,

she hadn't really cared.

After the funeral people were coming and going and to

tell you the truth it was a relief when the last person

left and Janice and I were alone in her house.  My

father had left my stepmother in a position where she

didn't have to worry about bills for the rest of her

life. At the time of my father's death, Janice was in

her early sixties. As I said, she looked as though she

was twenty years younger. I know that I just mentioned

her incredibly sexy body, but I would like to touch on

just a few more things.

For instance, it certainly stretches the imagination to

say that a woman that in her sixty's is "sexy", but

Janice was... no question about it. It was not that she

was slender because she wasn't. In fact she was a

little bit over weight, but I have to say that she

carried her "extra pounds" smoothly and with an

undeniable grace. She had large full breasts that I

frequently furtively observed as they swayed

provocatively through her blouses. Sometimes she wore

those soft "natural look" bras and I could see her

nipples poking through the material of her dress. As

erotic as her breasts could be, it was her unbelievably

sexy crotch that really blew my mind.

Sometimes when she wore a tight pair of jeans you could

see the pouting lips of her pussy through the fabric

and it would . . . almost . . . drive me crazy! I would

run to the bathroom, lock the door and wrap my hand

tightly around my cock. As I feverishly pumped away I

envisioned what it would be like to slip my fingers

between the swollen lips of her cunt. Many were the

times that I stroked my hard cock to a powerful orgasm

thinking of her pussy.

Countless times I mentally replayed the fantasy of

driving my tongue into her wet, hot, moist channel. I

could almost taste her pungent sex juices. I will never

forget the times when she would give me a casual hug or

a little kiss as I left to run an errand. That brief

moment of affection would cause my ten-inch cock to

stiffen up so that it felt like I had a baseball bat in

my pants. I'm sure that in our brief embraces that

Janice must have felt the outline of my hardon through

our fabric covered sex organs. Deep in my psyche, I

wanted her cunt to feel my lust. I wanted her to think

of me as a possible "fuck partner."

If you haven't guessed, I wanted to fuck my stepmother

so badly that it almost constantly occupied my mind. I

wanted to suck on her big tits, caress their firmness

and then to bury my throbbing, wet cock in her pussy. I

wanted to watch her mouth suck on my cock and hear the

moist sounds of her slurping mouth.  I wanted to hear

her whisper in my ear about men that she had fucked and

to feel my cock stiffen at the thought of her spreading

her thighs for some nameless stranger. In other words

what I wanted was those things that seemed to be

destined never to happen.

It is sometimes strange how those things that you most

wish for . . . happen and I am equally happy to report

that sometimes everything works out exactly as you

hoped! (Contrary to popular opinion.)

I had always wanted to go back to my roots, which were

in Wisconsin and visit those places where my Dad had

grown up. I told Janice that I was going to take a

couple of weeks off from work and drive back there.

Visit the places that my Dad had told me about and just

do a lot in terms of memory cleansing. Janice surprised

me by saying that not only was that a wonderful idea,

but she would like to go along with me. Go along, if

she wouldn't be an extra burden on the trip. She even

volunteered to pick up the travel expenses like the

gas, hotel rooms, etc. That sounded more then just

wonderful, so it was heartfelt when I said, "Sure, why

not. It would be nice to have someone to talk with on

the trip and the time together would give us the

opportunity to get to better know one another."

While planning our trip, Janice surprised me by saying,

"Look, I've been thinking ... I know that could be

dangerous," she laughed at her putdown of herself and

continued, "but we're both sophisticated adults and you

are my son.  Actually my Stepson, but still you are my

son. What I'm getting at is that it sounds foolish to

me to waste money on separate motel rooms. Let's get

one room with two beds and we can spend the extra money

on really nice meals." I thought that "wow" that was a

hell of an idea! I also immediately thought that I knew

enough that when "opportunity knocked I should get up

and answer the door!"

Little did I realize, but opportunity had . . . indeed,

knocked.  That night, I locked my bedroom door so that

I would have the needed privacy for one of my favorite

moments. Years ago I had found some old Polaroid's that

my Dad had taken of Janice when she was in her

thirties. The picture that I took was of a nude Janice.

(Later when I went back to revisit the picture trove, I

found that Dad had removed them.) She was sitting in a

lounge chair with her legs spread. She had a sultry

smile that made the picture come alive with a not too

subtle sexuality.

At her pictured youthful age I could see that her

beautiful breasts possessed a sensual firm meatiness. I

would stare at the picture and pretend that she was

posing for me. I would rub her picture along my cock

and envision what it must have felt like to my Dad when

she sucked his cock. As my sexual fantasy increased in

intensity I would speed up the stroking of my meat

until a fountain of white cream spurted across the

room. It was a wonderful feeling, but I wanted the real

thing! I had to ravish my mother's body!

Departure day was beautiful! The sun was out and we had

absolutely no timetable. We both chattered endlessly

about nothing of any importance as we headed East

towards Wisconsin. During the afternoon, Janice grew

tired and curled up on the seat next to me and fell

asleep. I kept myself awake by letting my eyes

occasionally drift to the rise and falls of her opulent

breasts. As we crossed into Eastern Oregon, I heard on

the local radio station that there was a large rain and

lighting storm moving across and into the area where we

were traveling.

I gently shook Janice awake and shared with her the

information that I had just heard on the radio. Shaking

the drowsiness from her head she opened up the road map

and after a few moments of figuring out where we were,

she said, "The town of Le Grande is only ten miles

ahead. Why don't we find a place to stay there and

forget about driving though the storm?" I said, with a

grin of agreement "Sounds like a hell of a plan. You're

right . . . we're in no big rush. Keep your eyes peeled

for a motel."

Wouldn't you know it? La Grande had a rodeo in town and

every motel-hotel was filled to the over flowing. As

you know, these moments can be exasperating and as we

drove out of town there was one last motel and that

motel had a NO VACANCY sign posted. I told Janice, "I

don't care, I'm going to stop, they may be filled up,

but at least I can ask them if they have any idea where

we can find a room."

I pulled the car up to the front office and went in to

the lobby. This very nice elderly lady said that if we

didn't mind they had one rather "unusual unit" left. It

might not be a room that we wanted, because it was

their Honeymoon Suite. I told her "I don't care what it

was. A room is a room is a room. We'll take it!"

Carrying the luggage, I followed Janice into the

"Honeymoon Suite" and I could hear her giggle. "I can't

believe it! Look there is a mirror on the ceiling and

then I hear her in the bathroom "…and the bathtub

is shaped like a heart." As I sat down the luggage, I

heard her somberly say, "Unfortunately, there is only

one bed. I hope that you don't mind." I thought to

myself, "Mind.  Hell, I couldn't think of anything

better then the opportunity to slip between the sheets

with my sexual fantasy."

She pulled back the bed cover and said, "Can you

believe it. The sheets are that slippery satin

material." Janice put a lingering hand on my arm and

facetiously said, "I promise, I'll try and stay on my

side. Although, these sexy sheets," she laughed. "They

will make it hard to keep from sliding into your arms"

Evidently this thought really hit her funny bone . . .

"What would you do with an old half naked broad like me

in your arms." As she turned away to start unpacking I

thought, "I would fuck your brains out, that's what I

would do!"

Soon after we had unpacked the rainstorm moved in. We

dashed through the rain to the Motel dining room and

had a very enjoyable prime rib dinner. It turned out

that with our "honeymoon suite package" there was

included a very nice honeymoon dinner. The dinners

included a bottle of red wine that along with a couple

of cocktails resulted in a rather "wobbly" dash back

through the rain to the haven of our room.

As we entered the room, the cumulative effects of the

alcohol caused Janice to lose her balance and she

stumbled into my arms. I could feel the raise and fall

of her large breasts against my chest. I had on only a

lightweight short sleeve shirt. The softness of her

breasts was wonderful. It was impossible not to notice

the sexual overtones of the moment. She blushed and put

her hands against my chest, "Thanks baby."

Then she noticed my sculpted chest muscles and ran her

hand thoughtfully across my chest. "To bad you're so

young and too bad I'm your mother." She laughed and

said, "I think that we've both had too much to drink.

Let's go to bed so that we can get an early start

tomorrow." The moment of truth had arrived. Thankfully,

Janice handled the "going to get ready for bed" event

in a logical manner. "You use the bathroom. Then while

I'm using the bathroom, you can get in bed. Then I'll

come out of the bathroom and I'll get in bed."

She started to sing a sultry version of "strangers in

the night." Obviously the alcohol was working in my

favor.

I smiled and said, "I'll go first." I went into the

bathroom and took a piss. I optimistically washed off

my cock."

What I didn't know that in the other room (I learned

this later) Janice was thinking, "I wonder if he washes

his cock after he's done? I wonder if it's big?"

At that moment I came out and couldn't understand why

she was giggling. However not wishing to destroy the

delightful silliness of the evening I jauntily said,

"Next!" Janice slipped into the bathroom with her

little bag of toiletries and I waited.

The bathroom door opened and Janice came out clad only

in a slip. My cock stiffened as I saw her large tits

silhouetted through the gossamer fabric of her slip. I

could see the dark aureoles that surrounded her rock

hard nipples. I don't know what caused her nipples to

erect, but I was enjoying the sight.  Janice stopped by

the bureau to take out her contacts. Taking them out

she paused to rub her eyes and then she moved over to

her side of the bed.

As she pulled back the light cover, she grinned and

said "Lights out and move over, Eric. Your Mother needs

some room."

I gave her my best smile and said "No problem!"

As she slid into bed she moved her body comfortably

against me and said, "Can a girl get a little goodnight

kiss?"

I responded by gently kissing her on her cheek just

then there was a tremendous sound of thunder and an

accompanying lighting bolt lit up the room. Janice

instinctively plastered her body against mine. There

suddenly erupted a rolling series of deafening

thunderclaps. Janice sobbed "hold me I'm scared

shitless! " I could feel her fingernails dig into my

back and she had thrown one leg around my hips, which

pressed her pussy against my stiffening cock.

Her breasts were crushed against my chest and my arms

were clenched around her back. As she desperately

clutched at my body, I could feel no bra strap, which

meant that it was her thinly covered breasts that I

felt against my chest. I could feel the rigid nubbins

of her nipples against my chest. She didn't seem too

notice, or at least she pretended not to notice, but I

softly moved my hands in a circular motion, which

covered her back and down to the crack in her beautiful

ass.  She buried her head into my shoulder. My lips

were against her neck.

As the thunder abated, I took one hand and tilted up

her chin. Her eyes were

closed when I pressed my trembling lips against her

lips. At first her mouth was

still. Then I felt her resistance weaken and her sexy

mouth moved in increasing

fervor against mine. Our lips parted and I felt her

tongue drive deep into my

mouth. She suddenly realized what she was doing . . .

she stopped and tried to

push me away. "Oh my God! Eric, you're my son. There's

thirty years difference

between us . . . I could be your grandmother!"

I was scared at the thought of  what I was about to do,

but there was no turning back in my mind. My hard cock

was wedged against her pussy lips and I moved my hips

forward to rub against her sex. I heard her gasp and

then I felt that first tentative response of her pussy

moving against my throbbing cock. I didn't want her to

think that my cock pressing against her cunt was an

accident. I rubbed my hardon insistently against her

pussy. I knew that I was pushing her silk panty fabric

back into her wet cunt. At that moment, I decided that

there would be no turning back. I whispered into

Janice's ear, "I've come to a decision." I heard her

defiant and muffled voice say, "I don't know if I want

to hear that decision."

I held her tightly and said, "I am going to fuck you

and you have a decision to make." The shock of my words

forced her to once again react by trying to rip herself

out of my arms, but her resulting struggle did her no

good. I couldn't believe the words that I heard

tumbling out of my mouth, "You can choose one of two

ways.  Either way is going to result in our fucking."

I had crossed the river of illicit passion. I had to

enjoy my mother's body and one way or another that was

going to happen.

"I am going to fuck you Mom." (True, she was my

stepmother, but to me she was mom and the thought of

incest only heightened the awareness of what I was

intent on doing.) "Option one is to resist me and then

I am simply going to tease you.  Option two is that you

just lay back and let me enjoy fucking you." I could

feel a very gradual relaxation of her stiffened body. I

didn't move as I waited for her verbal explosion. Once

again life surprised me. Against my neck, I heard

Janice's muffled voice say, "You forgot to mention

option three." I gentled released some of the pressure

of my arms on her body "Option three.

What's Option three?

Janice raised her head from my shoulder and gazed

directly into my eyes and in a very soft sexy voice

said, "You may find this hard to believe, but I have

had some incredibly sexy thoughts about the possibly of

our fucking. Not making love, that can come later . . .

right now I need you to satisfy my hot pussy with your

hard cock." Her hand slid down between my legs and

grasped my hard on and stroked it to an incredible

hardness. "How would you like to bury this beauty in

your mommy's gray haired cunt?"

I stared at her in complete disbelief at what I had

just heard.

An impish grin spread across her face as she said,

"Hay, when you're in your sixties you are just never

sure when 'this time, might be the last time.' Now ...

give me a good hard fuck!"

Her face moved to meet mine and once again our lips

meshed in a soft, moist and passionate kiss. Different

from our first kiss, this one was from the heart.  It

was born out of our mutual needs for a physical

joining. It was a moment that seemed to stretch to an

eternity of moments.

Our lips broke apart and I heard Janice say, "I've

watched you sneak peaks at my tits for years. Now I

want to show them to you . . . they're yours to enjoy.

Put your hands on my breasts. I want you to squeeze my

tits! Squeeze them hard!"

Needing no more encouragement, I let my hands roam

across her silk covered breasts. Their incredible

firmness served only to increase my lust. Our bodies

moved as though they intended to eternally fuse our

bodies together.

I heard Janice moan in a passion from the depths of her

soul, "I need a cock . . . any cock . . . so bad. I

haven't had any sex in years. I hope that my pussy

hasn't rusted shut!"

That comment caused us both to laugh and I told her

"Don't worry, if it's rusted shut I've got the tool to

bust through any and all resistance." It was apparent

that that type of talk just turned her on all the more.

Her arms were around my neck as her mouth moved to my

ear.

I heard her throaty whisper of "I love 'fuck talk'. I

want you to talk dirty to your mommy. Will you do that

for me son?"

I had a hard time speaking as I answered, "Yes . . . I

love to tell you all the things that I want to do to

you. I have thought about this opportunity so many

times. I plan to plunge my cock into your mouth, your

cunt and finally, I'm going to fuck you in the ass."

Mom grinned at me and mockingly said, "My you do have

an aggressive and bold agenda. Is there anything else

that your whore mother can do for you?" I replied, "as

a matter of fact I am also really looking forward to

having oral sex with you." I moved my hands from the

small of her back to cup her generous ass cheeks. I

squeezed them and laughingly reflected that, "all my

life I have watched men looking at those huge tits that

you have. Now . . . they are mine to enjoy. I want you

to strip . . . let's see those tits. Also, since I'm

making out my verbal wish list, I have always

fantasized about watching you suck your own nipples."

My sex talk seemed to put Janice into a trance like

state and I knew that this would be the first of many

steamy fuck sessions.  She suddenly dropped to her back

and pulled her knees up to her chest. With a wanton

wiggle, she pulled off her panties and threw them

against the wall. She giggled, "I would have bet that

they would've stuck there."

In one smooth movement, Janice moved to a kneeling

position. A smile crossed her lips as she pulled up her

slip and her lush, heavy breasts, released from the

confines of her slip, slapped against her chest. She

dropped her slip to the bedroom floor.  With her hands,

she cupped each of her voluptuous tits and leaned

forward... her voice was husky in the passion of the

moment. "Would my son like to suck his Mommy's tit's?"

Her hands squeezed the full ripe mounds and went on

... "Mommy's nipples are very sensitive and they need

attention."

My dreams came true as my lips encircled her nipples

and I sucked the tits that I had so often dreamed

about. As I removed my mouth from one breast to move to

another, she pushed me back. "Ops, almost forgot. I

have one more neat little surprise. I made you promise

to talk dirty to me. It's only fair that I return that

favor in spades. Tonight I want to be your whore and I

want you to be my young and virile stud. I want to

think of you as my real son and I want you to fuck your

mother without a rubber. I want to feel your virile cum

spurting into my ripe womb. The symbolism of your bald

headed cock ramming into mommy's pussy will cause", she

chuckled. "will cause some orgasms on my part. Part of

that intense feeling that I want us to share is the

fantasy that you are going to commit the ultimate

incest act. You're going to make your Mother pregnant

with your potent seed.  When I feel you pumping jets of

hot cum, I want to feel the eroticism of our incestuous

lovemaking. I want to cuddle with you after we have sex

and fantasize about a little girl that you put in my

tummy. A little girl that some day I'll present to you

and share in the moments when you fuck her." Mom's

voice had taken on a new level of released lust.

"I look forward to watching you spreading the white

thighs of her child-body ... her body will be twisting

with a need that you will need to satisfy. She'll be

begging you to fuck her and that will be our joint

destiny. I'll be fingering my cunt as you ram your cock

through the hymen of her cherry. After you fuck her,

I'll lick the blood tinged sex juice from your used

cock and get you hard all over again."

Her tight little pussy will remind you of the mother

that gave you that choice piece of young ass." Janice

eyes flickered as though she was coming out of a

trance, "Question is . . . Can you handle all this

erotic "mental stuff" or should I just spread my legs

and let you fuck me? What do you want?"

There are some times that actions speak louder then

words. I slid out of bed, stood up and removed my tee

shirt. My cock was obscenely silhouetted through my

jockey shorts. Mom moaned as her mind registered that

her son had a large ... very large ... cock -- a cock

that would soon be buried in her dripping, hot pussy.

I hooked my fingers in the top of the shorts and bent

over as I removed them. My hard on sprang up with the

release of pressure. Her physical hunger for my cock

was evident as she ran her tongue over her lips. She

stared at my uncircumcised cock. I wrapped my hand

around its girth and gave it a couple of hard strokes.

Janice, said in a quavering voice ... "No let me. I

want to feel that love muscle. I can't believe its

size! It's even bigger then the black guy I screwed and

he was hung like a fucking horse!"

She put her hand to her mouth and shyly said, "Of

course that was before I met your father. I mean how

often does a girl get to have sex with a six foot six

350 pound professional football player?"

I thought to myself, "That's a whole another story that

I'm going to look forward to hearing. I could picture

her giving me the details of her black stud as I slowly

fucked her, but that story could wait . . . there were

things 'here and now' that needed my attention." I

moved to the edge of the bed and on her knees she

inched her way to meet me. I put my hand behind her

head and pulled her towards my groin.

"Open your mouth, Mom. I need to have you suck my cock.

I want to see your mouth wrapped around it. If you're

good, after I get done fucking you ... I'll come in

your mouth and let you swallow my cum."

She looked up at me with a devilish look and answered,

"I'll let you come in my mouth, but I'm not going to

swallow. Not this time at least. I've got a treat

planned for you. After you come, you're going to French

kiss me and I'm going to put your cum back into your

mouth. You're going to swallow your own cum and if you

don't . . . if you don't, there will be no more pussy

for my darling little son who likes to fuck his mommy."

Her obscene mouth was such a "turn on" that it only

increased the need for my cock to be sucked. It was

time for some action.

I moved to stand next to the bed. Janice inched forward

on her knees. Almost without thinking I heard her say,

"That is the biggest juiciest cock I've seen in years.

If I had known you had this piece of swinging meat we

would have been fucking long before tonight."

Her lipstick covered lips opened and her mouth moved to

kiss the head of my cock. Pre-cum was oozing from the

end of my throbbing cock. Janice greedily licked it off

and then let my pulsating organ slide into her warm,

wet mouth. I groaned at the feeling of her mouth

muscles as she sucked on my cock. I felt this

incredible emotion of being swallowed, I leaned down to

squeeze her full breasts. Both of us were moaning in

ecstasy. Her tits were so soft and I tweaked her

nipples, which only resulted in another burst of

passion from my Mother.

Incest ... incest, the most taboo of all sex acts only

fueled my cock as it pistoned in and out of Janice's

mouth. She paused and pulled her head back "Just a

moment" and she reached down to the floor and came up

with her panties. "I wore these all day and the crotch

is soaked with my sex excretions and womanly sweat."

She held them out to me, "Bury your nose in them while

I'm sucking you."

As her eager mouth resumed her moist sucking of my

cock, the fragrance of her soiled panties filled my

nostrils.  The incredible fragrance of her panties and

the suction of her mouth only served to build the tidal

wave of cum building in my balls.

"I'm sorry Mom, but I can't wait. I have to blow my wad

in your mouth."

I heard her grunt . . . "go for it. Pump that salty cum

into your Mommy's mouth." It happened faster then I

expected.

Suddenly, I felt myself ejaculate a steam of cum. My

cock spasamed again and again. Mom's mouth could not

hold all of the creamy white liquid. A stream ran out

of the corner of her mouth. Her mouth was so full, that

through clenched lips she murmured "hmm-m-m-m-m" and

pulled me to her. She planted her lips to mine and

encouraged a French kiss. I could feel my mouth fill

with my own cum! If I wanted to breathe, I had to

swallow.

As the cum flowed down my throat, I was finally able to

take a breath of fresh air.  Mom giggled and said, "Now

dip a finger into my pussy and I'll lick it clean.

After, all we have to share in our little

peccadillo's."

I moved my left hand to her fur covered love channel

and dipped one and then two fingers into the wet

recesses. I removed my sticky fingers and held them to

my mother's panting lips.  She greedily licked them

clean. She licked her juice so fast that I knew I had

to repeat the effort. Three or four times I filled her

mouth with her love liquid. Finally she was relatively

satisfied and commented, "Every time I taste pussy

juice, I think that someday I'll have to try making

love to another woman."

I whispered in her ear. "Maybe you can break in that

little girl that I'm going to impregnate you with

tonight. A nice little hairless cunt for you to lick."

She planted a passionate kiss on my lips and said,

"That's another wonderful idea that you've had!"

Mom slid out of bed, took me by the hand and said,

"let's sit on the couch.  We can tell each other some

marvelous sex stories. That will put some "stiffener"

back in your cock . . . then we can fuck!" As we sat

down, I said, "I have to tell you I have never enjoyed

sex as much as I just did and . . and .  . . I still

have to look forward to fucking your pussy!"

She laughed and said "Right on, you've got to plant

those baby seeds in me." I joined her laughingly,

"You're being facetious, but I have a pretty

interesting erotic idea." Janice put her hand over her

mouth and then said, "I can't help it. What do you want

me to do. Put on a strap on dildo and fuck you in the

ass!" Mockingly, I replied, "Not tonight, but here's my

idea."

My next statement stunned Janice. "We get married.

Forget the age difference.  We have plenty of money

between us to do whatever we want. We do enjoy sex.

It's a fact. It's also a fact that life is all together

too short. We need to maximize our 'fun-sex-

potential.'" Being married, we can join wife-swapping

clubs. We can go to nudist colonies. We can do things

like travel to the Far East and hire a young girl and

pretend that it's our love child. I'm serious. I want

to have sex with someone who has never had sex before.

I want you to hold my cock while I push my way through

a virgin's tight little slit. Afterwards we can jointly

lick up the juices oozing out her cunt. This

relationship would be a two way street. I would enjoy

watching you get "your rocks off." I can imagine our

finding you a eighteen-year-old black stud. A stud

who's still a virgin and he's fantasized all his life

about dipping his cock in a white woman."

Janice finally found the muscles to close her gaping

mouth. Obviously happy with what I had just said, "The

young black stud sounds wonderful, but I can just

imagine him blowing his first wad all over my stomach!"

With a grin I said, "Janice, we can do anything that we

put our mind to, but we have to get moving." Janice

moved restlessly . . . "it sounds fantastic. Let's

discuss it further on this trip." She leaned toward me

and grasped my hardening cock, "I'll do anything you

want. I'm your love slave and you know it. Right now I

want you to show me that you know how to use this hard

cock."

My voice was thick with emotion as I said, "To the bed.

I need to do the ultimate sex thing and that is to fuck

my mother."

Mom led me to the bed. She sat on the bed's edge,

opened her mouth and gave my cock a couple of deep

gulps of her sucking mouth. She flopped back, spreading

her legs and raising her knees. My hard cock swayed

back and forth as I moved between up between her

thighs.

"Mom . . . this is one special moment. I want you to

wrap your hand around my cock and then place the head

against your pussy entrance."

Her hand fumblingly groped for my cock. I stared at

her heaving breasts, the beautifully hard nipples and

the sound of her heavy breathing. Her gorgeous blond

hair framed her lust filled facial features.

As she placed the glans of my penis against her pussy,

I said, "This is it Mom. I'm going to fuck you. I'm

going to fuck you and I'm going to cum in you. You're

going to have my baby. Are you ready?"

Her voice came from her soul. "Eric, I want you to fuck

me now!" Her hips snapped up and suddenly I found

myself buried deep inside the best feeling pussy of my

entire life. My driving cock slammed into her. I met

her churning hips with my hammering cock. Her voice was

lusty in "Ungh. . . ungh. Jesus, give me your cock.

I've never felt something so big." Suddenly, from her

soul "God yes! I'll marry you, but we'll have to learn

to share each other with other people!"

I looked down at her lust-contorted face, my emotion

filled voice growled, "I want you to find that black

football player.  I want to watch you fuck him. Will

you do that for me?"

The cords of her neck were etched in passion, "Yes ...

yes. Maybe you can fuck his wife." I tauntingly said,

"I'd rather fuck his mother ... in front of his wife."

All of this only served to heighten our mutual

enjoyment. I looked down at my mother and reveled in

hearing her "Give it to me son! Fuck your mother!

You're fucking me better then your Dad ever did! FUCK!

FUCK! FUCK!" The sex talk caused me to move faster and

then it happened.

"Mom ...  you're going to have my baby." I could feel

the thick cords of my cum drenching the walls of her

cunt.

Her fingernails raked my back and she wailed, "Slam

your cock as deep as you can. I want the seeds next to

my egg!" In the morning, we were making a final check

before leaving the hotel room.  "Forget anything?" She

nodded her head "no."

I looked at her and said, "One thing that we've

forgotten."

Mom looked at me in confusion. I unzipped my pants and

pulled out my hardening cock. "I want one blow job for

the road."

Mom just grinned and dropped to her knees. As she

grasped my hard cock, she tauntingly looked up, "This

time I'll swallow. I need the nourishment of your cum

cream!"


Kissing Kelly

Alright, so I'm a horny bastard, what else could I do?  I've never

considered myself very bright, neither would I say I'm blessed with an

abundance of forethought...

So, as I get this off my chest, let me go on the record and say, yeah, I

know this was a bad idea going in.  A spectacularly bad idea.  A

spectacularly dirty, risky idea.  But I'll risk anything to get what I

want, and what I wanted, what I couldn't stop myself from wanting, was my

dad's new wife.  I wanted to fuck my step-mom.

Maybe this would have all worked out differently if my mother had died

or if my dad were a tragic, lonely figure.  But they divorced when I was

fifteen, fairly amicably, though there were the usual shouting matches in

the year leading up to and then the year during the split.  I guess my

parents were around forty years old at the time.  When mom left she moved

up to Pasadena first to live with her sister, my aunt, and then later on

she moved to Santa Monica.  It was open custody, so I saw her fairly often,

though I ended up living with my dad, because of his job.

To be totally honest, yeah, the divorce sucked, but at age 16 I was way

too busy dealing with my hormones and learning about the best places to

park a car so nobody would come looking when the windows fogged up.  I was

dating two girls at the time, Tina and Kelly, and one of them would always

have a reason for me to cut class, if you follow me.  To my sex-drenched

brain (which I was convinced had migrated permanently to my cock during

this time), I was more curious about how I might persuade both of them to

try a threesome than about how my family was going to survive.  Terrible,

but true.  I won't say I felt abandoned by my parents but I did have my

first inkling in those days that the adults in my life were just as bad at

figuring out what to do with themselves as I was.

Anyway, I'm not a total pig.  I never actually asked the girls about the

threesome (besides, Tina moved to San Bernadino in my junior year).

In my senior year, when I turned 18, my dad started dating this woman

who was very different from the women he'd brought home before.  Her name,

coincidentally, was Kelly, and she was amazing.  She was a knockout, first

of all, a beautiful blonde of about medium height, a bright smile that

stood out, not only against her California tan but in any room she walked

into.  She was easy-going, not the pressure cooker my dad was (or the busy

Type A my mom was), and loved to laugh.  She was the first of my dad's

girlfriends I actually liked to listen to, and I didn't come up with

reasons to bail when they asked me to stay home for dinner.

Kelly was a hygienist and part-time yoga instructor, which could have

predicted the downfall.  As soon as she and my dad started getting more

serious (about partway through the college year), she would stay the night,

and I would be treated, on those mornings, to Kelly in the living room

doing her exercises in nothing but her skin tight yoga shorts and sports

bra.  Now, Kelly was 28, and her abdominals looked like they'd been cut

with soft glass, but her ass on those mornings, with the sun glinting off

the thin fabric of her shorts, was a round, plump confection.  It was

sweet, is what I mean to say.  No, morning wood did not make these yoga

routines any easier to sit through.  I'd spill my cornflakes, I'd trip over

my robe (note, I never started wearing a robe until Kelly started staying

the night), I'd do my damnedest not to stare.  Of course she was also

polite enough to ask if I wanted to watch the TV, and if I wanted her to

move.  Except...not too polite.

How do I put this?  The whole time she and my father were dating, she

never really fell over herself trying to impress me.  I guess that's the

best way to say it.  Most women who my father had dated (in the beginning,

closer to my mom's age) had gone out of their way to show an interest in my

collegework or water polo, or try to initiate conversation.  Kelly didn't do

that.  Again, she was polite, she was nice, but she didn't concern herself

with things she didn't really want to know, or small talk she didn't really

want to have.  Maybe it was because we were closer in age.

So, when I say "not too polite," when I'd come downstairs at the crack

of dawn to wolf down breakfast before water polo practice, and Kelly would

be there, a half head shorter than me with her soft tits bound in the tight

black sports bra, her chest jutting out into space and one long, lithe leg

sticking straight out towards the sun and the barest of light sneaking

between the crack of her ass and the tiny beads of perspiration

highlighting her contours, upper lip, forehead and calves, I mean that when

she said, "Do you want to watch TV?" there was always the lingering hint of

sarcasm in those words.  She usually didn't say much more than that, but

the question was never straightforward, ever.  It was a subtle, barely

there accusation, a hint, a ghost of a tease, as if she were asking, "Can

you think of something better to watch than me right now?"

Those mornings I tried to eat my breakfast, get my shorts on and get the

hell out of there before I did something stupid.

* * *

I will say that it was extremely satisfying to have a girlfriend named

Kelly at the time.  We'd graduated from dating semi-exclusively to full on

relationship status by then, but we both knew we probably wouldn't see much

of each other after that.  So we had fun when we could.  It was a little

more difficult to manage when we were face to face, but when she went down

on me I fantasized about my dad's girlfriend bending down in one of those

downward facing dog stretches and swallowing my cock.  I stroked her hair

and called her "Kelly," all the time thinking of someone else.  "Kelly,

don't stop," I'd say.  "I'm gonna cum." And Kelly, like a champ, would let

me cum in her mouth.  She always spat it out, but at least she let me slide

my shaft back in until I'd finished.

Near the end of senior year, we did break up finally.  Kelly (my Kelly)

had heard that I'd been sleeping around, which wasn't totally true.  Before

we were official I had been seeing other girls, but that was bad enough.

So we were done for a month or so when my dad told me he and Kelly were

getting married.

This actually threw me at the time.  I knew my dad liked Kelly, and I

liked Kelly, too.  She was fun to be around, when she wasn't driving me

crazy with her half naked exercises, but I never thought she was the

marriage type.  I had, much to my displeasure, heard them from time to time

in the bedroom, and the woman did sound like she enjoyed a good time.  I

thought that was all my dad was with her for.  But no, the old man was in

love, or so he said.

Truth be told, I'll say that my father, while a good man, a good

provider, and a decent father, is not the most passionate guy.  When he

says he's in love, I take that to mean that he's decided who he's reserving

that aspect of his life for.  When I couldn't block out the sounds of them

through the bedroom wall, it was always Kelly doing the talking, for

instance.  Conversely, when my mom and dad would fight, it was always him

doing the talking.

So yeah, I was surprised.  Not shocked, Kelly was, after all, a great

woman, but that was definitely when the divorce really hit home.  They got

married in a small service, nothing too ostentatious (Kelly had been

married once before and didn't want to make any bigger deal about it than

my dad), and they were husband and wife by the time I graduated high

college.

Like a man in a dream, I helped her move all her stuff from her

apartment in Venice to our house.  She rented the U-Haul and I drove it and

loaded it up.  I knew by this point in the year that I'd made it to the

local state college, and that was good enough for me because it meant I

could live at home and save myself rent.  Meanwhile, I could pay my tuition

with what I saved from the swim club I worked at.  But it did feel weird

knowing as I packed all of Kelly's stuff that I'd be living under the same

roof as her, at least for another year.  And every time I saw that ring on

her finger it tripped me out.

Kelly even seemed a little nervous about it.  She spoke a lot more

openly than she usually did around me, and we got to talking about life

post-college, and in college, and all that.  It wasn't a bad day, really.

And the hot summer sun made both of us pretty sweaty, so we roshamboed for

who got to use the shower first.

It was around 4 in the afternoon when we finally got all of her stuff

into the house, and I offered to drive the car back.  She gave me a tip

when I got back, which was sweet, but she still hadn't changed out of her

sweaty clothes.  She was in a white tank top that was covered with the dirt

and dust that comes with any move, but she was wearing a jet black bra

underneath.  A good thing too, because the tank top was soaked.  Between

the time that I'd stepped out to return the U-Haul and the time I got back,

she'd switched from her low rider jeans to a pair of yoga shorts, but both

gave me an unobstructed view of her flat midriff and tiny pucker of

bellybutton.  She had sweat a trail down into the rim of her bellybutton

that now shined under the bright slats of the front windows.  When I opened

the door she was already padding to me with a beer, and I noticed that

she'd kicked off her shoes and socks and was walking barefoot through the

house, like she'd lived here for years.

I took the beer gladly.  "You know I don't have ID," I said.

She shrugged and sipped at her tea.  "Well, I was going to make you some

of this but I figured you wouldn't want something hot.  Plus, a move-in

isn't official until somebody cracks a beer.  I figure I can get away with

being the cool step-mom if I let you have one." I laughed, and she flashed

her wicked smile.  "Plus," she said, "it's not like you're not drinking

already.  I remember graduation."

"Yeah, I don't," I said.

"If you want to make me feel better you could let me teach you some

yoga. It'd be good for you, especially if you're still doing water polo.

You need to stretch and get rid of toxins."

I shook the beer bottle.  "Toxins?"

She hummed into her tea.  "Mm-hm.  If I can get you doing it I think

your dad might finally do it too."

I remembered some conversation about this months ago.  "Didn't he go to

one of your classes last year?"

She rolled her eyes.  "Under great protest.  And he hasn't been back

since.  I want him to live a long, happy life, and a good diet and proper

exercise really make the difference.  You know that."

I nodded.  It wasn't the easiest thing in the world but feeling like

shit before and after a match was usually the result of someone running

late and having to pick up fast food just for the calories.  "I have to

admit, it's been a helluva lot more pleasant with you cooking your weird

organic meals than before when dad and I were eating frozen lasagna."

Kelly said nothing but arched her eyebrows and nodded into her mug.

"But you gotta be cool with opening dad up to new horizons.  It's like

trying to find him religion or something."

"Well, that's why you're going to help me," she said.  "If I can

convince you, I can convince him."

"Getting to the father through the son, eh?" I said.  "Well...I'm game,

I guess."

"Good," she said.  She said it with authority.  She took the bottle from

my hand and placed it on the table.  Then she set her own mug aside and

pulled me into the living room.  There began one of the most thrilling and

excruciating hours of my life.

Kelly knew that I worked out regularly and stretched, so she didn't

bother with treating me gently.  She knew when I was being reluctant and

she was a task master.  On the one hand, it was great to have her strong

but slender fingers curling over my shoulders and pressing into my back to

push me further into the stretches, but, on the other, more painful hand,

she didn't treat me like a beginner.  I will admit that some of the

positions were alright (and when I could I convinced her to show me what

she wanted me to do first, which granted me a few choice views of her

extraordinarily supple, and sweaty, body) but it was an ordeal.

When it was over we parted to use the showers, me in the one in the hall

and she in the one in my dad's bedroom.  Or, I guess it was now their

mutual bedroom.

This began a new era of closeness between us that lasted all throughout

the next year.  In the morning, when I woke up at the crack of dawn for

work (I scheduled my classes in the later afternoon), Kelly would be there

with her yoga mat, kneeling on the floor with her bubble bottom pointed at

me.  But instead of admiring it from afar I had to kneel down right next to

her and do the whole thing in tandem (though I never got all the positions

down perfectly; that woman could move in ways I'd never dreamed of).

The funny thing was, we fell into a rhythm, and we seldom spoke those

mornings.  She would wait for me (on one or three occasions when I didn't

wake up in time she'd come into my room and pull me out of bed) and then

we'd get into it, and then I'd eat breakfast and she'd take a shower, then

I'd head off to the pool and often didn't come home until late.  I'm sure

the newlyweds appreciated that, as I was more or less gone whenever they'd

be awake.  I did hear the unmistakable rocking every now and again, but I'd

finally found a pair of ear plugs that worked.

* * *

I dated like a mad man that first year of college.  I brought a few

girls home from time to time, but usually we went to her place, if she

lived in the dorms or had an apartment.  But I had a problem that only

seemed to get worse over time.

Kelly was gorgeous, purposeful, and there, every morning.  Every morning

we bent and stretched together.  I stood next to her and listened to the

soft fabric of her clothes slide over her body, in the relative silence of

the early morning.  I had to bend and stare at her bottom, ignore the way

her chest heaved underneath the tight sports bra.  It drove me nuts.  I

still couldn't think of her as my step-mom.  It wasn't easier to think of

her as my dad's wife, but even then it was still hard to understand that

she wasn't for sale, so to speak.

Really, the problem was that I was deeply attracted to Kelly, and our

morning routines didn't make that go away.  If anything, the fact that we

carried on in silence made it worse.  I never learned any more about her

except for the way she moved.  We never had deep conversations about

family, or what she thought about my father, or why she had such big,

delicious breasts - okay, well, we probably never would have gotten around

to that last conversation.

It was never too hard for me to get a date but I was hung up on Kelly. I

had dreams where I would see her at the edge of my bed in a towel and I

would strip it off and she'd jump on me.  I had an even more vivid one

where I came to her in the morning and she was doing yoga completely nude.

After forcing her to the floor and having my way with her, while she smiled

that enigmatic smile, I woke up and had to force myself to remember if it

had really happened or not.  Unfortunately, it had not.

So I started to scheme.

As I said before, I don't tend to think too far ahead.  The opportunity

that eventually came along did not come about through any proper

forethought or planning, it really just dropped into my lap.  And I, being

horny enough to risk suicide, snapped it up.

What impelled the decision that I eventually came to was in no small

part the result of Kelly's enigmatic impassiveness.  She was so

straightforward that I always figured that she would immediately lay down

the law if she was against something.  She could be as hot-tempered as my

father - I'd seen it before.

I should probably explain.  Near the end of my freshman year of college,

I noticed that the weekends were a little off.  Usually Kelly allowed

Saturday to be a slow day.  She was usually at her studio or busying

herself with some project or other, but Saturdays she tended to sleep in.

My father sometimes slept in as well.  But on Saturday morning he took a

nice, long shower.  First thing in the morning.

And Kelly, from beyond my bedroom wall, always tried to get him to come

back to bed...

* * *

I waited at the threshold of the door, my heart thudding in my chest.

From around the hallway I could see the first blue streaks of light signal

the morning's arrival.  I listened closely to the sounds inside the

bedroom. I heard shifting and a murmur, then another grumbling sound.  It

sounded vaguely like an argument, as I'd expected, but a low one, simply a

matter of fact one.

I heard the higher, softer sounds of Kelly, then my father, a small

tussle, then someone flinging the covers aside and getting up.

I froze.  If either one of them caught me naked in the hall there would

be a lot of weird explaining to do, and I didn't have the chops to pull it

off.  But I lucked out.  Whoever walked made a circle around the bed, and

padded into the bathroom.  I heard the light switch.  I heard the knob

twist.  And I heard the shower start.  My morning wood was the first thing

that slipped through the crack in the door.

The light from the bathroom made a small square of light underneath the

doorway.  Already a fog of steam was issuing from up top.  There, lying

face up in the bed, was Kelly.  She was staring at the ceiling and shaking

her head, not angrily, not sadly, just...disappointed, maybe?  It was dark

enough that she couldn't see me if she didn't know I was there, but the

light shone from the bathroom over the tips of her bare breasts.  I held my

breath to keep from making noise.  I'd never seen Kelly's tits before, and

there they were, round and flattened over her chest, jiggling slightly from

the movement of her head.  They had a fluidity to them that her sports bra

had pushed nicely into shape, but unbound they flowed over her chest like

pale hershey kisses.  The nipples were a bright pink even in the half

light.

I crouched at the doorway, expecting her to see me and scream at any

second.  But she closed her eyes, her forehead still creased by her frown.

I made my move.

I prowled towards the bed like a jungle cat, and that, I decided was

exactly how I would handle this situation.  I slunk towards the foot of the

bed, and gently, ever so gently, pulled the sheets out from where they'd

been tucked under the mattress.  Then, pausing just long enough to make

sure I hadn't disturbed her, I slipped the sheet out from the bed and

crawled under it, onto the mattress, between the bare legs of my father's

wife.

The steady hiss of the shower was a constant in my ears.  I listened to

it with the deathly fear of one who knows his life is moments away from

ending.  My erection had all but disappeared from that fear, but I could

feel it swell from what I laid my eyes on.  Kelly had already drifted back

to sleep.  That was obvious from the way she did not stir as my weight

shifted the bed.  Underneath the sheet I set my knees down gently, one

between her ankles, the other down by her knee.  Kelly wasn't wearing

anything at all, and her bare body was under the covers with me.

I marveled at the cut contours of her calves, at the smallness of her

feet and the perfect smoothness of each petite toe.  I gazed upward,

crossing her knees, moving up towards her muscular thighs, crawling forward

as I did so.  My penis grazed the inside of her calf and she stirred

gently. I froze.  But then, I decided, I'd come this far.  I moved up

further, trying to stay low underneath the sheet, my penis making a small

wet trail up her leg.  Then I stopped as I came to the neat apex of her

mound.

Kelly had shaved her pubic hair into a clean strip.  It made sense.  She

wore such form-fitting bikinis that she couldn't have any hairs out of

place, but that dark rectangular thatch immediately made this whole crazy

venture worth it.  The shower was still going, but I would have gone for it

even if it hadn't.  After so long, I realized this might be my first, last

and only chance to taste what I'd been craving for almost two years.  I

lowered my mouth towards Kelly's vagina and cupped my lips over her thick

vulva.  It tasted of sweat, but it was unmistakably her sweat, and I opened

my mouth and let my tongue run up the length of her slit.  She was

definitely asleep for that first lick.  I'm not sure about the second.

Throwing care out the window, I bent over the soft skin of her mound and

lower belly and wedged my fingers into the space between her thighs.  In

sleep, or returning from sleep, that gentle nudge was enough to make her

open her legs.  I lifted my knee over her own and made a place for myself

between her legs.  I got down on my stomach and started to lick her with

hunger, like a tiger lapping at a running stream.  With every lick I felt

her vagina open to me, open to the insistence of my tongue muscle.  I

pushed my nose farther into her until it rolled over her clitoris.  And

Kelly was definitely awake now.  She let out a soft sigh, a sound I'd never

heard her make, and pushed her ass lower into the mattress, simultaneously

raising her pussy and her knees up.  With one foot she rubbed the back of

my ass and with her other calf she rubbed it encouragingly against my back.

A hand snaked down her stomach and found my hair.  It tried to pull me

up but I stayed exactly where I was.  I opened my mouth wider and pushed my

tongue between her pussy lips.

"Rrm," she said above the sheets, "stop that...  Jim, I'm still mad at

you." I pulled one hand from off her ass and reached up to cup one of her

big, beautiful, gelatinous breasts.  It pooled in my hand and I squeezed

the nipple against my palm.  Kelly ground her pussy harder into my face and

turned towards her side.  Her hand fell over mine and she squeezed it.

"Nuh uh," she grumbled.  "Just because you've suddenly developed a taste

for my pussy doesn't mean I'll let y-ymmmm...." She shoved her pussy even

harder into my mouth.  The outer lips knocked against my teeth.  I didn't

mind.  I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and gave her pussy a big, wet

kiss.

"Ah-ah," Kelly teased.  "Who taught you that?" She pushed her vagina

even harder into my face.  I suddenly realized she was trying to force me

to give it up, but her legs and belly were writhing uncontrollably; she

couldn't have known how sweet it felt to taste this woman after so long, so

many mornings tracing her thighs up into her shorts, her breasts beneath

her armpits.  "You..." she huffed, "you big liar...you said...you

didn't...ahn...ahh..." I'd never heard her this way.  She sounded

vulnerable, almost upset.  But she was also getting louder.  The shower

still pounded outside but one more outburst like that...

"Get up here," she finally said.  She tapped my head.  "Get up here and

fuck me already-" It was still dark outside.  There was barely any light

underneath the covers but was there enough to hide my face?  I didn't have

long to wonder; Kelly threw the covers off my body just as I was rising up

from her soaking pussy.

Kelly's expression went from single-minded lust, even anger, to one of

sudden, wide-eyed surprise.  Let me explain the picture.  Kelly was laid

flat on the bed, her nipples pointed up at me from their stiff, pink

areolas, her knee bent up, the other open wide beneath me (literally

bow-legged beneath me), her blonde hair bed-matted from tousling against

the pillow, her hand pressed into the mattress, waiting to be penetrated,

her other arm draped suddenly loosely over the sheet, her flat stomach

expanding and shaking now.  My mouth was smeared with the clear residue of

her eager pussy.  I was bent over her, my dick hard as it could be.  She

didn't say a word.  She stared at me, almost open-mouthed, suddenly

glancing at the door of the bathroom, then glancing back at me, then down

at my cock.  Inside me, my heart pounded.  The blood coursing through my

veins made my penis throb.

The moment felt like a lifetime.  I'll never forget the cold, knowing

look on her face.

Kelly slid, slowly, down onto her back, dropped the sheet, and reached

up.  The light from the bathroom made her tan skin glow as her arm

extended. Her fingers outstretched, she softly dragged her fingertips, one

by one, over the swollen head of my cock.  I tried not to groan too loudly.

She didn't meet my eyes; she kept her gaze trained on my twitching penis;

she let its ruddy red skin slide under the joints of her fingers; she did

it again, and a second time, as if she were playing with it.  She let it

roll under her fingers again and I finally grunted, pushing it forward.

Kelly gripped my cock firmly, her fingers curling around the shaft.  She

held me in place.

The reality of that feeling, of her soft hand wrapped around the skin of

my cock, was better than any dream or fantasy I'd coveted.  Desperately, I

pushed my penis through her fingers, imagining I was already inside her.

She let it slide against the open spaces between her knuckles but she

didn't let go.  She finally took her eyes off of it and looked me dead in

the eye.  She shook her head slowly.  But she began to jerk me off.

Kelly raised her right leg out from under the sheet, and slid it over

the covers.  I watched her ease into the pillow, watched her hair frame her

damp forehead, her body hot from the summer morning, watched the way her

lower lip curled under her teeth as she glanced from my penis to my face.

She rubbed me faster.  My penis moistened from the clamminess of her hand

and the precum already dribbling from my tip, and the sound of her stroking

me, my step-mother masturbating me, was suddenly audible over the roaring

of the shower in the next room.  She glanced at the bathroom door.  I

looked down at Kelly's vagina, at the strip of pubic hair that still

glistened from my saliva and, I saw, more than that.  Her hips gently

pushed down into the mattress, then, just as slowly, bent up towards the

air - more precisely, bent up towards the air I filled with my dangling

balls.  They whipped back and forth as she stroked me faster.  I ground my

pelvis against her knuckles, always pushing closer, closer to her.

Our eyes were both staring at my cock when the drips of precum stained

the sheets at the mouth of her pussy.  Kelly was trying to jerk me to

completion, trying to keep me at bay.  I'd had enough.

I reached out and placed my hand on her fat breast.  Already losing her

breath at the exertion of pumping my cock with her small fist, she let out

a sudden gasp.  Her other hand shot forward and pressed against my chest.

It may have started as a cautionary gesture but soon her fingers were

sinking into the muscle, slipping down in my growing layer of sweat.  I was

panting.  She began to pant.  My fingers squeezed the skin of her soft

breast and she shut her eyes tight; her eyebrows knit together.  She bit

her lip so hard the ruby skin turned white.

I watched the little balls of her toes curl and work their way down the

sheets, tangling up in the bundle at my knee.  I pressed forward.  She

pressed against my chest harder but slowed her strokes.  Her eyes snapped

open and she stared at my dick, not glaring at it, and not scared at it

either but transfixed by it, as if it were about to do what she'd hoped it

would do, except it didn't.

If she thought she could pacify me with a handjob she was mistaken.  If

she thought I'd blow my load like some half-cocked teenager, no.  No I'd

hold myself together and let the woman rub me raw before I came, not until

I'd taken what I'd come for, or she sent me away.  But she didn't send me

away.  She didn't scream or hit me or freeze up.  She took the situation in

hand in a most pragmatic way, thinking maybe that the sexual tension was

understandable, or maybe, I don't know, maybe figuring if I had the balls

or idiocy to sneak into her room naked and eat her out I needed some reward

for my trouble (not that I'd call licking Kelly's pussy trouble - the taste

of her was still sweet on my lips).

The truth of it was that we were both shaking now, and Kelly visibly so.

Her lithesome legs were drawn up and open on either side of me on the bed,

the sheets stretched over her knees, and both of them were quaking so hard

the mattress shook.  She'd all but stopped rubbing me now, convinced maybe

that I wouldn't, or couldn't, cum.  Her lower lip hung open, her upper

teeth bright white in the small gap of her mouth.  Her eyes burned into

mine.  And neither of us had spoken a word yet.  But our breath was heavy.

I sank lower on the bed, my body suddenly buffeted by the heat steaming

off of her.  And she pushed.  She pushed my chest hard, not letting go of

my cock, which sank ever lower towards her belly.  Her mouth kept opening

wider, and wider, as I sank lower, lower.  I squeezed her breast again, and

her hand suddenly shot from my chest to her bosom.  That dropped me the

small distance it took to slap my cock (in her fist) against her mound.

Sharp breath swept down her throat.  Kelly shot a furtive look at the

bathroom door.  Her fingers rubbed my knuckles as they played with the

wondrously soft skin of her tits.

I laid that first hot kiss on her mouth like her breath was the fruit of

life.  She didn't kiss me back.  She just squeezed my cock for all it was

worth inside her tightening fist, forcing more precum from the tip of my

penis.  But she had to kiss me eventually, had to fight my tongue with her

own.  Then she began to lick my mouth clean of her cum.  She removed her

hand from her own breast and reached for my face, keeping it centered over

her as she raised her ankles off the bed.  She held my face in front of her

and licked my chin, sucking at it like she had to.  I ran the tip of my

nose against her tongue, letting her suckle at the sweet sourness of her

clitoris.  She pulled my face to the side and kissed and licked up the edge

of my cheek.  Between our bodies I tried to pull my penis down to her wet

pussy, but she refused to let go of me.  She tried to squeeze my cum out (I

knew because she finally let out a hard, anguished cry when it didn't

come).

I pulled her head back and bit her throat.  Her fingers left my cheek

and she struck me hard on the ass.

"Is that how it is, huh?" I muttered into her throat.  I pulled my hand

down from her breast and began to pry her fingers off my cock.  She dug her

chin into my cheek and tried to push me aside.  Our skins were wet, mashed

against each other; my penis pressed into her hand, her hand pressed into

her stomach.  I brushed my lips against her ear.  "Tell me to go away," I

said.  "Tell me to go to my room..."

But she didn't say anything.  I propped myself up on my arm until I was

looking down, deep down, into her wide, inscrutable eyes.  "Tell me..." I

said.  My dick throbbed and bulged in her hand.  Slowly her mouth opened,

opened from the very tip of her lips, from the front, all the way to the

corners, until her teeth and pink tongue were visible.  For a moment I

really thought she would say something.  Her head leaned back, her eyes

locked on mine.  Her thick pussy lips rubbed against my balls.  I reached

down and pushed her hand lower until our pubic hair tangled together.  The

underside of my shaft tickled her clitoris.

Her thick thighs gripped my hips.

She dragged it down, keeping her eyes locked with mine the whole time.

When she brushed the tip of my naked cock against the folds of her vagina,

we both shuddered.  Kelly took a very deep breath and let go of my cock,

casting a swift glance at the bathroom door.  She left the choice up to me.

I reached out for her face.  She cupped my fingers against her cheek and

reached out for my arm.  She wrapped her fingers around my tricep as I

smoothly pushed my cock into her moist body.

Kelly grimaced, sucking air between her lips.  Our foreheads met and I

reached for her tits.  She reached behind me to curl her fingers over my

buttocks and push me deeper into her pussy.  "Anh..." she said softly.  I

squeezed her.  "Ahhn..." she grunted.

Her vagina was a long, smooth chute, muscular and soft, and incredibly

hot.  She hooked her ankles over my ass and forced me inside it.  She was

very careful not to make a sound, only the barest "Mmh..." escaping her

mouth when I sucked on her lip.

I felt complete.  The full length of my shaft fit snugly inside her,

unprotected, bare, our cum mixing inseparably.  I reached down and cupped

her buttocks.  The two of us tangled with each other like survivors of a

disaster, like animals suddenly let out of captivity.  All the want and

desire and hunger that should never be and yet was was suddenly being

sated, for an illicit moment.  Was I surprised?  I don't know.  I was too

enraptured to know.  Kelly, despite everything I expected of her, suddenly

pushed her body as deeply into the mattress as she could go and let me buck

furiously into her tough, tense body.  It was what I needed right then, and

Kelly was doing everything she could not to cry out.  She reached back and

pushed her hands into the wall, her mouth open in a silent scream.  My dick

was soaked from her sopping snatch, pulling completely out of her muscular

body and then diving back in, each dive registering a pained but addictive

wince from Kelly, a similar desire to experience it and give it and take it

all at once, a combination of emotions and unspoken fetishes that were

impossible to undo now.  It was all I'd dreamed about for so long.  I dug

my fingers into her flesh and pumped her harder.  She craned her neck

against the pillow.  I pulled at her hair, she scratched my back.  We

fumbled and writhed over each other as the shower continued to roar in the

other room.

I finally stopped my ferocious fucking and eased my shaft into her.  I

grabbed at her hair and she clutched at my nape where my hair met my neck.

Her vagina made a sudden, loud squelch.  Her mouth opened wide, but not to

kiss me, to breathe hard into my face, her lower teeth catching on my chin.

She squeezed her eyes closed and gave sudden "Mm"s each time I nearly

pulled it out.  She finally pushed my face into her soft, sweat drenched

neck and wrenched her cheek against mine.

Inside her, my penis was engorged.  She as ready to welcome me in as

push me out.  She made me fight to stay inside her, and she hugged my hips

with her strong legs.

Finally, I had to pull out of her.  If I continued this way I would be

spent too soon and I wanted to take her from behind, if it was at all

possible.  Ropes of her cum, like trembling wires of saliva, dangled

between our sexes.  Kelly, her puffy lips still open in a hungry,

disbelieving o, looked down at my still [tumescent] penis and understood

that I hadn't cum yet.  I grabbed her ass and lifted up, but she wouldn't

budge.  She shook her head.  "No," I said.  I grabbed the thick meat of her

thigh and shoved, forcing her over onto her side.  I used my weight to pin

her stomach against the mattress, sliding my dick between her ass cheeks.

She gave a breathy grunt that ended with a close-mouthed hum, and accepted

it, and waited for me to enter her.

She whipped her hair back into my face and we both let out an anguished

groan as I forced my way into her from behind.  My slippery dick squelched

into her pussy and I covered the backs of her hands with my palms.  Our

fingers enlaced and I hunched over her, pushing it in.  The crack of her

ass poured sweat onto my balls.  Her ass flexed against my thighs and

bucked against me, but I didn't let up.  We rolled against each other in

waves of increasing peaks and dips, until suddenly she let out a

half-suppressed gasp.  Kelly began to grind her hips wildly up and down on

the bed, seesawing my dick in and out of the entrance to her vagina.  At

the same time, I reached under her legs and pushed my hand against her

pubic hair, searching and ultimately finding her clitoris.  I prodded the

soft, moistened button while I penetrated her, leading her to finally press

her face into the mattress and scream.

The mattress vibrated with her moan.  It reverberated back through her

whole body, even into mine.  Her ass trembled against me as we continued to

fuck, the whole weight of my body directly on top of her.  She couldn't

push against me anymore.  Kelly was shaking, and she let every muscle in

her body go limp.  "Ahh..." she hissed.  "There..."

I pushed my mouth into her ear.  "Say my name," I said.

She gave a long, low groan into the soaked pillowcase.  I pulled out to

the very edge of her pussy and then sank it all back in, and held it, and

pushed.  She growled.  But she didn't say it.

I pulled out and flipped her back onto her back.  She opened her legs

for me a final time and held her arms out to catch my chest as I squeezed

into her again and pressed my mouth against hers.  The kiss was sweaty,

dripping.  Her upper lip was salty.  "Say it," I groaned.

She reached up to cradle the back of my head.  And lifted her legs up.

And laid her knees against my back.  Now I was sliding even deeper into her

sex.  Thickly, that sound, the sound of my dick plunging freely through her

pussy, loudly, torridly filled the room.

She didn't tell me to hurry up, though I should have.  She didn't tell

me to cum or to pull out, though she knew that I had to.  She pressed her

tits hard into my chest until the nipples were digging into my skin, and

she opened her legs wider, and wider.

I thrust, again and again, as fast as I could - wanting to cum, wanting

to fill her completely.  I knew she would let me.  We were tightly bound

together now, her face buried into my chest as she wrapped her arms tighter

around my back, enduring my pained thrusts, my dick a bolt of iron that I

just could not relieve.

Kelly pulled away from me.  Midway between the pillow and my face our

eyes crossed, and hers showed a sudden concern.  She had given me

permission to finish.  Our sin was total now, there was no going back, we

had given ourselves to this thing.  But I had held myself back for so long,

the shower pounding in my ears, I knew in that moment that I couldn't.

Then the shower shut off.

My dick slid free from her body while her eyes went wide and my body

nearly levitated off the bed.  Caught in the sheets, my feet spilled me

onto the floor, stiff prick still wagging and painfully bouncing in the

air, and I stumbled and crawled and picked myself up and ran from the room

like a spooked cat, Kelly twisting in the bed, my father's heavy footfalls

already leaving the bathroom.

"Kel?" his deep voice emanated from the steam.  "You alright?"

"Just slipped," I heard her say as I dashed through the hallway and

escaped to my room.  When I shut the door I heard them meet halfway.  I

closed my door as swiftly and as softly as I could, and I stood there in

the darkness, buck naked, sweat and the smell of sex rising from my curved

dick.  It pointed up at me, wet and throbbing, and I stared down at it, my

heart going too fast for me to breathe properly.

I stomped towards my own window, opened it, then shut it again, then

opened it, trying to get some air, trying to think, trying not to think at

all.

Finally I leaned over my desk and let my arms hold me up, every muscle

tense and refusing to give an inch.  My penis, painful as it was, refused

to soften.  It wanted to be back inside her.  It wanted to finish what it

had started.

Tentatively, I reached a hand to it (maybe I could do it myself), but it

was no good.  It wasn't the same, and it hurt.  I growled and drove my fist

into the wood.  Then, I had to laugh.

And it felt good to laugh, both sad and wonderful.  I shook my head at

the thoughts that whirled in my brain, and I listened to Kelly and my

father talk in the early morning.  Then I heard him stride down the hall

and head towards the kitchen.

I remained where I was.  Tried to listen for the sounds of Kelly taking

a shower, trying to imagine the water dripping down her hot and

sweat-drenched body.  I imagined the pool of it at her feet reflecting her

tufted, glossy pussy beneath her.  Had my father not known?  Had the steam

of the shower masked the musk of our rough sex?  The whole time she'd kept

herself from making a sound.  Opened for me...  I reached for my penis

again, unable to restrict myself.

The door opened without a knock.  Shocked, I just about jumped, whirling

in time to see Kelly open my door and softly shut it behind her.  "Sorry,"

she said, "am I interrupting something?"

She wasn't naked.  She was wearing her tight, white yoga shorts, her

black sports bra, her hair in a casual pony tail.  Sweat beads formed a

line from the dip in her throat down through the valley of her cleavage.

She rested her plump ass against my door.  Even in the dim morning light I

could see the moisture on her forehead; she looked like she'd just been

fucked.

"Sorry I didn't knock," she said.  She put one bare foot in front of

her. I watched my blinds draw slits over her tanned thigh.  "A room is

supposed to be private...it's for private things.  It's rude not to knock

when you want something, isn't it?" she whispered.  She walked towards me,

the roll of her hips unmistakably meant to draw attention.  "You're

staring," she said.  She stopped when she was just outside arm's reach.

Her unreadable eyes flitted from my face down to my naked cock, and back.

"So," she said, "I don't think we should do yoga classes anymore." She drew

her fingers up in a smooth, obvious gesture, rolling her fingertips over

her breasts, her bare stomach, down to her hips, and leaving them on the

triangle of her crotch.  Having drawn my eyes down her body, her fingers

rested just above a clear glistening line of cum leading from the leg of

her shorts.  "I think it's giving you the wrong idea," she said huskily,

and she went down into a crouch.

I watched her sink to the floor.  I watched her come forward on her

knees, arms out until they touched my thighs, then she drew her hands up my

legs until they slid over the skin of my shaft.  Kelly made a tsking sound

and pouted.

"That looks like it hurts," she said.  She moistened her lips with her

tongue, and then those dazzling eyes turned up to me.  "Do you want mama to

make it all better?"

God, yes, I wanted to say, but I didn't dare breathe a word.  I felt

like the whole world would evaporate if I spoke, as if Kelly would leave,

and never look back, never speak of this again, and the sperm would never

leave my cock.  So I just lowered my arms until they lightly, so lightly,

rested on her shoulders, and slid gingerly towards her neck.

Kelly continued to stare up at me with open, wondering eyes.  She

brought the soft skin of her lower lip against the swollen head of my dick.

"Do you want me to go?" she whispered.  "Tell me to go to my room..."

I shook my head.

Eyes locked on mine, she sucked the whole head of my dick cleanly

between her lips.  I felt her tongue dance up and down my slit.  I groaned.

She popped it out of her mouth.  "Never again, you understand?  I'm your

dad's wife, not your tramp." As she said it she bent my dick back and

licked the underside of my shaft from the balls to my tip.  Slowly.  Her

eyes never wavered from mine.  "I'm not here for you to take, whenever you

want..." Then she rubbed her palm down to the base, slick and wet with her

spit and the residue of her pussy, wiggling her wrist back and forth as it

slid down the curves and veins in my cock.  She took me into her mouth and

gagged on me.

The first twitch of my cock made me stumble forward.  Kelly reached up

to brace my stomach.  "Easy, tiger," she whispered.  She kissed my head

once, twice, again, until she was making out with my penis, lathering her

tongue back and forth along its surface, plucking the inside of her cheek

with its stiffness and soaking it in her saliva.  I could barely see

straight, but I watched her roll my cock over her tongue as she dutifully

sat on the heels of her feet, her perfect toes pointed to my door, her

tight ass perched and bobbing with her neck.  I watched her breasts jiggle

under the sports bra and remembered what it had felt like to see her mouth

widen at the thrust of my dick.  I wanted to take her all over again, right

there in my room, pull down those tight shorts and jam myself inside her

until she screamed my name.

"I c'n feel it," she murmured into my dripping cock.  She took a breath

and pumped me with long strokes.  "Did I give you the wrong idea?" She

kissed my cock and let a string of cum dangle between its glistening

surface and her shiny lips.  "Or did you just want to fuck me so bad you

didn't care?"

Then she peeled the sports bra down her tits.

I grabbed her thick hair and pushed my cock between her lips.  She

swallowed me hungrily.  I couldn't help but cry out; Kelly took me to the

back of her throat.  I ran my shaft back and forth along her tongue and

then relented when she did the work herself.  Her breasts swayed back

against her body, half-pinned by the dangling bra.  My whole dick tensed in

readiness.  "Kelly, don't stop."

"Mm-mm," was all she said.

"God, Kelly, don't fucking stop-" She pumped me in and out of her mouth,

the sucking growing louder, and louder.  "I'm gonna c-" My balls clenched.

I spurted and she swallowed.  I came and she gulped me thickly, reaching

up to masturbate me into her mouth.  My fingers clutched at her tangle of

hair while I thrust, with each surge, between Kelly's lips, and bless her,

the girl cupped my balls and squeezed me tenderly.

She pulled away from my cock gasping, but just as quickly returned to

it, kissing the head clean of its last sticky cream and popping it back in

her mouth, sucking it off, reclaiming the last twitching remnants of my

orgasm.  She shut her eyes, licked it, smooched it.  But she wouldn't

abandon it.  Kelly darted her eyes up at me, and sucked at the cock, sucked

me until I could feel her pulling the cum from the slit, lapping it back

with her tongue, gulping it.

With my hands in her golden hair, not sure if I wanted to remove her

from my tender, jerking penis or keep her there forever, she circled her

fingers tighter around me and held my prick in place as it softened,

rubbing it over her mouth, onto the pink bowl of her tongue.

Her eyes stayed on mine, the tip of my head still clasped securely

between her lips, as she sucked, as she stroked.  I throbbed into her wet

mouth.  Her throat bobbed as she took the semen down into her stomach.  I

felt her tongue stretch along the underside of my vein, teasing the last

vestiges of my cum from my contracting balls, sore from pumping their

pearly payload.  Then she dropped the wet cock and rose swiftly to her

feet.

"Thanks for breakfast," she said, and left without looking back.

















Shared Bed

Although I've often had fantasies of having sex with my stepmother

since I was a young boy (I am now in my mid 30's), I attributed those

fantasies to youthful sexual exploration. I never expected those

fantasies to come true. It wasn't planned on either of our parts. It

just happened one wonderful night not long ago. You see, I was

visiting my stepmom for several days. She lives alone and some of the

family got together to spend some time with stepmom during the summer. Stepmom

is in her late 50's and looks fantastic. She always has. Dad passed

away several years ago and she has been single ever since, although

she has dated occasionally since then. Dad left her some money, so she

had nothing to worry about. She travelled a lot and lived in a very

nice condo. It was small, since she was alone and didn't really need

that much space (Thankfully, since it was this small space which was

to allow me to make love with my stepmother, as you shall see).

Well, we were all together - me, my stepmom, my older sister, her

husband, and her two kids. We had a great time that first day and we

were all pretty tired. We realized that evening that we were going to

be cramped for sleeping space in my stepmom's condo. She had three bedrooms

in the house - hers and two guest rooms. At first, my sister, her

husband and the kids were going to share a room, I would get a room

and my stepmom would have hers, but the two guest rooms were too small for

the kids and my sister and brother-in-law. "Let the kids have their

own room," she commanded. "David can sleep in my room. I've got a huge

King Sized bed. We won't even see each other in there!" She laughed.

"Do you mind? she asked me. "Well," I replied, "I guess not."

(Secretly thinking what a stroke of luck THIS was!)

Sis, Brad and the kids went to their rooms to sleep. I stayed

up with my stepmom for awhile chatting. We had a couple of drinks while we

talked. Nothing serious, just general family talk. She and I were

close. In awhile, we decided to go to sleep, too. We went into my stepmom's

room and she headed for the bathroom to undress. I got my clothes off,

except for my Jockeys, and crawled into her big bed. She walked out in

her nightgown, which was somewhat on the sheer side. I managed to see

her tits shadowed behind the night table lamp as she slipped into bed. I

was still unsure as to what might happen here, but I did know that my

cock was pretty damn hard when I saw my stepmom in her nightgown. She turned

out the light and leaned over to kiss me goodnight. I managed to keep

my cock from touching her. I didn't want her to know I had a hard on

for her. We said goodnight and she rolled over to the other side of

the bed. I lay there awake, thinking of my stepmom and what she looked like

naked. I thought of how it would feel to suck on her tits, to feel her

wet pussy, to slip my cock inside her. I wondered if she had any

sexual feeling for me. I wondered what she might do if I made a pass

at her. I thought of all of the years I had fantasized about fucking

her and now here I was sleeping in the same bed. I couldn't let this

opportunity slip by without trying something. I waited.

I lay there awake for a long time. She was sleeping. She was

on her side with her back to me. She looked so beautiful lying there,

I wanted to make love to her so badly. I decided to try. I slid over

to her side and slipped up beside her. I touched my hand to her thigh.

It was warm and soft. I lay my hand on her upper thigh and rubbed it a

bit. She sighed a little, but didn't wake up. My cock was rock hard and

ready to explode right then and there. I slid her nightie up a little

and moved my hand up her thigh. My cock was against her ass, but not

touching her too hard. I kissed her neck softly, tenderly. She turned

slightly and her arm fell over to my side as it nearly touched my hard

cock. I thought she was waking up so I pretended to be asleep. She

rolled over and now she was on her back. I wanted to suck on her

beautiful tits. I lay there quietly for a moment to make sure she was

still asleep. She was. I had to touch her tit. I gently placed my hand

over her left breast, just to touch it. To feel her tit, her nipple.

She moaned as I touched her tit and I felt her hand over mine on her

tit. She smiled, although she was still sleeping. I suppose she

thought she was with one of her lovers and didn't realize this was her

son. I took advantage of the moment and squeezed her precious tit. It

was every bit as wonderful as I had hoped it would be. I waited,

silently, motionless for several moments to be sure my stepmom was still

asleep. On the one hand, I didn't want her to awake while I fondled her

and touched her. On the other hand, I DID want her awake. I wanted her

to know that her son was making love to her. her son who loved her so

very dearly.

I lay there thinking of how wonderful making love to my stepmother

would be. I imagined sliding my hard cock deep within her wet,

dripping, wonderful pussy. I thought how most people might be

disgusted at the thought of a stepmother and son fucking each other, but

really, what better way to show one's love than to have sex with them?

I was certain it was the right thing to do... and the right time to do

it. I slid up closer to my stepmom. She was now lying on her side facing me,

still asleep, still with that soft, gentle smile across her beautiful

face. I placed my hand across her right thigh as I gently leaned over

and pressed my lips ever so gently across hers. She awoke as i kissed

her. She was a bit startled to find me there. I whispered to her,

" I love you." She smiled at me, still half asleep. "I love you

too, David," she answered me. I slipped my hand beneath her ass and

pulled her towards me. I kissed her. When she realized what i was

doing, she struggled a bit. "Sssh, Mom. It's okay," I assured her. At

that moment I know she felt my hard cock pressing against her.

"I'm not sure this is right, David," she half-heartedly

protested. I answered her with a kiss, this time opening my lips. I

managed to slip my tongue into her mouth. She fought it at first, but

quickly relented as our tongues met, intertwined, embraced and played

with one another. It became a deep, strong, passionate kiss unlike any

I had ever known. My stepmom heaved a deep sigh as we kissed. It was then I

knew she would be mine! As we kissed, I felt her body ease. I pulled

her tighter to me, my hand cupped hard against her ass. I let go my

grip momentarily so that i could slip my hand beneath her nightie. I

wanted to feel her bare ass, her bare, naked body. Stepmom embraced me as

i did this and we held one another tightly, lovingly. God, I was going

to fuck my stepmom! Our kissing became hotter, deeper and more passionate.

When she reached down and touched my throbbing cock, I nearly went

wild with emotion. "You'd better slip out of those," she smiled,

"before you explode, my darling."

I heeded her advice and slipped off my underwear. As I did,

she slipped her nightie over her head. There we were - a stepmother and

her son, totally naked and ready to have the most sensual, erotic sex

either of us had ever had. I stared at my stepmom's nude body. I hadn't seen

her naked since I was a child. She was incredibly beautiful. She was

still lean and trim, tan and in great shape. Her tits were a bit on

the saggy side, but not too bad and her nipples were big, hard and

very brown. I thought to myself what great nipples they were to suck.

Though it was dark, I could make out her pussy hairs between her legs.

I wanted to dive right between those luscious legs of hers and eat her

until she begged me to stop. We both quietly, erotically watched each

other's naked bodies in a mixture of awe and lust... at least I know I

did! My stepmom was every bit as beautiful as I had believed she was... and

then some. She looked 10 years younger than she was.

No words were spoken as we lay back down and cuddled one

another. We began to explore each other's bodies with extreme passion.

I wanted to touch every inch of her body. She ran her hand across my

chest and then down my tummy. I was totally aroused and sighed

breathlessly as she touched my solid cock for the first time. She

slipped her hand around my shaft knowingly. "My, my!" she said. "You

HAVE grown!" She laughed and continued to pump my cock. She ran her

hand down the entire length of my cock and then slowly slid it over the

tip. That was too much to take. I heaved a deep sigh and exploded a

huge load of cum over her hand. I wanted her to suck my cock so badly,

but I would let her decide to do that... at least this first time

(hopefully, there would be more nights spent fucking stepmom). I lay back,

spent for the moment. She rubbed her cum filled hand on my stomach and

with her fingers eased her way over my body. She leaned over me, her

tits slapping against my chest, and kissed me across my mouth. "I love

you" I told her once more. "I love you too, my darling son."

came her soft reply.

I soon regained my strength (and my hard on). I cupped my

hand around my stepmother's ample tit and fingered her sweet, brown nipple.

She enjoyed this as I played with her wonderful tits. I leaned over

and began to suck on them relentlessly. "Easy honey," she told me as I

momentarily lost control. I eased up as I sucked, while my hand

slipped down her stomach to her wet, waiting pussy. My mind was

completely turned on by the fact that i was about to slip my hand into

my stepmother's pussy! I felt the first pubic hairs and began to softly

probe her. She lay back, eyes closed, legs parted as I found her sweet

spot. I touched her clit and caressed it between my fingers. I felt

her wet hole waiting for me to enter, so I slipped one, then two

fingers inside her. My stepmother's cunt was warm, wet and probably not as

tight as it had been when she was younger, but to me it was perfect. I

slid my fingers in deeper. My stepmom arched her back as I probed her sweet

cunt.

There was no way that i wasn't going to eat her luscious cunt,

even if she protested! Luckily, she didn't, though she later told me

that she didn't get that pleasure very often. I turned my body so that

my lips could work there way down to her pussy, which they did in no

time. I licked her clit, tickled it with my tongue. She yelped as i

toyed with her tender clit. I licked harder, faster, slower, in a

perfect rhythm. I wanted her to cum. She did. It was a wonderful,

long, fulfilling orgasm for her. I had made my stepmother cum! I worked

her cunt more with my lips, alternately licking her clit and then

thrusting my tongue as deep inside her as I could manage. She loved

the way I did it and she came once again.

The time had come to fuck her, and I was certainly up to the

task. So was my stepmom. She later told me that she too, had had fantasies

about fucking me, but has always wanted me to make the first move. I'm

so glad I did!

My cock was rock hard and ready for the task at hand! Stepmom lay

back on her bed, she parted her legs and raised them as I sidled on

top of her. I looked at her lying there, naked and waiting for my cock

to enter her. I was naked on top of my stepmother and I was about to fuck

her! It was an incredibly erotic moment. My stepmom got me so hot when she

slid her hand down to my cock and guided me to her sweet hole. She

rubbed the tip against her click for a few moments, writhing.PG in

pleasure as she did so. Then, she slipped me inside. She was warm, wet

and wonderful. I closed my eyes as I slid in... deeper... deeper. I

drew back slowly, evenly, rhythmically. We were finally one. This

woman who had released me from the very spot I was now reentering! Who

said you can't go home again? We fucked for what seemed like hours. We

both came several times (with a short rest in between). The most

glorious moment came when my stepmom and I both came together.

I've never fucked anyone so long or so hard as I did my stepmom that

night! It was, by far, the most erotic sexual encounter I have ever

had. In the morning we awoke, kissed and talked about what we had done

the night before. There was no shame, only pleasure and happiness. Her

and I are closer than we've ever been, thanks to our little secret.

Now, I just can't wait to fuck her again!








Warm Stepmother

I'm a mature young man aged 18 years old. My Stepstepmother and I live alone

together and are very close. I'm able to discuss anything with her and

feel assured that she won't be judgmental or negative. Stepmother is a hard

worker and provides well for us. We are both affectionate and we hug

each other frequently. I have many time had sexual thoughts about stepmother,

but I knew that was normal and never discussed them with her.

One day last winter we had a terrible blizzard. Power lines

were damaged and we were stranded by the huge drifts. Our heat was

lost because of the power failure and it began getting real cold when

the sun set. The fire in the fireplace barely kept the temperature

above freezing. We knew we were going to be snowed in for at least two

or three days. We got to talking about Eskimos and how they slept

together , sharing body warmth, to keep from freezing. When it got

time to go to bed, stepmother suggested that we sleep together because she

didn't know how cold it was going to be and, without heat, we should

act like Eskimos.

I finished brushing my teeth and changing before stepmother did. I

got under the covers and waited. When she came out of the bathroom,

she had a long flannel nightdress on. She rushed toward the bed saying

that she hoped I had warmed it up for her. She got under the covers

and cuddled up to me. I rolled toward her and we hugged face to face.

Soon our legs were entwined and I felt real warm lying next to mother.

My penis was pressed against her lower stomach. Every time she moved

it grew. Before long I had a full fledged hard on. Stepmother didn't pull away

at all. We just continued hugging. I don't know how long it was before

I began a slow grinding and moved a little lower so that my hardness

was against her pubic mound, but she lifted her leg over my hip and

pressed toward me. I was a virgin and didn't know what to do, but what

I was doing felt real good. When I lowered my hand, I was surprised to

feel her bare thigh. I caressed her thigh for a while and eventually I

was rubbing her bare ass. I fully expected her to stop me any second,

but I had to keep exploring. It felt too good to stop. I got the idea

that it would feel good to have my penis between her legs so I pulled

a little away and freed my seven inch hard on from my pajamas and

positioned it between her legs. Her night dress was up to her waist by

now. All this time she never said a word nor made a move to stop me,

but she didn't really do any thing to show she was participating. The

top of my dick was now against her slit and as I slowly pumped my

hips, I could feel that she was getting wetter. After several minutes

of caressing her ass and sliding my prick along her slippery slit, stepmother

began to react. Her hips began slowly pumping. As we continued, I

began trying to find her opening. My lack of experience was apparent

and, to my surprise, stepmother reached down and guided my penetration with

her hand. It felt incredible and I began coming within seconds. But I

didn't get soft afterward. Stepmother kept her slow hip motion for several

minutes before she really started breathing hard. When she began a

soft moaning, I felt that I was going to come again. We were both

hugging each other and thrusting now. We soon collapsed from

exhaustion. I fell asleep then.

The power was on by the next morning. We got up and had a good

breakfast. Stepmother acted as if nothing had happened. I sensed she didn't

want to talk about it, so I tried to act as natural as I could.

Over a month passed and stepmother still hadn't mentioned anything,

but I thought about her sexy body constantly. One evening, I was

really horny. I was looking at stepmother's body and imagining what it looked

like under her clothes. When we finished the dishes, I reached out and

gave her a good hug. We were facing each other and my erection was

rubbing against her pubic mound. Stepmother just hugged me back, making no

effort to pull away from my slowly grinding penis. I said, "Stepmother, I

want to cuddle with you like an Eskimo tonight." She smiled as she

responded, "That would be nice, but Eskimos don't wear any clothes

when they sleep together. Would that bother you to be nude in front of

your mother?" "Not at all," I replied. Seemingly by mutual agreement,

but without saying it, we began getting ready for bed even though it

was still very early.

Standing beside the bed, stepmother began undressing. Following her

cue, I began removing my clothes. Stepmother's breasts were much larger than

I thought. Her nipples were large and protruded half an inch. As I

removed my underpants, I noticed her eyes locked on my very stiff

penis. My looking at her very full bush, caused my dick to pulse.

Saying she was cold, stepmother slipped under the covers and I joined her. We

hugged a minute and she rolled on her back. She said she wanted to

feel my hands exploring her. I began caressing her breasts and feeling

the nipples which were very erect. Before long I moved down to her

thighs and bush. She pushed her hips up as I explored her fat mound

with my fingers. As I ran my finger along her slippery slit she said

softly, "Kiss my nipples and suck them." I was really enjoying the

giving of pleasure. Stepmother told me she really missed sex and loved having

such a wonderful son to help her. Suddenly she yelled, "Oh my God, I'm

coming! Don't stop! I love it!" Her hips were pumping rapidly for a

good minute before she slowed down. Stepmother then told me to get on top of

her. She guided my penis into her wide open cunt and told me to let

myself go. Again, I didn't last long, but the pleasure of having my

mother hold me tight while I pumped a load of semen into her grasping

vagina was incredible.

The next morning was a Saturday, so we slept in late. When we

got up, stepmother walked toward the bathroom. I was enjoying the view of her

nude body when she turned and asked me if I was going to take a

shower. I followed her and we both pissed and then got in the shower.

Helping each other soap up soon had me excited. Stepmother was very playful

as she helped dry me off. She had me sit on the edge of the bed and

told me she was going to give my prick the attention it deserved. I

couldn't believe it when she got on her knees and began licking it as

if it were an ice cream bar. Within a few minutes she took the head

and half of its length in her mouth and slowly sucked. Her tongue on

the sensitive under side drove me crazy and I began moaning. That

caused her to double her efforts. She swallowed every drop as I

unloaded in her mouth. Stepmother then got on the bed and lay back with her

legs open. I could see her moist lips protruding. I looked up to see

stepmother smiling. She said, I know some young men don't like kissing

vaginas so you don't have to. But, I would love to show you how to

give me the same pleasure I just gave you. Without hesitation I

kneeled between her legs and put my lips to her cunt. I loved the

feminine odor. Stepmother told me where to lick, what to suck and how hard.

She had me slow down several times before she told me she was coming.

I had her clitoris and the skin around it between my lips and I was

pumping it by sucking then pressing. That really set her off. Her

excitement got me hard again and when she slowed down a little, I

mounted her. It was wonderful. We both pumped slowly for at least

fifteen minutes. The pleasure was superb. Stepmother told me that she was

going to come again and wanted me to come with her. I told her I was

also ready and we fucked hard for a few seconds and came strongly

together.

After resting a short time, stepmother told me she had never come

twice in such a short time nor had she ever had such strong orgasms.

She told me that I was a wonderful lover.








Wicked Stepmom

My father divorced my mother and married this gorgeous

girl closer to my age than his. Everything this

beautiful, sexy woman does turned me on, but she used

my desire for her against me and made my life

miserable. A story about the most sexually tormented

summer of my life, and how I turned it around in the

end. (MMF, reluc, voy, oral)

***

I have decided to share a story that I have not told

anyone in my entire life. After keeping this to myself

for so long, I can't believe I am going to finally

share it with the world over the internet.

I grew up a pretty normal guy in the 80's in the

suburbs of Phoenix, Arizona. My mom and dad were the

literal 'king and queen' of the prom in high school.

They married right after graduation and gave birth to

me, their only child one year later. Growing up my

mother dabbled in real estate and my father was an

airline pilot. We had a nice home with a basketball

court out front and a sprawling yard in back.

I can remember things being pretty good between my

parents until my sophomore year of high school. That's

when the fights started and my father moved out. A year

later they were divorced. I lived with my mom until

finishing high school. She took the divorce real hard

at first; had some REAL rough days. But by the time I

graduated, mom had pretty much picked up her life and

was moving on.

I left for college in California after high school and

during the spring semester of my freshman year dad

called to tell me he was getting remarried. Over the

next few months I got a number of pictures of Julia,

his 'intended'. She looked beautiful in the pictures,

but none of the pictures did her justice and I was

floored when I met her at the rehearsal dinner.

She was your classic hard-body hammer! She had the most

beautiful platinum-blond hair reaching half way down

her back. She had what I call 'nuclear-blue' eyes set

into a perfectly proportioned face. She had a cute

pointy nose and thin lips. Her skin was perfect, hardly

a blemish and a deep rich tan. Of course she was thin-

waisted with long tanned legs. And in this age of

perfectly 'fake' breasts, she sported perfectly 'real'

ones.

Stereotypically you could say she was my dad's 'trophy'

wife, but I associate that term with older men and my

dad was only 38 when they married. She was eleven years

younger than him, which put my stepmom closer to my age

than my father.

Like anyone who suddenly has a step parent I wasn't

sure how to treat my dad's new wife or how she was

going to treat me, but she started out pretty decent. I

guess it helped that I was living with my mother during

that first summer and only saw my stepmom and my pop

during occasional visits. But when we did get together

she didn't treat me like a kid or try to be my mother.

She treated me like a friend, which was cool. The hard

part for me was to not get a hard-on every time I

looked at her! She was undeniably a stone-cold fox;

every boys wet dream! However, and more importantly,

she was my father's WIFE and it was absolutely

imperative I mind my adolescent sex drive around her!

I went back to college my sophomore year and only saw

my family briefly during Christmas break. By agreement

I had told my folks that I would spend every other

summer with the other parent and my next summer was to

be spent at my father's house. He had moved across town

from where I grew up and picked up a sweet new place. A

two-story stucco home, beautifully appointed,

professionally landscaped with a pool and cabana in the

backyard. My room was on the second floor. I had my own

television and bathroom and a great view of the pool.

The summer started out well enough for me. I had landed

a decent summer job delivering pizzas, was in touch

with my buddies and didn't have much else to do but

hang out by the pool and enjoy life! I was a little

apprehensive living with my father and Julia but things

seemed to work out ok. I tried to stay out of their

way, especially when my father was home and just do my

own thing. For me, my biggest problem was trying to not

be caught staring at Julia, and that was becoming awful

damn hard.

Julia loved to walk around the house wearing a

transparent sarong with a bikini underneath. She would

be dressed like that all day. Her bikini tops were so

small they would barely cover her nipples and her full

breasts were always pouring over the sides of her top.

All too frequently I would catch glimpses of her with a

portion of her areola visible over the top of her

bikini.

Invariably, through the course of the day I would run

into her and see that her top had slipped completely

aside and she was going about her day with her firm

breast and pink nipple completely exposed! I can't tell

you how many times she would climb out of the pool with

her bikini askew; fumbling to tuck her breasts back

inside her top or adjusting the strings of her bottom

in order to re-cover her pubic mound.

At first I thought these were all simple accidents; I'd

never lived with girls before and assumed these things

just happen and I should learn to get used to it. But

after a few weeks, I began to suspect her actions were

deliberate. She would appear at breakfast in a low-cut

summer dress, bending over in front of me while

preparing her meal.

She would look me in the eye while carrying on an idle

conversation as if it were nothing. All the while it

was all I could do to maintain eye contact with her

knowing that just beyond my gaze were her perfect,

unfettered breasts and nipples in clear view, gently

swaying and begging to be noticed.

Often she would come into the living room while I was

watching TV and start applying lotion to her body. She

would stand next to me applying the lotion in long

smooth strokes, up her long, luxurious legs all the way

to her crotch. She would give slow, deliberate

attention to the rise of her pussy mound with her

lotioned hands while inadvertently offering glimpses of

her neatly trimmed pussy to my view. Her hands would

then dive into the top of her bikini, liberally

applying lotion to her breasts; those efforts

invariably causing her erect nipples to make an

appearance while I tried desperately to not notice.

But by far, the thing she would do that was most

unbearable was ask me to put suntan oil on her body at

the pool. The first time she did this my father was

standing nearby! She was in her bikini laying face down

on the lounger. I was sitting on the adjacent chair

when she lifted her hand while clutching a bottle of

suntan lotion and motioning me to put some on her.

I was not thrilled with the idea, but took the bottle

and started applying it to her feet. She did have the

smoothest skin I had ever felt and the muscle tone of

her calves and thighs was unbelievable. As my hands

reached her mid-thigh she spread her legs slightly

apart and my hands continued to move up.

My heart was pounding in my chest and my mind was in

turmoil as I reached the smooth skin of her upper

thigh. The thumb of my right hand was no more than an

inch from her pussy mound and my left hand was already

caressing the bottom of her small, firm ass. With a

grunt of resolve I raised both my hands, moved them

over her ass and started working the small of her back.

She gave her ass a little wiggle as I did this; as if

to taunt me for resisting temptation.

I moved my hands up her back, under the strap of her

bikini and along the edges of her shoulders. As my

fingers moved along her shoulder blades, she lifted her

shoulders up and I felt the swell of her breasts. My

hands followed her shoulders back down and more of her

breasts came under my fingers as she re-contacted the

lounge.

My cock immediately grew hard and my mind battled my

desire to let my fingers linger and, perhaps make

contact with her nipple. An agonizing second later I

let out a huge breath and somehow commanded my hands to

retreat and find refuge at the tops of her shoulder.

I then took a step back. I was uncontrollably horny and

could hardly stand the temptation I felt. I was

battling to not lust after my dad's wife, but it was a

fight I was definitely losing. I was now standing over

her with a raging hard-on in my swim shorts with my

father not more than twenty yards away! I so wanted to

roll her over, tear off her bikini and fuck her hard

right there! Instead I told her I was 'all done' and

headed for the house.

I can remember her calling behind me, offering me an

impassive 'thanks' as I scrambled towards my room. Once

inside I ran to my window and adjusted the slats of the

shades so I could look out without being seen. I peered

out my window and watched Julia as she reached behind

and undid the clasp of her top. That afternoon was only

the first of many when I would look down at my

stepmothers' body, my dick in my hand cumming all over

the floor with unabashed thoughts of fucking her.

As the summer wore on my desire for Julia became hard

to endure. I was glad for the days when I was busy at

work and was spared temptation. I loathed the days my

father was out of town on a trip and my desire became

difficult to control. And, to make all of this worse, I

became convinced she knew exactly what she was doing to

me.

One afternoon I found myself in the pool, the lower

half of my body immersed in the water, my hands hanging

onto the cement side as I stared at my stepmother. She

was sipping a drink while talking to her mother on a

cell phone. She had taken to laying face down on the

lounger with her bikini straps undone, her breasts

swelling at her sides. I had found it easier to keep my

lust in check with my lower region immersed in the cool

pool water, especially when my father was on a trip –

which he was that afternoon.

I swear Julia had been taunting me all day, playfully

laughing and giggling at me, running around in her

bikini, letting her breasts 'accidentally' spill out on

occasion, bending over and ensuring I caught site of

her from every possible angle at every opportunity. My

desire for her was truly piqued. I wanted to leave the

house; mitigate this temptation, but there was no way

that was going to happen. I wanted her so bad, I was so

tormented I simply could not think.

I remember I was looking at Julia with a dreamy lustful

look on my face when she ended her phone conversation,

turned and simply stared at me. Then, after a long

moment of silence, she jumped up, hastily fastening her

bikini behind her and made a dash for the pool. She

dove over my head and into the water. By the time I

turned to face her she had surfaced, turned and grabbed

my head in an attempt to dunk me under. I felt her legs

reach for mine as my arms reached for her. My feet were

on the bottom and I lurched up towards Julia who

screamed in delight and jumped back.

As I moved in towards her my crotch plowed into her

crotch and I pushed her towards the shallow end of the

pool. She reached out trying to grab my wrist with one

hand while splashing me furiously with the other. As my

crotch continued to thrust her body towards the shallow

end I reached behind her and pulled her semi-prone body

to the surface. It was then that I looked down and saw

that all her flailing had caused the top of her bikini

to fall down below her breasts.

Though the water splashed into my eyes I could see her

erect, pink nipples breaking through the surface of the

water pointing at me. With the arm I had behind her

back, I pulled Julia close to me and felt her nipples

make contact with my bare chest. My cock became fully

erect and thrust forward into her pelvis in a cry for

lustful relief.

Julia must have felt this because her splashing

subsided and she reached around and put her hand behind

my head. At the same time I slid my hand down under her

bikini bottom and I clutched her cool firm ass, my

fingers probing down between the cleft of her ass for

the back side of her pubic mound.

As my fingers reached around and gently touched the

rear of her pussy, Julia raised a leg and placed it

behind my back. My pelvis gave a thrust which caused

her to arch her head back and thrust her breasts deeper

into my chest. Her other hand completely stopped its

splashing and as my pelvis retreated from its' latest

thrust I felt Julia's hand quickly slide down the front

of my shorts and circle my insanely rigid cock. Her

fingers cupped my balls and my cock let go a quick

spasm. As my fingers reached further down the back of

Julia's ass in search of the coveted entrance to her

pussy I heard a door slam. At the same time Julia's

hand tore out from inside my shorts and slammed hard

against my chest.

"Oh, oh – what are you doing?" she sputtered.

I looked at her with incredulity; what did she mean?

It was then that I saw her look desperately over her

shoulder towards the house and feel her push away from

me with great resolve.

"What are you doing?" she spat, "get your hands off of

me! How dare you? How dare you? What is your problem?

I'm your, I'm your mother! Your step mother!" she

cried.

She quickly backpedaled toward the stair at the shallow

end of the pool. Fixing her bikini top and looking at

me with distain and disgust. With one of her breasts

returned to the safety of her bikini top and one still

exposed she climbed out of the pool as – her mother

entered the back yard.

With all the righteous indignation she could muster she

turned to me, screaming that she had never been so

insulted in her whole life! Asked how I could even

think of such a thing let alone DO such a thing! With

vile contempt she leaned over the pool and spat a

vicious and serious threat to tell my father I had a

serious problem and should see a shrink. Her tirade

continued at full volume for two minutes. All the time

with one breast exposed; her nipple bouncing as she

shook and yelled. Finally she turned around, adjusted

her top and walked away. Her mother shot a horrified

glance at me as Julia took her by the arm and escorted

her inside.

I stood in the pool – completely dumbfounded.

I stole out of the pool shortly after they went inside

and spent the evening at a friend's house. I returned

home after I knew Julia would be asleep and didn't see

her again until late that next morning.

She came out to the kitchen a completely different

person! She walked in wearing – shorts and a Tee shirt.

No bikini! She proceeded to tell me how shocked she was

at my behavior and was unable to believe I would make

advances towards her. She stated she was so embarrassed

that her mother happened to stop by and witness my lewd

advance. She told me I had better shape up, learn to

control myself and behave. She said that from then on

things were going to be way different in the house.

I had to treat her with absolute respect; do whatever

she said or my father would be told and she would see

to it I was out of the house. She said my father loved

her and would rather disown me than lose her. She said

he would certainly withhold any future financial

contribution to my college education and I would be out

of luck and on my own.

I could not believe what I was hearing! In my heart I

felt certain my father wouldn't do all that to me. But

I also knew my father was a very different man since

marrying Julia. He was very possessive of her. And, in

one regard Julia was absolutely right. While I loved my

father, he is very quick to judgment and if he believed

what Julia had to say he would definitely cut me off

and excommunicate me without a second thought.

In short; Julia had me where she wanted me and I was

totally fucked.

I was absolutely dumbstruck with what had happened.

Julia had been playing me all summer! She had been

deliberately teasing me; driving me crazy with desire,

leading me on. She probably knew what I was doing the

afternoons I spied on her from my room. She probably

'got off' on the affect she had on me. So why the

sudden and extraordinary 'about face'? Why had she

turned on me?

I didn't understand; but I soon would.

Julia had me where she wanted me and planned on taking

advantage of it. From that day, life with my stepmom

was whole different world. It was a living hell. I

lived in fear of making her mad, lest she talk to my

father. Every day she would bark orders with things for

me to do. She lived in that house without ever lifting

a finger; I did all the work! I did all the dishes and

took out the garbage. I did all the shopping, even

clothes shopping for her. I had to wash her Mercedes

every day. Whenever she would spot me in the pool or

watching TV she would dream up some shit for me to do.

Whenever she didn't want me around, she told me to

leave. She had me scared and she had me angry. Needless

to say, I grew to hate her.

Towards the end of the summer I would spend all the

time I could away from home. I would never try to relax

or swim in the pool unless I knew she was gone. I was

even reluctant to have friends over. However, during

the second week of August two of my college fraternity

brothers arrived in Phoenix and wanted to stop by for a

visit. They were on their way back to California and

were making a road trip of it. One of the guys was

Charlie, a nice if not dumpy fraternity brother who

helped me survive my physics classes. The other was

Pete, a true leader of the frat; tall, with long black

hair who was on the school swim team and had every inch

a swimmers body.

Pete said the two of them were coming to the house for

a visit and he wasn't going to take no for an answer.

And, they did. Julia was away, but I wasn't sure where

she was or how long she would be gone. The guys came

over and wasted no time jumping in the pool. I had to

admit it was nice having those guys over and I was able

to relax and enjoy myself; something I hadn't been able

to do for weeks!

Of course, after the guys had been there for an hour we

got into serious discussions at the deep end of the

pool. I told them the problem I was having with my

stepmother. They couldn't believe it. And just as I was

in the middle of telling the tale, Julia marched into

the back yard. She approached with quick deliberate

steps but slowed when she realized I had company.

"I'm back, my car is dirty, and I want you to wash it

now. Who are these guys?" she asked.

I explained who they were. She was nonplused. "I want

you to wash my car – now! You have work to do, go." And

as if to add insult to injury she scoffed and said,

"Your friends can stay."

With that I shrugged my shoulders and started climbing

out of the pool. Charlie got out behind me with Pete

close behind. Julia was standing by my towel. I grabbed

it and quickly walked passed her. Charlie gave Julia a

polite greeting as he passed. But Pete walked right up

to her, addressing her full-on no more than a foot away

and gave her his "Hello". He stood almost a full foot

over Julia. He was a mountain of tanned muscle, thinly

covered by his Speedo swimsuit. Julia took Pete in and

appeared to blush. She stuttered for a second and

slowly restated that my friends – were welcome to stay.

I didn't even give the comment a second thought and

continued walking towards the house. Charlie turned to

Julia and gave her polite thanks and told her he needed

to leave. Pete stood there looking down at Julia with a

wry smile. He then called out telling me to start

washing the car; he'd come help me in a bit.

Charlie bade me farewell as I got the bucket and hose

from the garage. I spent the better part of a half hour

grudgingly washing Julia's car and wondering where the

hell Pete was. I was just about to go find out when

Pete emerged through the front door.

"That stepmother of yours is one hell of a woman; quite

the babe." Pete said. "Jesus, she is hot. If she wasn't

your stepmother, sorry dude, but I would be all over

that. And I think... I think she'd be into it."

I just glared at Pete. I couldn't believe he said that.

He had to be fuckin' joking!

"Whoa, sorry dude," he said, "just tellin' ya how it

is."

Pete said he and Julia hung out making small talk after

I left, but her eyes were rarely on his face. He said,

they sat on the lounger talking and laughing when,

without warning, her hand landed on his thigh. As they

talked she started causally stroking his leg. She was

hunched over as she talked and Pete sat enjoying the

view of her shapely, soft tits; all but the nipple in

plain view.

The sight of her tits and the stroking of his leg

caused his cock to come alive until the tip was peeking

out the top of his Speedo. Of course, Pete knew how to

take advantage of this development. He claimed it's an

old swimmers 'trick' to let his cock escape his Speedo

around the girls of the swim team; lets you know who's

interested. Pete said Julia was interested! She kept

stroking his leg while babbling and staring at his

growing member.

"The woman wanted me, dude" he told me. "It's just a

fact."

With that he winked, turned and headed to his car.

"Call me before you head for California."

I finished cleaning the Mercedes thinking about what

Pete had said. I began to wonder who the hell Julia

really was. What was up with her anyway? Was she hot

for Pete or does she think she has some plan for using

him too? Was she just a fucking horn dog? Was she just

someone who got off on using and abusing men? Did she

truly love my father or was she just a gold digging

bitch?

I definitely needed to get some answers - and that

evening I devised the plan to do just that!

The next morning I called Pete and told him how bad I

felt about not being able to hang out during his visit

and told him he should stop by later in the day. He

agreed and arrived just after I got home from work.

Julia was in her typical position on the lounger when

Pete and I strolled into the backyard. As we approached

the pool she sat up and scowled at me.

Her breath caught short when she saw Pete, but she

quickly regrouped and started in with her typical rant.

"What... what are you home from work already? Good, you

can get started on the house work! I've got a mountain

of laundry for you to do. And I want you to scrub the

bathrooms. Have you done the grocery shopping yet?"

I tried to explain to her that Pete was leaving for

school soon and just came by to hang out with me for

the afternoon. Julia looked over and up at Pete and I

watched her check him out. Her eyes started at his legs

and worked their way up. They paused at his Speedo,

taking in the bulge of his crotch. She tried to speak

as her eyes roamed up past his swimmer's stomach and

stopped at his well developed chest.

"Well... well you have to get the shopping done," she

stammered absentmindedly "...you need to get the, ah,

groceries now."

I studied the stare Julia was giving Pete, then looked

at Pete. I shrugged my shoulders. "Sorry dude," I said,

"You can come join me if you want."

Pete was about to reply when Julia did for him. "If you

don't waste your time goofing around at the market it

shouldn't take you much more than an hour to get the

things I want. Pete can wait for you."

Pete was rather surprised by her quick response. I

wasn't. I gave Pete a look of feigned chagrin. "Pete,

"this will take a while, but I'll be back as soon as I

can. You might a well stay."

With that I shot a look of distain at Julia, turned,

and entered the house. Instead of heading through to

the garage I went up to my room, adjusted the slats of

my window and sat down on my bed.

I carefully peered out the window and what I expected

to happen did not take long. Julia stood very close to

Pete. I couldn't hear what was said but I saw her throw

her head back in girlish laughter while squeezing

Pete's arm. Finally Pete laughed, took two giant

strides and threw himself headlong into the pool. Julia

laughed and ran after him taking a shallow dive into

the water. Using long powerful strokes Pete pulled

himself to the far end of the pool.

He turned and watched Julia swim directly towards him.

As she approached, Pete dove down and started swimming

back underneath her. Julia saw him dive and reached out

in an attempt to grab him. Her hands struck the small

of his back as he swam by and her fingers caught the

edge of his Speedo. Pete's suit slid part way off his

ass as Julia tightened her grip, her fingers reaching

between the cracks of his firm ass.

Pete felt his suit sliding down and immediately turned

up for the surface. He broke the surface between

Julia's legs, his eyes staring down on her smooth

bikini covered ass. As Pete felt his suit slip further

down his legs, he reached out and grabbed Julia's

bottoms and with one swift motion pulled them down to

her knees. This action caused Julia to release her grip

on Pete's trunks and reach for her own.

But before she could grab her suit Pete shot his hands

between her legs and quickly jammed his thumb up

between her pussy lips and into her exposed vagina.

Julia let out a scream as she felt Pete's thumb impale

her pussy. The shock was so sudden and unexpected she

was thrown off balance and reached out to Pete's broad

shoulders for support.

As Julia was distracted by the sudden shot of pleasure

coursing through her loins she was unable to react when

Pete took his other hand and grabbed the front of her

bikini top and pulled it down to her waist. He then

grabbed her exposed breast and started to firmly fondle

it, his fingers pinching and releasing the nipple.

Julia was overwhelmed by these sudden and strong

sensations and she felt her body respond to the

pleasure. She stopped groping for her bikini bottoms

and found herself starting to thrust against the hand

buried inside her pussy. She threw her head back and

let out a gasp as Pete's fingers continued their

assault on her nipples.

Seeing Julia surrender to his ministrations Pete used

his foot to pull her bikini bottoms down and off her

body. The release of her suit caused her legs to spread

and Pete slid his body in between. His hands continued

their assault on Julia's pussy, causing wave after of

wave of pleasure to course through her body as he

paddled the two of them to the shallow end of the pool.

When Pete's feet touched the bottom of the pool he

removed his hand from inside Julia's wanting body and

finished removing his swim suit.

His eight inch cock sprang out from beneath the fabric

and made a splash as it broke the surface of the water.

Wasting no time, Pete maneuvered Julia to the stairs at

the shallow end of the pool and raised her hips until

they were just out of the water. Pete could see the

waterlogged wisps of blond pubic hair as her pussy

broke the surface, the lips parted and swollen from his

attention. He then firmly grabbed the cheeks of her

buttocks and spread her legs wide. With wild lust in

his eyes he looked directly at Julia.

"Do you want me to fuck you?" he growled, "Do you want

my cock deep inside your pussy?"

Julia let out a dazed, guttural response but before she

could formulate a cogent reply Pete tightened his grip

on her ass and threw her body at his pelvis plunging

his cock deep inside Julia in one quick, hard thrust.

Julia let out a piercing scream of pleasure as she felt

his cock split her lips and sink deep into her cunt.

The feeling was so overwhelming Julia lost all control.

The lusty bitch inside her came alive and threw itself

at Pete.

She bucked wildly into his body, taking all he had to

give. She reveled in the feeling of his thick hard cock

ramming itself deep into her sex. She threw her arms

around his broad back and let her fingers sink deep

into his back. She pulled herself up out of the water

and against his chest in an attempt to become one with

him.

Pete took this opportunity to wrap his arms around her

back and skillfully lift her out of the pool. He

carried her into the cabana without letting his cock

slip out of her pussy. He gently laid her down on one

of the benches and, using the wall for leverage,

resumed pistoning his cock in and out of Julia's sex.

The friction he initially felt while fucking her began

to ease as Julia's pussy released a steady stream of

fluid. Pete lowered his head and took one of Julia's

nipples in his mouth as Julia let out a moan of lustful

pleasure.

As the flow of juice from Julia's pussy dripped past

the lips of her engorged pussy, down the back of her

ass and onto the cabana floor, Pete got into a rhythm

and started penetrating Julia with deep hard thrusts.

Julia responded by grabbing his hair with both hands

and wrapping her legs tightly around his back. Pete let

out a deep guttural growl as he felt his seed build up

at the base of his cock. He rose up and grabbed Julia's

breasts with both hands.

He let out a primal scream as he felt the first blast

of cum rush up the length of his shaft and spray the

back of Julia's cunt. The thrust he gave was so great

that Pete lost his balance and the two intertwined

bodies began to fall to the floor. Pete's ass touched

the cold floor as the second spurt left the tip of his

cock, half spraying inside her womb and half spilling

out between her lips and onto her pubic mound.

In the throes of her lust, Julia felt the two of them

fall to the floor and felt Pete's cock spill out from

between the lips of her sex. She quickly looked down

between their legs and saw white pearls of his seed

spurt out the tip of his cock and onto his taught

stomach. Not wanting to lose any of his passion, Julia

released her grip on Pete and twisted herself around.

She thrust her head into Pete's crotch and started

licking the spilled cum from his body. As she did,

Pete's spasming cock brushed against her cheek.

She instinctively moved her face in the direction of

the touch and wrapped her lips around his still

spurting member. She swallowed his escaping fluid as

she forced her head down on his still rigid organ. Pete

let out a moan of pleasure as he felt his cock hit the

back of Julia's throat. He stole a look down and took

in the unparalleled sight of a beautiful blond head

bobbing up on down on his rod. He reached out and

grabbed two fistfuls of Julia's blond mane and pushed

her further down on his cock.

He watched her ass squirm in painful pleasure as he

forced his cock deeper into Julia's throat. He watched

her chest buck and heave as the tip of his cock

triggered her gag reflex and she started to choke. He

pushed her head down one last time and thrust his cock

deep into the back of Julia's throat as he released the

last of his seed into her convulsing body.

Pete held Julia's head on his cock, his balls pressed

up against her chin as the first trickle of vomit

escaped from the sides of her mouth. After the last

ounce of his seed was spent, he let go of Julia's hair

and she fell back sputtering and choking and gasping

for air. Pete fell back in a rush of pleasure, watching

Julia cough and choke. He could see cum oozing out from

between her legs and spittle dripping from her mouth

and nose. A wry smile came to his face as he looked at

her. And, after taking a moment to regain her senses,

Julia gave Pete a fragile, dazed smile and laid her

heaving spent body on top of his.

Thinking about it now, I guess it wasn't necessary for

me go the extra mile, but when I left the house I went

out front to the driveway and drove my car around the

block. I made sure to race the engine, making as much

noise as possible as I returned back home a minute

later. I met Pete as I walked the path towards the

backyard. He came scurrying out, a bit out of breath

while buttoning his shirt.

"Hey, ah, hi," he sputtered as we met, "hey, I gotta

get going. It was great to see you, sorry we didn't

have much time to connect, but I should probably hit

the road. I'll see you next week back on campus."

We shook hands; he smiled, winked at me and continued

in a rush to his car. I smiled back at him as he roared

away from the curb. I continued on to the backyard

which I found quiet and empty, as I expected. Julia had

stolen into the house while I was talking to Pete.

I didn't see Julia until the next morning. I was

downstairs eating breakfast when she padded into the

kitchen. At first she seemed to have difficulty looking

me in the eye, but then pulled herself together and

started in on me.

"I... I don't know what your problem is but where the

hell are the groceries?" she spat. "And you did a

shitty job cleaning my car yesterday, I want you to

clean it again... inside and out and I want you to take

my clothes to the cleaners. And don't even THINK about

going out to the pool! I'm going to be out tanning all

day and I don't want to even SMELL you out there!"

She stood glaring at me with her arms folded underneath

her heaving, tanned bikini-clad breasts.

I rose slowly from my seat and looked her in the eye.

"Julia," I said with a long pause, "Fuck you!"

With that I reached into my backpack and pulled out a

copy of the videotape I had made of her and Pete at the

pool the day before. I slammed the tape down on the

table in front of her, flipped her the bird and walked

out of the room.


My stepmothers love

My name is Eric and I was thirty-five years old when my

father died. To say his death hurt would be an

understatement. It was truly devastating. Although it

was a difficult time, I was fortunate in that I had my

stepmother to help me through this period. As I'll say

more then once in this story, Janice had raised me from

my early teenage years. My real mother had died when I

was so young that the only mother that I knew was

Janice. I thought of her as my mother not a stepmother.

That's important to this story. I should add one more

thing. It was a rare day that I didn't lock myself in

my room and jack off thinking about how wonderful it

would be to fuck Janice.

I missed my dad, but my stepmother and I, mutually

supported one another through our shared pain. My

father was a man in every sense of the word. His last

few years had broken him down to a shadow of what he

had been before his illness. I'm sure that his sickness

had all but eliminated the enjoyment of sex.  Without a

doubt, the inability to sexually enjoy one another must

have been a "mountain of difficulty" for both of these

wonderful people.  I probably should apologize for

certain of my more "earthy" thoughts, but I would be

less then candid if I didn't admit that the thought of

Janice's ripe body turned me on in a big way.

Even more candidly, I can't ever remember feeling any

other way! It wasn't just that she was "full figured"

(which she was); it was more the aurora of sexuality

that surrounded her. I'm sure that she didn't know how

she effected men, but she had a certain sex appeal that

caused her to be a "man magnet." This was a woman who

was in her early sixties, but "wow" what a body! In

addition to her big-breasted hourglass figure, she had

the classic face and blonde hair of a Doris Day.

It is important to say that we all know women who revel

in the fact that they are sexy in appearance and they

enjoy flaunting their beauty. Certainly my stepmother

possessed the looks and body that was capable of

"stopping traffic", but she was "delightfully"

unassuming in the way she conducted her everyday life.

Because she had been so focused on my father, I'm sure

that she had never really noticed the effect that she

had on other men. More importantly, until his passing,

she hadn't really cared.

After the funeral people were coming and going and to

tell you the truth it was a relief when the last person

left and Janice and I were alone in her house.  My

father had left my stepmother in a position where she

didn't have to worry about bills for the rest of her

life. At the time of my father's death, Janice was in

her early sixties. As I said, she looked as though she

was twenty years younger. I know that I just mentioned

her incredibly sexy body, but I would like to touch on

just a few more things.

For instance, it certainly stretches the imagination to

say that a woman that in her sixty's is "sexy", but

Janice was... no question about it. It was not that she

was slender because she wasn't. In fact she was a

little bit over weight, but I have to say that she

carried her "extra pounds" smoothly and with an

undeniable grace. She had large full breasts that I

frequently furtively observed as they swayed

provocatively through her blouses. Sometimes she wore

those soft "natural look" bras and I could see her

nipples poking through the material of her dress. As

erotic as her breasts could be, it was her unbelievably

sexy crotch that really blew my mind.

Sometimes when she wore a tight pair of jeans you could

see the pouting lips of her pussy through the fabric

and it would . . . almost . . . drive me crazy! I would

run to the bathroom, lock the door and wrap my hand

tightly around my cock. As I feverishly pumped away I

envisioned what it would be like to slip my fingers

between the swollen lips of her cunt. Many were the

times that I stroked my hard cock to a powerful orgasm

thinking of her pussy.

Countless times I mentally replayed the fantasy of

driving my tongue into her wet, hot, moist channel. I

could almost taste her pungent sex juices. I will never

forget the times when she would give me a casual hug or

a little kiss as I left to run an errand. That brief

moment of affection would cause my ten-inch cock to

stiffen up so that it felt like I had a baseball bat in

my pants. I'm sure that in our brief embraces that

Janice must have felt the outline of my hardon through

our fabric covered sex organs. Deep in my psyche, I

wanted her cunt to feel my lust. I wanted her to think

of me as a possible "fuck partner."

If you haven't guessed, I wanted to fuck my stepmother

so badly that it almost constantly occupied my mind. I

wanted to suck on her big tits, caress their firmness

and then to bury my throbbing, wet cock in her pussy. I

wanted to watch her mouth suck on my cock and hear the

moist sounds of her slurping mouth.  I wanted to hear

her whisper in my ear about men that she had fucked and

to feel my cock stiffen at the thought of her spreading

her thighs for some nameless stranger. In other words

what I wanted was those things that seemed to be

destined never to happen.

It is sometimes strange how those things that you most

wish for . . . happen and I am equally happy to report

that sometimes everything works out exactly as you

hoped! (Contrary to popular opinion.)

I had always wanted to go back to my roots, which were

in Wisconsin and visit those places where my Dad had

grown up. I told Janice that I was going to take a

couple of weeks off from work and drive back there.

Visit the places that my Dad had told me about and just

do a lot in terms of memory cleansing. Janice surprised

me by saying that not only was that a wonderful idea,

but she would like to go along with me. Go along, if

she wouldn't be an extra burden on the trip. She even

volunteered to pick up the travel expenses like the

gas, hotel rooms, etc. That sounded more then just

wonderful, so it was heartfelt when I said, "Sure, why

not. It would be nice to have someone to talk with on

the trip and the time together would give us the

opportunity to get to better know one another."

While planning our trip, Janice surprised me by saying,

"Look, I've been thinking ... I know that could be

dangerous," she laughed at her putdown of herself and

continued, "but we're both sophisticated adults and you

are my son.  Actually my Stepson, but still you are my

son. What I'm getting at is that it sounds foolish to

me to waste money on separate motel rooms. Let's get

one room with two beds and we can spend the extra money

on really nice meals." I thought that "wow" that was a

hell of an idea! I also immediately thought that I knew

enough that when "opportunity knocked I should get up

and answer the door!"

Little did I realize, but opportunity had . . . indeed,

knocked.  That night, I locked my bedroom door so that

I would have the needed privacy for one of my favorite

moments. Years ago I had found some old Polaroid's that

my Dad had taken of Janice when she was in her

thirties. The picture that I took was of a nude Janice.

(Later when I went back to revisit the picture trove, I

found that Dad had removed them.) She was sitting in a

lounge chair with her legs spread. She had a sultry

smile that made the picture come alive with a not too

subtle sexuality.

At her pictured youthful age I could see that her

beautiful breasts possessed a sensual firm meatiness. I

would stare at the picture and pretend that she was

posing for me. I would rub her picture along my cock

and envision what it must have felt like to my Dad when

she sucked his cock. As my sexual fantasy increased in

intensity I would speed up the stroking of my meat

until a fountain of white cream spurted across the

room. It was a wonderful feeling, but I wanted the real

thing! I had to ravish my mother's body!

Departure day was beautiful! The sun was out and we had

absolutely no timetable. We both chattered endlessly

about nothing of any importance as we headed East

towards Wisconsin. During the afternoon, Janice grew

tired and curled up on the seat next to me and fell

asleep. I kept myself awake by letting my eyes

occasionally drift to the rise and falls of her opulent

breasts. As we crossed into Eastern Oregon, I heard on

the local radio station that there was a large rain and

lighting storm moving across and into the area where we

were traveling.

I gently shook Janice awake and shared with her the

information that I had just heard on the radio. Shaking

the drowsiness from her head she opened up the road map

and after a few moments of figuring out where we were,

she said, "The town of Le Grande is only ten miles

ahead. Why don't we find a place to stay there and

forget about driving though the storm?" I said, with a

grin of agreement "Sounds like a hell of a plan. You're

right . . . we're in no big rush. Keep your eyes peeled

for a motel."

Wouldn't you know it? La Grande had a rodeo in town and

every motel-hotel was filled to the over flowing. As

you know, these moments can be exasperating and as we

drove out of town there was one last motel and that

motel had a NO VACANCY sign posted. I told Janice, "I

don't care, I'm going to stop, they may be filled up,

but at least I can ask them if they have any idea where

we can find a room."

I pulled the car up to the front office and went in to

the lobby. This very nice elderly lady said that if we

didn't mind they had one rather "unusual unit" left. It

might not be a room that we wanted, because it was

their Honeymoon Suite. I told her "I don't care what it

was. A room is a room is a room. We'll take it!"

Carrying the luggage, I followed Janice into the

"Honeymoon Suite" and I could hear her giggle. "I can't

believe it! Look there is a mirror on the ceiling and

then I hear her in the bathroom "…and the bathtub

is shaped like a heart." As I sat down the luggage, I

heard her somberly say, "Unfortunately, there is only

one bed. I hope that you don't mind." I thought to

myself, "Mind.  Hell, I couldn't think of anything

better then the opportunity to slip between the sheets

with my sexual fantasy."

She pulled back the bed cover and said, "Can you

believe it. The sheets are that slippery satin

material." Janice put a lingering hand on my arm and

facetiously said, "I promise, I'll try and stay on my

side. Although, these sexy sheets," she laughed. "They

will make it hard to keep from sliding into your arms"

Evidently this thought really hit her funny bone . . .

"What would you do with an old half naked broad like me

in your arms." As she turned away to start unpacking I

thought, "I would fuck your brains out, that's what I

would do!"

Soon after we had unpacked the rainstorm moved in. We

dashed through the rain to the Motel dining room and

had a very enjoyable prime rib dinner. It turned out

that with our "honeymoon suite package" there was

included a very nice honeymoon dinner. The dinners

included a bottle of red wine that along with a couple

of cocktails resulted in a rather "wobbly" dash back

through the rain to the haven of our room.

As we entered the room, the cumulative effects of the

alcohol caused Janice to lose her balance and she

stumbled into my arms. I could feel the raise and fall

of her large breasts against my chest. I had on only a

lightweight short sleeve shirt. The softness of her

breasts was wonderful. It was impossible not to notice

the sexual overtones of the moment. She blushed and put

her hands against my chest, "Thanks baby."

Then she noticed my sculpted chest muscles and ran her

hand thoughtfully across my chest. "To bad you're so

young and too bad I'm your mother." She laughed and

said, "I think that we've both had too much to drink.

Let's go to bed so that we can get an early start

tomorrow." The moment of truth had arrived. Thankfully,

Janice handled the "going to get ready for bed" event

in a logical manner. "You use the bathroom. Then while

I'm using the bathroom, you can get in bed. Then I'll

come out of the bathroom and I'll get in bed."

She started to sing a sultry version of "strangers in

the night." Obviously the alcohol was working in my

favor.

I smiled and said, "I'll go first." I went into the

bathroom and took a piss. I optimistically washed off

my cock."

What I didn't know that in the other room (I learned

this later) Janice was thinking, "I wonder if he washes

his cock after he's done? I wonder if it's big?"

At that moment I came out and couldn't understand why

she was giggling. However not wishing to destroy the

delightful silliness of the evening I jauntily said,

"Next!" Janice slipped into the bathroom with her

little bag of toiletries and I waited.

The bathroom door opened and Janice came out clad only

in a slip. My cock stiffened as I saw her large tits

silhouetted through the gossamer fabric of her slip. I

could see the dark aureoles that surrounded her rock

hard nipples. I don't know what caused her nipples to

erect, but I was enjoying the sight.  Janice stopped by

the bureau to take out her contacts. Taking them out

she paused to rub her eyes and then she moved over to

her side of the bed.

As she pulled back the light cover, she grinned and

said "Lights out and move over, Eric. Your Mother needs

some room."

I gave her my best smile and said "No problem!"

As she slid into bed she moved her body comfortably

against me and said, "Can a girl get a little goodnight

kiss?"

I responded by gently kissing her on her cheek just

then there was a tremendous sound of thunder and an

accompanying lighting bolt lit up the room. Janice

instinctively plastered her body against mine. There

suddenly erupted a rolling series of deafening

thunderclaps. Janice sobbed "hold me I'm scared

shitless! " I could feel her fingernails dig into my

back and she had thrown one leg around my hips, which

pressed her pussy against my stiffening cock.

Her breasts were crushed against my chest and my arms

were clenched around her back. As she desperately

clutched at my body, I could feel no bra strap, which

meant that it was her thinly covered breasts that I

felt against my chest. I could feel the rigid nubbins

of her nipples against my chest. She didn't seem too

notice, or at least she pretended not to notice, but I

softly moved my hands in a circular motion, which

covered her back and down to the crack in her beautiful

ass.  She buried her head into my shoulder. My lips

were against her neck.

As the thunder abated, I took one hand and tilted up

her chin. Her eyes were

closed when I pressed my trembling lips against her

lips. At first her mouth was

still. Then I felt her resistance weaken and her sexy

mouth moved in increasing

fervor against mine. Our lips parted and I felt her

tongue drive deep into my

mouth. She suddenly realized what she was doing . . .

she stopped and tried to

push me away. "Oh my God! Eric, you're my son. There's

thirty years difference

between us . . . I could be your grandmother!"

I was scared at the thought of  what I was about to do,

but there was no turning back in my mind. My hard cock

was wedged against her pussy lips and I moved my hips

forward to rub against her sex. I heard her gasp and

then I felt that first tentative response of her pussy

moving against my throbbing cock. I didn't want her to

think that my cock pressing against her cunt was an

accident. I rubbed my hardon insistently against her

pussy. I knew that I was pushing her silk panty fabric

back into her wet cunt. At that moment, I decided that

there would be no turning back. I whispered into

Janice's ear, "I've come to a decision." I heard her

defiant and muffled voice say, "I don't know if I want

to hear that decision."

I held her tightly and said, "I am going to fuck you

and you have a decision to make." The shock of my words

forced her to once again react by trying to rip herself

out of my arms, but her resulting struggle did her no

good. I couldn't believe the words that I heard

tumbling out of my mouth, "You can choose one of two

ways.  Either way is going to result in our fucking."

I had crossed the river of illicit passion. I had to

enjoy my mother's body and one way or another that was

going to happen.

"I am going to fuck you Mom." (True, she was my

stepmother, but to me she was mom and the thought of

incest only heightened the awareness of what I was

intent on doing.) "Option one is to resist me and then

I am simply going to tease you.  Option two is that you

just lay back and let me enjoy fucking you." I could

feel a very gradual relaxation of her stiffened body. I

didn't move as I waited for her verbal explosion. Once

again life surprised me. Against my neck, I heard

Janice's muffled voice say, "You forgot to mention

option three." I gentled released some of the pressure

of my arms on her body "Option three.

What's Option three?

Janice raised her head from my shoulder and gazed

directly into my eyes and in a very soft sexy voice

said, "You may find this hard to believe, but I have

had some incredibly sexy thoughts about the possibly of

our fucking. Not making love, that can come later . . .

right now I need you to satisfy my hot pussy with your

hard cock." Her hand slid down between my legs and

grasped my hard on and stroked it to an incredible

hardness. "How would you like to bury this beauty in

your mommy's gray haired cunt?"

I stared at her in complete disbelief at what I had

just heard.

An impish grin spread across her face as she said,

"Hay, when you're in your sixties you are just never

sure when 'this time, might be the last time.' Now ...

give me a good hard fuck!"

Her face moved to meet mine and once again our lips

meshed in a soft, moist and passionate kiss. Different

from our first kiss, this one was from the heart.  It

was born out of our mutual needs for a physical

joining. It was a moment that seemed to stretch to an

eternity of moments.

Our lips broke apart and I heard Janice say, "I've

watched you sneak peaks at my tits for years. Now I

want to show them to you . . . they're yours to enjoy.

Put your hands on my breasts. I want you to squeeze my

tits! Squeeze them hard!"

Needing no more encouragement, I let my hands roam

across her silk covered breasts. Their incredible

firmness served only to increase my lust. Our bodies

moved as though they intended to eternally fuse our

bodies together.

I heard Janice moan in a passion from the depths of her

soul, "I need a cock . . . any cock . . . so bad. I

haven't had any sex in years. I hope that my pussy

hasn't rusted shut!"

That comment caused us both to laugh and I told her

"Don't worry, if it's rusted shut I've got the tool to

bust through any and all resistance." It was apparent

that that type of talk just turned her on all the more.

Her arms were around my neck as her mouth moved to my

ear.

I heard her throaty whisper of "I love 'fuck talk'. I

want you to talk dirty to your mommy. Will you do that

for me son?"

I had a hard time speaking as I answered, "Yes . . . I

love to tell you all the things that I want to do to

you. I have thought about this opportunity so many

times. I plan to plunge my cock into your mouth, your

cunt and finally, I'm going to fuck you in the ass."

Mom grinned at me and mockingly said, "My you do have

an aggressive and bold agenda. Is there anything else

that your whore mother can do for you?" I replied, "as

a matter of fact I am also really looking forward to

having oral sex with you." I moved my hands from the

small of her back to cup her generous ass cheeks. I

squeezed them and laughingly reflected that, "all my

life I have watched men looking at those huge tits that

you have. Now . . . they are mine to enjoy. I want you

to strip . . . let's see those tits. Also, since I'm

making out my verbal wish list, I have always

fantasized about watching you suck your own nipples."

My sex talk seemed to put Janice into a trance like

state and I knew that this would be the first of many

steamy fuck sessions.  She suddenly dropped to her back

and pulled her knees up to her chest. With a wanton

wiggle, she pulled off her panties and threw them

against the wall. She giggled, "I would have bet that

they would've stuck there."

In one smooth movement, Janice moved to a kneeling

position. A smile crossed her lips as she pulled up her

slip and her lush, heavy breasts, released from the

confines of her slip, slapped against her chest. She

dropped her slip to the bedroom floor.  With her hands,

she cupped each of her voluptuous tits and leaned

forward... her voice was husky in the passion of the

moment. "Would my son like to suck his Mommy's tit's?"

Her hands squeezed the full ripe mounds and went on

... "Mommy's nipples are very sensitive and they need

attention."

My dreams came true as my lips encircled her nipples

and I sucked the tits that I had so often dreamed

about. As I removed my mouth from one breast to move to

another, she pushed me back. "Ops, almost forgot. I

have one more neat little surprise. I made you promise

to talk dirty to me. It's only fair that I return that

favor in spades. Tonight I want to be your whore and I

want you to be my young and virile stud. I want to

think of you as my real son and I want you to fuck your

mother without a rubber. I want to feel your virile cum

spurting into my ripe womb. The symbolism of your bald

headed cock ramming into mommy's pussy will cause", she

chuckled. "will cause some orgasms on my part. Part of

that intense feeling that I want us to share is the

fantasy that you are going to commit the ultimate

incest act. You're going to make your Mother pregnant

with your potent seed.  When I feel you pumping jets of

hot cum, I want to feel the eroticism of our incestuous

lovemaking. I want to cuddle with you after we have sex

and fantasize about a little girl that you put in my

tummy. A little girl that some day I'll present to you

and share in the moments when you fuck her." Mom's

voice had taken on a new level of released lust.

"I look forward to watching you spreading the white

thighs of her child-body ... her body will be twisting

with a need that you will need to satisfy. She'll be

begging you to fuck her and that will be our joint

destiny. I'll be fingering my cunt as you ram your cock

through the hymen of her cherry. After you fuck her,

I'll lick the blood tinged sex juice from your used

cock and get you hard all over again."

Her tight little pussy will remind you of the mother

that gave you that choice piece of young ass." Janice

eyes flickered as though she was coming out of a

trance, "Question is . . . Can you handle all this

erotic "mental stuff" or should I just spread my legs

and let you fuck me? What do you want?"

There are some times that actions speak louder then

words. I slid out of bed, stood up and removed my tee

shirt. My cock was obscenely silhouetted through my

jockey shorts. Mom moaned as her mind registered that

her son had a large ... very large ... cock -- a cock

that would soon be buried in her dripping, hot pussy.

I hooked my fingers in the top of the shorts and bent

over as I removed them. My hard on sprang up with the

release of pressure. Her physical hunger for my cock

was evident as she ran her tongue over her lips. She

stared at my uncircumcised cock. I wrapped my hand

around its girth and gave it a couple of hard strokes.

Janice, said in a quavering voice ... "No let me. I

want to feel that love muscle. I can't believe its

size! It's even bigger then the black guy I screwed and

he was hung like a fucking horse!"

She put her hand to her mouth and shyly said, "Of

course that was before I met your father. I mean how

often does a girl get to have sex with a six foot six

350 pound professional football player?"

I thought to myself, "That's a whole another story that

I'm going to look forward to hearing. I could picture

her giving me the details of her black stud as I slowly

fucked her, but that story could wait . . . there were

things 'here and now' that needed my attention." I

moved to the edge of the bed and on her knees she

inched her way to meet me. I put my hand behind her

head and pulled her towards my groin.

"Open your mouth, Mom. I need to have you suck my cock.

I want to see your mouth wrapped around it. If you're

good, after I get done fucking you ... I'll come in

your mouth and let you swallow my cum."

She looked up at me with a devilish look and answered,

"I'll let you come in my mouth, but I'm not going to

swallow. Not this time at least. I've got a treat

planned for you. After you come, you're going to French

kiss me and I'm going to put your cum back into your

mouth. You're going to swallow your own cum and if you

don't . . . if you don't, there will be no more pussy

for my darling little son who likes to fuck his mommy."

Her obscene mouth was such a "turn on" that it only

increased the need for my cock to be sucked. It was

time for some action.

I moved to stand next to the bed. Janice inched forward

on her knees. Almost without thinking I heard her say,

"That is the biggest juiciest cock I've seen in years.

If I had known you had this piece of swinging meat we

would have been fucking long before tonight."

Her lipstick covered lips opened and her mouth moved to

kiss the head of my cock. Pre-cum was oozing from the

end of my throbbing cock. Janice greedily licked it off

and then let my pulsating organ slide into her warm,

wet mouth. I groaned at the feeling of her mouth

muscles as she sucked on my cock. I felt this

incredible emotion of being swallowed, I leaned down to

squeeze her full breasts. Both of us were moaning in

ecstasy. Her tits were so soft and I tweaked her

nipples, which only resulted in another burst of

passion from my Mother.

Incest ... incest, the most taboo of all sex acts only

fueled my cock as it pistoned in and out of Janice's

mouth. She paused and pulled her head back "Just a

moment" and she reached down to the floor and came up

with her panties. "I wore these all day and the crotch

is soaked with my sex excretions and womanly sweat."

She held them out to me, "Bury your nose in them while

I'm sucking you."

As her eager mouth resumed her moist sucking of my

cock, the fragrance of her soiled panties filled my

nostrils.  The incredible fragrance of her panties and

the suction of her mouth only served to build the tidal

wave of cum building in my balls.

"I'm sorry Mom, but I can't wait. I have to blow my wad

in your mouth."

I heard her grunt . . . "go for it. Pump that salty cum

into your Mommy's mouth." It happened faster then I

expected.

Suddenly, I felt myself ejaculate a steam of cum. My

cock spasamed again and again. Mom's mouth could not

hold all of the creamy white liquid. A stream ran out

of the corner of her mouth. Her mouth was so full, that

through clenched lips she murmured "hmm-m-m-m-m" and

pulled me to her. She planted her lips to mine and

encouraged a French kiss. I could feel my mouth fill

with my own cum! If I wanted to breathe, I had to

swallow.

As the cum flowed down my throat, I was finally able to

take a breath of fresh air.  Mom giggled and said, "Now

dip a finger into my pussy and I'll lick it clean.

After, all we have to share in our little

peccadillo's."

I moved my left hand to her fur covered love channel

and dipped one and then two fingers into the wet

recesses. I removed my sticky fingers and held them to

my mother's panting lips.  She greedily licked them

clean. She licked her juice so fast that I knew I had

to repeat the effort. Three or four times I filled her

mouth with her love liquid. Finally she was relatively

satisfied and commented, "Every time I taste pussy

juice, I think that someday I'll have to try making

love to another woman."

I whispered in her ear. "Maybe you can break in that

little girl that I'm going to impregnate you with

tonight. A nice little hairless cunt for you to lick."

She planted a passionate kiss on my lips and said,

"That's another wonderful idea that you've had!"

Mom slid out of bed, took me by the hand and said,

"let's sit on the couch.  We can tell each other some

marvelous sex stories. That will put some "stiffener"

back in your cock . . . then we can fuck!" As we sat

down, I said, "I have to tell you I have never enjoyed

sex as much as I just did and . . and .  . . I still

have to look forward to fucking your pussy!"

She laughed and said "Right on, you've got to plant

those baby seeds in me." I joined her laughingly,

"You're being facetious, but I have a pretty

interesting erotic idea." Janice put her hand over her

mouth and then said, "I can't help it. What do you want

me to do. Put on a strap on dildo and fuck you in the

ass!" Mockingly, I replied, "Not tonight, but here's my

idea."

My next statement stunned Janice. "We get married.

Forget the age difference.  We have plenty of money

between us to do whatever we want. We do enjoy sex.

It's a fact. It's also a fact that life is all together

too short. We need to maximize our 'fun-sex-

potential.'" Being married, we can join wife-swapping

clubs. We can go to nudist colonies. We can do things

like travel to the Far East and hire a young girl and

pretend that it's our love child. I'm serious. I want

to have sex with someone who has never had sex before.

I want you to hold my cock while I push my way through

a virgin's tight little slit. Afterwards we can jointly

lick up the juices oozing out her cunt. This

relationship would be a two way street. I would enjoy

watching you get "your rocks off." I can imagine our

finding you a eighteen-year-old black stud. A stud

who's still a virgin and he's fantasized all his life

about dipping his cock in a white woman."

Janice finally found the muscles to close her gaping

mouth. Obviously happy with what I had just said, "The

young black stud sounds wonderful, but I can just

imagine him blowing his first wad all over my stomach!"

With a grin I said, "Janice, we can do anything that we

put our mind to, but we have to get moving." Janice

moved restlessly . . . "it sounds fantastic. Let's

discuss it further on this trip." She leaned toward me

and grasped my hardening cock, "I'll do anything you

want. I'm your love slave and you know it. Right now I

want you to show me that you know how to use this hard

cock."

My voice was thick with emotion as I said, "To the bed.

I need to do the ultimate sex thing and that is to fuck

my mother."

Mom led me to the bed. She sat on the bed's edge,

opened her mouth and gave my cock a couple of deep

gulps of her sucking mouth. She flopped back, spreading

her legs and raising her knees. My hard cock swayed

back and forth as I moved between up between her

thighs.

"Mom . . . this is one special moment. I want you to

wrap your hand around my cock and then place the head

against your pussy entrance."

Her hand fumblingly groped for my cock. I stared at

her heaving breasts, the beautifully hard nipples and

the sound of her heavy breathing. Her gorgeous blond

hair framed her lust filled facial features.

As she placed the glans of my penis against her pussy,

I said, "This is it Mom. I'm going to fuck you. I'm

going to fuck you and I'm going to cum in you. You're

going to have my baby. Are you ready?"

Her voice came from her soul. "Eric, I want you to fuck

me now!" Her hips snapped up and suddenly I found

myself buried deep inside the best feeling pussy of my

entire life. My driving cock slammed into her. I met

her churning hips with my hammering cock. Her voice was

lusty in "Ungh. . . ungh. Jesus, give me your cock.

I've never felt something so big." Suddenly, from her

soul "God yes! I'll marry you, but we'll have to learn

to share each other with other people!"

I looked down at her lust-contorted face, my emotion

filled voice growled, "I want you to find that black

football player.  I want to watch you fuck him. Will

you do that for me?"

The cords of her neck were etched in passion, "Yes ...

yes. Maybe you can fuck his wife." I tauntingly said,

"I'd rather fuck his mother ... in front of his wife."

All of this only served to heighten our mutual

enjoyment. I looked down at my mother and reveled in

hearing her "Give it to me son! Fuck your mother!

You're fucking me better then your Dad ever did! FUCK!

FUCK! FUCK!" The sex talk caused me to move faster and

then it happened.

"Mom ...  you're going to have my baby." I could feel

the thick cords of my cum drenching the walls of her

cunt.

Her fingernails raked my back and she wailed, "Slam

your cock as deep as you can. I want the seeds next to

my egg!" In the morning, we were making a final check

before leaving the hotel room.  "Forget anything?" She

nodded her head "no."

I looked at her and said, "One thing that we've

forgotten."

Mom looked at me in confusion. I unzipped my pants and

pulled out my hardening cock. "I want one blow job for

the road."

Mom just grinned and dropped to her knees. As she

grasped my hard cock, she tauntingly looked up, "This

time I'll swallow. I need the nourishment of your cum

cream!"


Late Night At Work

I was working late again, trying to get my proposal done before the midnight deadline. Just a few finishing touches and it would be complete – and my cell phone rang. I knew without looking it would be my wife. She had been patient these last few weeks as I spent lots of extra hours at work, but I could tell from her attitude this morning she was looking forward to the end of it as much as I was.


“Hi honey”, I said when I answered the phone. “Hello, dear. How’s it going?” she responded. I told her I was just finishing up and looking forward to getting it done. “Any idea when you might be coming home?” she asked. “It will probably be an hour or two,” I answered. The silence on the other end of the phone spoke volumes to me. Then I heard a change in the tone of her voice, it became softer, somehow lower. “Well you better hurry because I am horny as hell. My pussy is all wet and ready for a nice hard cock. I’m so hot I’m going to fuck the next guy I see.” Now, my wife and I have had phone sex many times in the past but it had been years since she had said anything like this to me so this came as a bit of a shock.


I knew she was at home so I wasn’t actually worried about her fucking some other guy, and anyway she just never would. In fact, I tried to talk her into having some swinger sex years ago and was shot down like a duck in hunting season. Anyway, her words had the desired effect on me: I wanted to get home as soon as possible. “Mmmm, well I hope you can wait a little bit. I promise when I get there I’m going to lick up all that delicious pussy juice and make you cum,” I said. “”I don’t know if I can wait,” she teased, “you’d better hurry!”


I promised to finish as quickly as possible and hung up the phone. I turned my attention back to my work but found my thoughts starting to wander. Knowing that my lady was hot and ready for me was distracting me from the task at hand. I spent the next hour doing a final edit and printing the proposal and then I emailed it to the 4 people on the response list. I quickly packed up my stuff and headed out the door but it was still going to be almost 2 hours after our conversation when I arrived at home.


Fortunately traffic was very light and I made it home in less time than usual. I entered the kitchen from the garage and something on the table caught my eye – a brochure about replacement windows. Third one this week I thought to myself. Don’t these guys ever quit trying? It seemed very quiet in the house as I passed through the hallway on my way to the closet. I imagined my wife lying in bed with a sexy nightie on, softly stroking her wet pussy and waiting for me. I put my briefcase down and headed upstairs quietly hoping to surprise her and maybe catch her diddling herself. As I got to the top of the stairs I heard soft moans of pleasure coming from our bedroom. Wow! I thought. She really is horny! She must be masturbating and thinking of me.


A lascivious grin spread across my face as I crept down the hallway. I tried to look around the door jamb carefully so that she wouldn’t see me, just wanting to spy on her a little bit. When I was finally able to see into the room what I saw knocked the breath out of me. My wife was on her back with her legs in the air, her eyes closed in ecstasy not from her own fingers but from the young black man moving up and down between her legs!


I stood dumbfounded for several seconds . . . my brain could not believe what my eyes were seeing. My wife was fucking another man! I had to look at her face to convince myself this was really her. I was reeling from shock. My wife was fucking a BLACK MAN! My head was spinning as I stood there in shock and amazement. Never in my wildest dreams could I imagine this would happen!


My wife and her lover hadn’t noticed me until finally I sputtered “Honey?” Her eyes flew open and she looked at me, and the young man turned his head. “Oh shit!” he exclaimed as he tried to pull himself away from my wife. But she wrapped her arms around his back, fighting his impulse to flee. “Oh no you don’t,” she told him. “You stay right where you are!” She looked at me again and I could see the lust burning in her eyes. “I told you I was going to fuck the first guy I saw.”


I was speechless. I watched as she began to move her lovely hips up to him again. “Well, isn’t this what you’ve wanted for so long?” she asked me. “Haven’t you always wanted to watch me fuck someone else?” “Y-y-y-yeah, I guess so,” I stammered. “Well then, why don’t you sit down and enjoy the show?” she responded. And with that she moved her hands to her young lover’s hips and motioned for him to resume his previous activity. He looked at me, then at her, and then back at me. “You cool man?” he asked. “Yeah,” I replied, “It’s cool.”


I moved to the chair and sat, my eyes never leaving the sight on our bed. I watched as his firm butt moved up and down, his powerful thigh muscles flexing with each gentle thrust. My wife turned her attention back to her lover and moved with him, moaning her approval. As I watched I felt my own cock starting to grow and stiffen. I couldn’t help it – the vision of my wife being fucked was incredibly sexy! I stood and removed my clothes, then sat back down to watch.


My dick was at full attention now and I stroked it slowly, transfixed by the scene before me. My beautiful wife reached up and pulled her young lover’s face to her, kissing him deeply. I watched as their lips met and tongues entwined, my wife hungrily welcoming his kiss. She broke the kiss and looked at me as if for approval. I was getting into it now, getting lost in the pure passion I was observing. She could see how turned on I was stroking my rigid member and she smiled at me before she turned her attention back to the young man between her legs.


“Oooh,” she cooed, “that feels soooo good! Slide that big thing into me! Yeah, nice and slow . . . yeah baby.” Her partner was getting his rhythm back now, becoming less aware of my presence. I couldn’t believe that my wife’s tiny pussy could take such a big dick. He must have been 8 or 9 inches long and at least 2 inches thick! I stood up next to the bed so I could get a better view. My wife saw me looking down at her tight cunt wrapped around the thick black shaft, moving in and out of her pussy with long, slow strokes.


“You like that honey? You like watching that big cock sliding into me?” She was starting to get into it now, getting turned on by me standing there with my dick in my hand. “Yeah baby, that looks so sexy! It’s really turning me on.” I admitted. I reached my hand out to cup her left breast and bent over intending to capture her hard nipple in my mouth. “Uh-uh” she said as she moved my hand away. “No touching! You said you wanted to watch and that’s all you’re going to do.” “But baby wouldn’t it be better for you if I helped?” I asked. “This is my show and we’re going to do it my way,” she replied. “Just keep your hands on your dick and watch me fuck this beautiful black man.”


I stepped back obediently, giving them some space. The more I watched the more I yearned to touch her, or even to touch him. I tried to be casual and put my hand on his ass, rubbing it gently. My wife slapped my hand away. “NO! Now keep your hands to yourself or you’ll have to leave the room!” Her dominant attitude took me completely off-guard. I took another step back not wanting to do anything to interrupt one of my fantasies coming true before my eyes.


The young man pulled completely out of her for a moment and the full sight of his massive member was breathtaking. It was glistening with my wife’s pussy juice and standing straight out, hard as steel. My wife reached down and wrapped her hand around it. “Mmmm baby, give me that cock. I want it in my mouth,” she told him. He moved so she could reach him and I watched as she put her sweet lips on it and tried to get it into her mouth. She managed to get the enormous head and part of the shaft in, but I could tell it was difficult for her. “It’s so big,” she said when she pulled off of him. “I can’t get it all in.” She turned back to him, licking the underside of his cock where she knew it was most sensitive, making him twitch with excitement. Then she licked all the way down his shaft to his balls, making soft noises of pleasure. He had his eyes closed and his head tipped back, obviously enjoying the soft tickle of her tongue. She moved her mouth back to the head of his cock and enveloped it with her lips, then stroked his long shaft up and down. I knew from experience that she was using her tongue to circle his cock head and he moaned loudly in obvious delight.


The sight of my wife sucking and stroking a big black dick was almost too much for me – I had to stop stroking myself before I exploded too early. When she was done teasing him with her mouth she turned over, raised herself on all fours and put her gorgeous white ass in the air. “Fuck me from behind baby,” she told her young lover. “My husband loves it this way.” She was working me over, torturing me with her sex with this guy. And she was obviously enjoying it. I watched as he knelt behind her and she reached between her legs to guide him inside. “Slow and gentle now baby,” she told him. His cock slid into her dripping pussy and he moved it in and out slowly. With each stroke I saw more and more of him disappear into her until he was almost all the way and she let out a yelp. “Oh! Not that far – it’s too big!” she said. He backed out a little and then resumed his strokes. I noticed he was caring enough to stop before pushing all the way in again.


I was fascinated by this sight: a strong black man slowing fucking my wife, gently moving in and out while she closed her eyes in pure ecstasy. He reached around her and cupped her beautiful breasts in his big hands, kneading her nipples with his fingertips. She threw her head back and let out a guttural moan as she pushed herself back onto his dick. They were both oblivious to me now, moving together, urging each other on with small noises of pleasure. I reached down to my cock, still standing out straight and strong, and started stroking again.


Suddenly my wife pulled away from him and flipped onto her back, throwing herself under him. She spread her legs open wide and said “Fuck me baby, fuck me now!” He complied, pushing his dick into her wet, open pussy. “Oh yeah, c’mon fuck me,” she repeated, “fuck me good!” He increased his tempo and she matched his movements. I could see their passion building quickly now, and my wife continued to urge him on. “Yeah baby, yeah baby, yeah!” I watched in amazement as my wife started to thrash wildly underneath him. “I’m cumming!” she exclaimed and she dug her nails into his back and held onto him as her orgasm rocked her body.


She lay still for just a few seconds but soon moved her hands back to his hips, signalling him to start his stroking again. “Oh damn, that cock feels so good stretching my pussy like that!” Then she really surprised me when she turned to me with a look on her face of a pure lust that I had never seen in her before. “Honey it feels so good, it’s so big! It just makes my pussy feel soooo GOOOOOOD!” and with that she had another orgasm. This time her lover didn’t lose a beat. It was clear that he was close to cumming too and again she urged him on. “C’mon baby, c’mon. Fuck me baby, fuck me with that big black cock.” His pace quickened and his muscles tensed as my wife urged “Yeah baby, give it to me! Give me that black cum!” with a final thrust of his cock he let out a yell and I saw my wife’s eyes grow wide. “Oh yeah, I can feel it, it’s filling me up! Oh God, it’s so hot!” she exclaimed and her body convulsed with a third orgasm.


My own excitement was reaching a peak too but I didn’t want to cum yet. I watched as he slowly pulled his great length out of her. The combination of her pussy juices and his cum flowed slowly from her gaping cunt. “Ummm, let me lick that off” she said as she grabbed his sloppy wet cock. I watched as she eagerly licked him like it was ice cream, and I couldn’t stop myself anymore – I wanted a taste of those sex juices. I moved toward them and dropped my head to try to help her in her task. “NO!” she said. “This is not for you! This is mine!” “But honey I just wanted to taste it!” I pleaded. “You want to taste it?” she asked, “well then get down there and lick my pussy. Clean me up.”


I stared at her in shock. What an incredible turn of events! First she teases me, then she wants me to grovel between her legs! For some reason the whole thing turned me on even more. My hesitation disappeared when she repeated “You heard me! Get down there and clean me up! Lick that cum out of my pussy!” My body was burning with lust, and my cock was about to burst as I positioned myself between her legs. I looked at her pussy, the lips swollen and glistening with sex, her cunt still open where her lover’s cock had been and a trickle of white cum dripping coming out of it, dripping down the crack of her ass. I could smell his cum and her cunt juices and it was driving me crazy – I pushed my face into the hot sweetness of her pussy.


I licked her outer lips, sucked on them then moved my tongue up and down her inner lips. I kept licking lower until I reached the rivulet of cum that was oozing from her. It tasted so good! I hungrily licked her hole as more of their cum flowed out. “Oooooh that feels good” I heard her say. I looked up quickly and saw she was still licking her lover’s cock, while he was watching me eat her pussy. “Eat me,” she commanded, “eat my pussy baby.”


I returned my attention to her mound, this time with the intention of making her cum one more time. Her pussy lips were so swollen that I could suck them into my mouth one at a time, running my tongue up and down each one. When I finally reached her clit I felt her twitch. I ran the underside of my tongue over it, feeling how hard it was. She moaned and fell back onto the pillow, pushing her hips up, giving me better access to her cunt. I worked my tongue back down to her hole, slurping up some more cum then I moved down even further to clean her crack. She raised her hips even further and I flicked my tongue up to her sweet tight asshole. “Ohhhhhh, yeah, that feels so good” she moaned as I continued to run my tongue up and down her crack. Each time I pushed my tongue harder and longer at her tight entrance. Finally my tongue entered her and she let out a long low moan of pleasure.


I moved my mouth back to her clit and glanced up at her. Her lover had his cock hovering over her face and she was pulling it down to her lips. She licked it eagerly as her hips started to move rhythmically. “Oooh baby, lick my clit. Yeah baby make me cum, make me cum, yeah, yeah, YESSSSSS!” she screamed as her body convulsed in pleasure.


Now my own need was becoming urgent. I knelt between her legs and slowly rubbed her wet pussy lips with my rock hard cock. She squirmed when the head of my dick touched her clit. “Mmmm, yeah slide it into me” she said. I teased her hole with the head a few times before I finally pushed myself in. There was no resistance – she was so wet and open from the big black cock that was there just a minute ago. I moved slowly in and out, trying to hold my orgasm back. I looked down to see my cock covered with her lover’s cum, and still more of it dripping along her pussy lips again. The sight was making me more turned on that I had ever been in my life!


I looked back at her and she had that cock in her mouth again, licking and sucking it. Her lover had his eyes closed in pleasure and I could see he was just as hard as ever. Suddenly my wife interrupted my ecstasy “Sorry honey but that’s just not doing it for me right now, I guess I’m all stretched out.” I didn’t know how to respond. “Wh-what do you want?” I stuttered.


The passion was still burning intensely in her eyes as she lifted her hips and slid a pillow underneath. She reached down and grasped my cock, then rubbed the head up and down her pussy lips a few times. Each downward stroke spread her lover’s cum further down her lovely crack. Finally she stopped and placed my dick at her most private entrance. “Do you want some of this?” she asked. “Ooooh baby you know I do” I responded. She held me in position while I pushed gently against her hole. Almost immediately I felt my hardness enter her, then stop for a second until she relaxed her muscles to allow me all the way in.


A guttural moan escaped her lips and her eyes rolled back. “That feels so good” she moaned. “Oh yeah baby, your ass is so tight,” I said as I slowly stroked in and out of her. I watched as she went back to work in her lover’s cock, stroking his enormous length, her hand not able to encircle its huge girth. He had his eyes open now watching my cock sliding in and out of her tight little asshole. He reached down between us and started playing with my wife’s pussy. His skilled fingers teased her until he finally focused his attention on her clit. She moaned again and sucked and licked the big mushroom head of his cock and the speed of her stroking increased.


The excitement level was building between us. My gorgeous wife was working hard on her lover’s member; I could tell she wanted him to cum again. He looked like he was getting close to it, and my own explosion was going to happen at any second. He rubbed my wife’s clit furiously as she moved her hand and tongue faster and faster. Finally he threw his head back and moaned loudly and I saw his cum spurting out, flowing over my wife’s lips. With that sight I couldn’t hold back anymore and I yelled as I shot my own hot load into her ass. With cum filling her at both ends, she started cumming again, eating his cum and licking his dick while her hips jerked up and down, forcing my entire length into her ass.


The intensity of our activity left us all drained. My wife’s lover sat back on the bed next to her as I collapsed on top of her. I lifted myself up on my arms and looked at my wife’s face, flush with excitement and covered in cum. I kissed her passionately and the taste of his cum in her mouth made my cock twitch inside of her. “Oooh” she exclaimed when she felt it, and I felt her clench her ass muscles around me. “Mmm, so tight” I said and she smiled and clenched again in response. Her muscles pushed me out and she let out another squeak when she felt my cock pop out of her ass.


“Well, I guess I’ll be going” our guest said as he rose from the bed. My wife looked at him and gave him a wink. “Thanks,” she said “it was fun.” He moved around the room collecting his clothes. “Did you have fun?” she asked me. “Oh yeah honey” I responded, “You’re the best!” I lay next to her and as we snuggled together in our post-passion euphoria I heard the sound of the front door closing. The adventure was over . . . at least for now. 




































































BBC Wife

My wife Holly and I were having our friends Jenna and Tom over for the fight on pay per view. I also invited over a friend from work, Roger. Tom and I work with Roger. He's a fun guy to hang out with. He's single and is always dating different girls. He often shows us pictures on his phone of him with his massive dick fucking or getting sucked off by some random girls. He takes pride in it. Of course we as married guys love seeing the pictures and envy Roger.


Holly and I have been married five years and our sex life is very vanilla. I know I have a smaller than average penis and I never made my wife cum with it. I think about her messing around with another guy all the time but it has never happened.


So I mentioned to Holly and Jenna that Roger is coming over. Tom made a joke and said, "Just don't get too comfortable around him." We laughed. The girls asked what he meant by that and we explained that Roger has a new girl every other day and how they just flock to him.


"What, does he have a huge dick or something?" Jenna asked.


Tom looked at me and we exchanged a smile. "Uhh, yeah! Huge!" Tom said as he laughed.


"And how the hell do you know that?" Jenna asked.


"Well when the guy sends pics of random sluts with his giant penis in their mouth, it's kinda hard to miss." I said.


"Oh my god! You guys are fucking gross!" Jenna smiled as she said it.


Jenna then looked at Holly smiling, then back at Tom and I.


"So, how big is 'huge'?"


"Massive." I said and held my hands about eight inches apart.


We all exchanged a few more laughs and continued drinking and having a good time. The girls were now on their second bottle of wine each and feeling pretty good.


Around 10 p.m. the doorbell rang and before I could get up to answer it, Roger poked his head in and yelled in his usual obnoxious tone, "I'm here, the party can start!"


The girls looked at each other and rolled their eyes. Tom and I laughed and invited Roger into the living room. He made his acquaintances to the girls and they reluctantly shook his hand as he introduced himself.


A few minutes after Roger showed up, the fight started and we all tuned into the TV. Within thirty seconds, the fight was over. A knock out in the first round. I couldn't believe it. Sixty bucks for a thirty second fight.


"Well this sucks! What are we gonna do now?" Roger asked as he downed another beer. Jenna whispered something in Holly's ear and they both giggled.


"Well I have an idea." Jenna smirked at Holly as she said it.


I knew where she was going with this and apparently so did Holly because she smiled back.


Jenna was obviously feeling pretty good because she kept giggling and whispering to Holly.


"So, Roger, we heard a little rumor about you and were wondering if it was true."


Roger looked at the girls with a confused look. Then back at Tom and I. We just shrugged our shoulders like we didn't know what they were talking about.


"Ok, well what was this 'rumor' you heard about me?"


The girls kept giggling and Holly finally blurted out, "We heard you have a really big dick!"


The giggling continued and Roger blushed. He looked at Tom and I and we just laughed.


"Uhh, well you heard right, girls." Roger started to feel more comfortable seeing that me and Tom were ok with the conversation.


What happened next, I didn't expect. Holly looked at Jenna and said, "Well let's see it!"


The girls giggled more and me and Tom's jaws dropped. Roger didn't look back for our approval this time. He confidently stood up from the couch and turned towards the girls. "Ok, well you asked for it."


Roger unfastened his jeans and pulled them down to his ankles. Then placed each of his thumbs in the waistband of his boxer briefs and slightly pulled them down. He held that pose for a few seconds, almost as if to tease the girls. Holly and Jenna were actually silent as they waited with anticipation.


Finally, Roger pulled his briefs down to his ankles. His massive cock sprung free. It was truly a sight. It was thick and hung down about eight inches and it wasn't even hard. His big balls also complimented his giant cock. They hung low and were equally big in proportion to his cock.


The room was silent as Roger stood before my wife and her friend exposing his huge cock just a few feet in front of their faces.


"Oh my fucking god! Holly, look at that thing!"


Jenna whispered to Holly. She never took her eyes off his massive dick. Holly didn't say a word, she just looked in awe.


Roger finally looked at Tom and I. He smiled with confidence at us as his big cock hung there.


Holly and Jenna were in a trance. It was as if me and Tom weren't even in the room at all. To my surprise, Holly reached up and cupped Roger's huge balls. She gently shifted them in her hand. Roger looked at me. He wasn't asking for approval, he was gloating. My pretty little wife had Roger's big balls in her hand. I could feel my own, inferior dick, start to come alive inside my pants. Watching Holly massage Roger's balls tuned me on. His cock started to twitch from the touch of her tiny hand.


"Oh my Holly, look what your doing to it. It's getting bigger!"


Jenna finally broke her silence as Rogers's big cock began to come to life. Both Jenna and Holly watched Roger's cock in amazement. Even I couldn't believe it. It was huge, and growing bigger by the second.


Holly looked up at Roger and began to stroke his cock with her other hand. She lightly bit her lip as she could hardly hide her excitement.


I couldn't believe my wife was stroking my friend. It didn't bother me as much as it should have, it actually turned me on. I was so hard in my pants. Holly took her eyes off Roger's cock for a second to look at Jenna.


"Do you want a turn?"


Holly asked Jenna as she offered Roger's cock to her friend. Jenna looked at Tom for approval.


"Don't even think about it."


Tom had a little more control than I did. Jenna, disappointed, sat back into the couch like a child who didn't get her way. Holly didn't seem to mind now that she had the massive cock all to herself.


Holly continued stroking Roger's cock and massaging his big, saggy balls. His cock was fully hard now. It was at least ten inches and the biggest cock any of us had ever seen.


Roger began to slowly thrust his hips back and forth, motioning to Holly how he wanted his cock stroked. Holly alternated hands and looked up at Roger then back down at what she was doing.


After a few minutes of stroking, Roger reached his hand into the low cut neck hole of Holly's shirt. His hand creeped underneath Holly's bra and began to massage her breast.


Jenna, still sitting next to Holly said, "Let me help you with that." and she took the bottom of Holly's shirt in her hands and pulled it up over her head. Jenna smiled at Roger and then unclasped Holly's bra and she pulled it away. I guess Jenna figured if she couldn't have any fun then she'd make sure Holly did.


Holly was now sitting on the couch totally topless. Her breasts were exposed to everyone and Roger had a hand on each of them as his cock looked her in the face. I knew it was only a matter time now before they took it to the next level. Holly held Roger's cock up and licked the underside of it. She made her way up the long shaft and then began to take the head in her mouth. She could barely get her mouth around it. She moaned as she tasted Roger's cock for the first time.


Tom hadn't said a word, but I noticed his dick, like mine, was definitley hard in his pants. We both watched as my wife sat topless and sucked Roger's massive cock. She began to moan louder and suck harder. Her eyes were closed as she seemed to be in ecstasy from having the gigantic cock in her mouth.


Roger just stood there while he got a blowjob from Holly and he fondled her tits and pinched her pink nipples. This made Holly go crazy. She finally popped Roger's cock out of her mouth and stood up. Holly pulled down her pants and kicked them off. Roger then helped her out of her pink thong. Now, totally naked, Holly pulled Roger's shirt over his head and tossed it aside. She ran her fingers slightly over his chest and arms. Holly kissed his pecks and slowly made her way down, kissing his six pack before sitting on the edge of the couch and spreading her legs before him.


"I want to feel it inside me, please Roger. I want you inside me."


I couldn't believe my wife was begging for Roger to fuck her. Roger didn't hesitate a bit. He stoked his cock for a second. Holly's pussy was glistening with anticipation. Roger aimed his big cock at Holly's wet pussy and slid it in. Holly gasped then let out a high pitched yelp. Roger started slowly, easing his big dick into Holly. Each thrust, he got deeper and deeper until his entire cock was wet with Holly's juices and she managed to speak between moans of pleasure.


"Oh my god, your dick feels so fucking good! Don't stop!"


Roger didn't stop. In fact, he started fucking her harder. Her tits started to bounce as he slammed his cock into her tight pussy. Roger grabbed Holly's hair by the back of head and pulled it. Holly and I never did anything like that before but I could tell she was enjoying it.


"I'm gonna fucking cum! I'm gonna fucking cum!"


Holly barley got the words out as she covered Roger's cock worth her wetness. Not long after that, Roger closed his eyes and slowed down. He was about to cum. Holly noticed this and said, "Cum inside me...fill me up."


Roger did just that. He groaned as he pumped Holly's pussy with warm cum. He pulled out his cock. It was soaked with Holly's pussy juices. Holly stood up and looked at me. It was the first time that she made any indication that I was even in the room since everything started.


"I'm sorry. I couldn't help myself."


Holly said to me as she noticed my little dick pitching a tent inside my pants. It was as if she felt bad for me.


Roger held his wet, limp cock in his hand. "Do you think I could use your shower?" Roger asked Holly.


"Sure thing, I'll tell you what, I'll take one with you."


Holly led Roger upstairs so they could clean up. Tom, Jenna and I just looked at each other. Still in shock at what just happened.


"Dude, that was fucking hot." Tom said.


Jenna nodded her head in agreement. "Are you okay?" Jenna asked me.


"I'm great!" I said as a pointed to the little tent in my pants. "In fact, I'm gotta take care of this, you might wanna turn your head Jenna."


I unzipped my pants. Jenna didn't turn her head, she grinned and watched my every move. I didn't even care. My dick was going to explode if I didn't do something about it. I pulled my little dick out and as soon as I touched it, it exploded with cum. All over the coffee table. "Oh my god!" Jenna laughed as she looked at Tom to see his reaction.


I pulled my pants back on and sat back down. A little while later, Holly and Roger came back downstairs wearing nothing but bath towels. "What is that mess?" Holly said as she saw my cum on the coffee table.


"You're hubby got a little carried away." Jenna said to Holly


Holly and Roger looked at me like the pathetic bitch I am. I didn't care. Roger got dressed and said goodbye to us. Holly walked Roger to the door. I could hear them whispering as they said goodbye. Then Holly dropped her towel and kissed Roger hard on the mouth. He reached around grabbed her ass as they kissed. Roger left and Holly came back into the living room, still naked. Jenna and Tom thanked us for having them and they too left.


Holly hugged me and said. "So, I'm glad you liked what you saw, because Roger is coming over tomorrow again."


"Fine by me, as long as I can watch." I said. 


Gangbang Wife

My Hubby and I go camping for the weekend and meet four
guys. Then things get a little carried away.


Garry and I decided to go camping for a long weekend. We wanted to go to a secluded park a couple hours away. It is right where a small lake and a stream come together where we can swim if it is warm and there is a good fishing as well. We walked for about two hours and decided to take a break near a small secluded part of the Lake. I peeled off my clothes and jumped into the cold water. Gary got the camera out and took some pictures of me showing of my pussy and Ass. After about 1/5 hour I got out of the water and went over to him and gave him a big hug. I have the greatest hubby in the world and i said i’m so horny let’s go back to camp and fuck like hell. We got dressed and headed out on the last part of the walk. When we got to the camp site, we were disappointed to see a group of guys were already there. The four guys saw us walk up and We started talking with them and found out this was their last night and they planned to head out in the morning. They told us we were welcome to join them if we wanted. They had caught some fish and were just getting ready to fry them up for dinner. They had come in with plenty of provisions so they had a lot more supplies than us. The guys told us that this was a getaway for Jason who was getting married the following week. They were really nice guys so I offered to make dinner for everyone so the guys sat around a make shift table and played cards and had a few beers with Garry.


After dinner we were all sitting around the camp fire having some more beers. I was enjoying being the centre of attention and was keeping up with the guys drinking. I was more than a little tipsy but I was having a good time.


One of the guys was looking at Garry’s camera and found the pictures of me, all the guys started looking at them. There was no doubt they were turned on by the pictures and I noticed the hard on’s in their pants, I looked over at Garry with a smile on my face, he knew I was horny as hell, so I walked over to him and said these guys are getting horny looking at my photos so how about if they get to see the real thing, and how about a little gang bang fun, he said sounds like fun to me. I asked the guys if they liked why they saw in the photos and if they were interested in Gang banging me, I would be more than happy to offer them my body for some fun, of course they said yes, who wouldn’t.


One of the guys got a sleeping bag and set it out on the ground. I then walked over to Jason and told him since he is the guest of honour he could go first and he could do to me anything he wanted.


Jason had me get on all fours and he scooted up and slid into me from behind. He grabbed me hips and started fucking me hard and fast like he was a dog or something, There was no foreplay at all but I was horny just from the excitement of being used as a sex object. I liked it this way and doing it in front of Garry and the other guys was really turning me on, I love guys watching me and waiting for their turn, soon I was starting to scream as I was reaching my first Orgasim!


Jason was also getting close and he said he wanted to cum in my mouth. which was ashame because I love my pussy full of guys cum, He pulled out and I flipped around and took him in my mouth and sucked and stroked him until he unloaded. I swallowed it down, thanked him and said the best man could go next. Scott came over to me and had me lie down on my back and he fucked me in the missionary position and he came in my pussy. John was next and he fucked me in missionary also.


Mike was next and got me back on all fours and with cum dripping out of my pussy he rammed his cock in me so hard, and just started fucking me. He stuck a finger in my sloppy pussy along side his dick and lubed it up then stuck it in my ass. He dropped a nice large load into my pussy, it felt so nice I had three guys cum in me now and my pussy was just dribbling with cum. Last time my pussy was that full was when I let the miniature horse fuck me at the farm.
Jason was hard again and I asked if he wanted to fuck me in the ass, something I do enjoy. He put a finger in my pussy and used the mixed juices to lube up my back door. He then placed his cock at the entrance to my Ass and pushed hard as he could and just buried his cock into me. Once he was all the way in, he started pumping it in and out and he lasted a little longer this time but still was pretty quick and then he buried it as deep as he could one last time and he came deep into me.


I let Scott, John, and Mike fuck my pussy one more time and then finished the night by giving Jason a blow job swallowing down another one of his loads before we headed back to our camper.


In the morning I woke up and walked out side to see the boys and they were just sitting around the campfire when they asked if they could all get one last fuck before they head out,


So I said to the guys you can fuck any hole you want, Jason’s cock was up so he got to go first, he went for my pussy.Mike was up next he went for my pussy as well. Scott came out of the tent with his own tent pole in his shorts he wanted a head job so I knelt down in front of him and sucked him off letting him cum in my mouth. This time rather than swallow, I walked over to to my hubby Garry and sucked his cock with all of Scotts cum in my mouth.


John then came out and he too had a hard on. I went over to him and he wanted to fuck my ass. John said his wife always refused and he was dying to try it. I said ok and got down on all fours, he lubed his cock and my ass and then rubbed his hard cock up and down my Ass Cheek, John started fucking me with long hard thrust’s the fantasy of the anal sex was too much for him and he unloaded quickly into my Ass.


The guys all got packed up and left we did get their contact numbers and all agreed to catch up for some fun down the track’’’ 








Sue

Monday.
My job had taken me away from home, only to return for two days at most and not every weekend.


Our relationship had always had an element of fantasy and fun. It was a good relationship and strong.


I had just returned home for the weekend and as usual we always preferred plenty of sex play before making love, sometimes it could last for hours.


We were gently playing with each other and chatting about our respective weeks. Sue said that she had been swimming, not unusual but I sensed that there was more. So gently pressing her it she came out with the fact that she had been seeing Ben, an old colleague of mine, at the pool. “What does 'seeing him' mean”, “Well I went up there a couple of times and bumped into him, but then we arranged to meet, its been fun”.


The story came out tantalisingly slowly. Sue was checking at each stage that I was O.K. with it before she continued. There was more messing about than swimming and after a couple of 'accidentally' touching her boobs he was now regularly coming up behind her and actually feeling her tits. Sue has always liked this so did not object. She had fancied him for a while so was happy to go along with the games.


Then Ben had complained about her swimsuit, a one piece, also it had preformed bra cups and because he wanted to 'see more of her', and had bought her a bikini to wear for him. This being a thinner material and much less of it.


The first time she wore it he couldn't keep his hands off of her. She was standing chest deep against the side, he swam up from behind slipping his hands around her waist then sliding them up to her tits, luckily there was no-one else about and he slipped her top up to reveal her lovely breasts. All the time nibbling her neck, something else that she loved.


The cold water had made her nipples really hard, they were always sensitive.


Then feeling bolder he slipped one hand straight down between her legs and started to feel her. She was quite surprised when he did this and she grabbed his wrist, stopping him, she turned her head to face him watching his eyes as she then slid his hand to the edge of her bikini pants and slipped this fingers inside them urging him to feel her properly. She could feel his erection pressing against her leg and reached down and released him from his trunks amazed at how hot he felt, even in the cold water.


Then they were kissing and playing with each other. Sue stopped and looked at me, I guess to see my reaction. “Well”, she asked. As a reply I moved her hand to my erection. “What do you think”. She smiled, relieved that I approved.


He was very gentle but insistent and slipped a finger inside her as she played with his huge cock. Sue said that she was so excited, being felt up like that in public, although there was no-one else about, there was still an element of danger.


With one finger up inside her, his palm rubbing her clit, his tongue in her mouth. There was no stopping now as her excitement grew and her legs started to buckle as she orgasmed, adding it was one of her strongest ever. Still holding his cock she rubbed him harder and faster until he came as well.


They have been back to the pool several times but it has been too busy for the sort of fun that they both want, so Sue suggested that he came over to our house.


She was clearly excited now as I could feel her getting wetter and wetter. The thoughts of Ben were having quite an effect, actually on both of us.


“He’s also bought me some underwear he wants me to wear for him and wants to come round to see me in it, he brought it round last week and things got a bit passionate so I stopped him until I had told you”.


“What's it like, lets see”. “No” she said quite firmly, “If you want to see it, I'll invite Ben round for the evening and wear it for him, but if I do that you know what will happen”.


Sue moved so that she was facing me, we were both naked, and kneeling on the bed. “ I need to know how you feel about things, if I wear these bits for Ben, I expect he's going to get more than a bit excited, I'm not going to lead him on and then say No, I want you to be there. I want Ben to make love to me, I want you to watch. There I've said it now”. She stopped and looked at me, waiting for a response. “O.K. Does Ben know about this”. She nodded.


“Ben makes love to me and we have great sex while you watch, then after you and me have great sex, I thought you would like that idea, its a win win situation. How about it”.


It was not lost on me that she wanted to 'make love' rather than fuck or shag this guy. “We are going to move soon to another part of the country, I like Ben, no, its more than that, I sort of have real feelings for him I always have, I want him to make love to me, I know you get turned on by the thoughts of me being with someone else, so Ben is perfect, the last thing I want is to be fucked by a stranger, but whatever happens I will always have you just as you will always have me, nothing changes there”.


I was warming to the idea, and it really did turn me on imagining Ben making love to my wife.


“When” Did I really say that. “He could come round tonight if you wanted”.”O.K.” I heard myself say. “Lets do it”.


Sue grabbed my cock and I came straight away in her hand, not realising that I was so excited.


“I'll phone him now” she said, jumping at the opportunity.


So it was arranged that Ben would visit about 7 that evening. Sue spent hours showering and getting ready. I guess I was a little jealous the way she was acting but I was actually looking forward to it as much as she was.


We had a couple of glasses of wine, then at 7 she disappeared. I answered the door to Ben who had brought another couple of bottles, this promised to be quite an evening.


Conversation was difficult while we waited for Sue. But then she drifted into the room. Wow the atmosphere was electric. She was wearing a black satin wrap and black stockings but was careful not to show anything else.


She walked over to Ben, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him full on, lucky sod. It was a kiss with so much passion that seemed to go on for ever, I could see her rubbing herself against him and no doubt feeling his erection.


His hands were all over her, trying to remove the wrap, but she managed to tease for a few minutes longer before facing Ben and waiting for him to undo it. The thin belt offered little resistance and Sue slipped the wrap off of her shoulders revealing the most beautiful pink lace bra, so thin and delicate and matching panties. She gave a twirl to show us both what she had and it looked very good to me.


She unbuttoned Bens shirt and I assumed this was the point when we stripped, so I quickly got rid of my clothes not wanting to miss anything.
Sue undid Bens trousers and pushed them down but his erection prevented her from doing the same with his underpants, so he had to help.


We both sported erections to be proud of, although Bens cock was longer but thinner than mine. Sue turned her back to Ben rubbing her ass against his cock, while he cupped both her breasts in his hands, her nipples were clearly straining against the thin material and she gave a gasp as he pinched them.


Sue smiled and winked at me and I realised that I was gently wanking myself. She gasped again and closed her eyes as he pinched her by now very sensitive nipples. The one hand slipped down to between her legs stroking her pussy but outside of her panties. She put one hand behind her and grasped his cock.


Ben turned her to face him, his hands went to her bra and undid it quickly discarding it then he hooked his thumbs into the top of her panties and started to slide them down. As he levelled with her breasts he stopped and kissed them sucking at her nipples, first one then the other.


As he moved down her body he continued to kiss her, her panties were now at her ankles and his head level with her puss.


I could see his tongue lapping at her and hear the soft sounds she was making. She was clearly enjoying herself, and I realised that I too was enjoying seeing my wife being caressed by another man.


Ben moved so that Sue could sit on the settee, she opened her legs with her eyes fixed on me. She was totally exposed and the soft pink folds of her labia opened like a flower. This was so erotic and made more so when Ben lowered his head and started kissing, sucking and generally pleasuring my lovely wife. Sue watched me as I masturbated slowly, but Ben would nip her with his teeth or finger her and she would gasp and close her eyes for a moment.


I watched as her breathing became more laboured, her gasps of pleasure more frequent, then she was crying out as her orgasm hit, her hips were lifting wanting more. Watching her cum like that was the best, and I came all over my hand.


Sue lay back out of breath for a moment, although Ben had not finished, he knelt between her open legs, taking his cock in his hand and guided it into her lovely moist pussy. Slowly giving her his full length. Then almost withdrawing before plunging into her again making her cry out each time. She wanted to be made love to but she was being well and truly fucked and loving every moment and every inch that he gave her.


Watching my wife being fucked like this was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. Soon he shortened his strokes speeding up his movements and then he was shooting his cum inside her.


They both collapsed onto the settee, Sue lay against his chest, both of them coming down from the highs of their orgasms. Not knowing quite what to do I sat still gently nursing my wilting and sticky cock, I found a tissue and cleaned up amazed at how much cum I had produced.


Not wanting to spoil the moment I sat still, wondering what would happen next. Sue took a tissue and opened her legs to show Bens cum leaking from her pussy, she wiped herself clean and asked me to get some more drinks while she and Ben went into the bedroom.


It took a few minutes to open a new bottle, and as I got to the bedroom door I could see Sue slowly playing with Ben although he was not hard again she moved to lean over him, I couldn't believe it she was going to take him in her mouth and suck him, but the plus side was that her ass was in the air and I had a full view of it.


As she sucked his cock back to a full erection he slid his hand around to her ass and started to finger her from behind. I watched fascinated as he dipped a finger into her, then two making her gasp, he was using his thumb to rub her tight other hole


I stayed in the doorway and I think they forgot that I was there. I could feel myself getting hard again. I just knew there was another show about to start. Bring it on.


Sue pushed Ben back onto the bed and sat astride him, using her hand to guide him into her waiting and eager pussy. She eased herself slowly onto him gasping as he entered her and enjoying his hot cock inch by inch. She was having not only the time of her life but the fuck of her life and she was more than ready for it.


I was spellbound watching her bounce on his cock, taking his full length each time it was making her breasts bounce but Ben soon took hold of them, squeezing and caressing them, then she stopped and leaned forwards so that he could suck them, then leaning back maximising the feeling of his cock inside her.


This was getting very intense now. It may have been good for Sue but I think Ben wanted more, as he eased her over again into the doggy position and entered her, Sue was moaning with each thrust as he pounded harder and harder.


Soon Sue had to move, I think she was taking too much of a pounding, she managed to stop the thrusts and turned to lay on her back, Ben was quickly between her legs, he held his cock in his hand slowly wanking it as if to be offering it to her waiting for her acceptance, he was so hard and glistening with all Sues juices. She was watching him with wide open eyes as he positioned his cock at her entrance. No words were spoken but she smiled at him as he slipped neatly into her waiting cunt, Sues eyes stayed open as he started to fuck her hard and fast once more.


There was a look of , I guess sheer determination on her face, she was not going to be the one to cum first. She rode each thrust of his cock, and by now Ben was grunting as he powered into her. They kept it going for quite a few minutes before Ben climaxed crying out as he did, this triggered Sues climax and she came as well as he was shooting deep inside her.


He had fucked her until her moans turned to grunts then to cries as orgasm after orgasm threatened to engulf her she came yet again.


They both collapsed onto the bed, both totally spent. Sues legs were still spread from the seeing to that she had experienced and cum was leaking from her cunt, I had held back for as long as I could but this vision was more that I could have hoped for and I shot my load , luckily I could clean it up afterwards.


Not wanting to disturb them I took to the spare bed and slept soundly. In the morning I awoke to find just Sue in the bed, Ben had left during the night.


Sue was sore from all her activity and I did not get to make love to her although she gave me a fantastic hand job as we relived her experience.


Ben was a frequent visitor after that but thats another story. 





Two White Sluts

Kate Smith leads a happy life as a wife and mother. She is a beautiful 36 year old with a 16 year old son and twin 14 year old daughters. Time had been gentle to her, as her 5’6’’ frame remained petite and her face clear of most wrinkles. Her hair was as thick and dark as when she was a young girl, and her eyes were a piercing green. Kate’s husband, Jeff Smith, had generously paid for a “breast rejuvenation” at 35 that made her 32C chest more perky and beautiful than when she was her daughters’ age.


She has grown bored with her sexual relationship with her husband. In her position as a bank manager, she meets Buck, a 5’11’’ 160 pound black man applying for a janitorial position. Long story short, she needs her pussy stuffed by his thick ten inch cock. They meet at a hotel where he reams her, thus securing the position as janitor and Kate Smith’s master. This story begins the next morning at the Smith family house…


Kate had arrived home the previous evening showered and fresh after her sexual adventure. She offered a lame excuse of a late management meeting, which her husband accepted. He requested sex but she declined on account of the black semen Buck had pumped inside her. Drifting off to sleep, Kate was nervous and excited for this new chapter in her life.


The next day was casual Friday. While Kate normally wore jeans and a nice blouse, she wanted to make Buck’s first day at work one to remember. Her husband left for work early with the children, dropping them off at school. She snuck into the twins’ room and selected a nearly-scandalous, tight short skirt and low-cut top from her daughter Rachel’s closet. The panties she had worn the night before were soaked with leaking cum, and thus she ran a small load of laundry. Emptying the dryer, Kate found a sexy black thong and pair of heels on the floor to match the outfit. Admiring herself in the mirror, she exclaimed, “Girl, you are a sex goddess.”


The workday was filled with furtive but knowing glances at the new janitor. As she strutted by Buck on her way to grab lunch, she innocently mentioned that her office was rather dirty. “Maybe you can drop by after the branch closes to give it a thorough cleaning. It really needs some attention.”


The day dragged on until five o’clock finally arrived. Her favorite teller, Ashley, stopped by to say goodbye for the weekend. “Kate, you’re normally the first one out the door on Friday. Anything I can help you with before I go?”


“No, but thank you,” Kate replied. She added honestly, motioning to the paperwork on her desk, “I’m really going to get rammed once I can get started on this stuff. Have a good weekend.”


“You too, goodnight.”


Finally, at 5:45, the last employee left the building. Kate was alone in her office as the janitor, a very diligent employee, sauntered towards the door. “You needed some work done?”


“You know exactly what I need,” she replied standing up from her chair and walking towards the black man.


Buck walked in, shutting the door behind him. “Good, cuz I’ve got blue balls from staring at that tight ass all day. Get on yo knees bitch and worship this black cock.”


The boss turned into a slave girl, kneeling on the floor and crawling to Buck. She unzipped his dark blue workpants and fished for the hole in his boxers. Kate found it on the first try, making contact with his flaccid six inch member. She pulled and it flopped out. As Kate licked and sucked, she felt it swelling into a monster almost twice its original size in her mouth. While sucking on Buck’s balls, she marveled at his cock’s length and girth as it lay across her face, the bulbous head protruding past her forehead.


Looking up at him with eyes of desire, she begged, “I need it now.”


“What do you need? Say it like the slut you are.”


“I need this big cock inside me.”


“Better.”


“I need this huge black rod in my white pussy.” Juice running down her legs, Kate was rubbing her clit through her thong in anticipation.


“Better.”
Like a bitch in heat, she yelled, “I need your monstrous black cock to stuff my slutty white cunt! I need you to destroy my little white fuckhole with your black rod! I’m a fucking white whore so start treating me like one!”


“That’s right bitch.” Buck cleared the papers off Kate’s desk. He pulled down his pants and sat on the desk. “Show me how a white slut works a black cock.”


Kate immediately climbed on top of the muscular dark skinned man. Straddling him, she pulled the tight skirt up above her waist, exposing her lacy thong and freshly shaven pussy. The mom of three shook with excitement as she pulled the thong aside and maneuvered the monster cock towards her pleasure hole. Staring downwards, she said, “I love the look of my creamy white thighs resting on your dark body. I love the purple head of your cock on the precipice, just before it plunges in.”


He ripped off her shirt and bra. “And I love watching my strong black hands rubbing your big white tits and tiny pink nipples.” Kate moaned in pleasure as he squeezed. The moaning became louder as she dropped her hips lower, accepting his head inside her still sore cunt. She began to ride the monster up and down, inching lower with each thrust. Kate screamed with pleasure and pain as she came closer to the hilt. She finally felt the impact of her pussy lips on his pubic hair and a painful sensation in her cervix.


“I need to have an orgasm, master.”


“Feel free, slut. You’re doing great.”


With his permission, Kate furiously massaged her clit while riding all ten inches of Buck’s cock. The rod glistened with her juices as Kate’s office was filled with increasingly loud screaming, complimented by the rhythmic slapping of a white ass against black thighs. She reached climax and gushed all over her lover, fluids dripping onto her desk.


Kate was ready to milk Buck’s member dry when she heard a faint noise behind her. It was a click and then a man’s voice. “Are you ok?”


“Oh fuck” was Kate’s only thought. It was Jake, the 25 year old assistant manager she had just recently promoted. He looked on the scene in absolute confusion, stammering for words.


“What the fuck is going on here? What about your family?” Jake and his wife had gone on several double-dates with Kate and her husband. The two couples were becoming close.


Buck’s cock had gone soft inside Kate. She toppled off him as he pulled up his pants and pushed past Jake out the door. “I’m…so…sorry” was all Kate could think to say.


“How long has this been going on?”


“It just started yesterday. Listen, please don’t tell anyone about this. I can’t lose my job and my family. I’ll do anything, please.”


It was as though Jake hadn’t heard a word she said. “Why did you decide to cheat on your husband with the new janitor?”


“I don’t know. I was bored, it was just a stupid spur of the moment thing.”


“Was it because he is black?”


“What? No, not at all. Well…I don’t know.”


“Answer the question or I call corporate right now.”


Kate finally noticed she was standing naked in front of Jake and started dressing.“Fine. Yeah, I guess it was. I liked the idea of being owned by a black man.”


“You liked? So just because you got caught you don’t like it anymore?”


She was getting annoyed. “Yeah. Well…no. I don’t know, what is the point of this? Are you going to tell anybody or not?”


“That depends. I have a huge, terrible secret over you. I could think with my brain and milk this for all it’s worth, or think with my dick. Should I go for promotions, bonuses, and vacation days, or the hope of satisfying my biggest sexual fantasy?”


Kate was surprised, but saw an easy out. “What is your fantasy?”


“I want to watch my wife fuck a black man. I have been talking about this for a while and she is on the edge. I think you and your friend there can push her over the edge.”


“You want me to convince Becky to have sex with Buck?”


“Yes and no. You also have to be there…involved.”


“And you won’t tell anybody and will drop this for good?”


“Swear on my life.”


“You’ve got yourself a deal.”


Kate and Jake spent the next two months working out the details of the plan. She suddenly got much closer to Becky, turning from acquaintances to friends over a few weeks. The friendship reminded both of them of their college days, when they would spend party weekends with the girls flirting with frat guys. Buck was a more than willing participant, thinking he had been fired for his conduct.


Becky was a striking beauty. Fresh out of college, the 22 year old was tall, 5 feet 8 inches, and petite, 125 pounds. Her cute 32/B breasts perfectly complimented her figure. She was tan with beautiful long blonde hair and blue eyes. In terms of age it was a unique friendship, but their matching personalities meant Kate and Becky got along perfectly.


The plan came together on a Saturday. Kate planned a girls’ night out with Becky, stopping by a few bars to get loose before they would “accidently” run into Buck. Everything went well and at ten o’clock the pair stopped into the Roundeye bar. Kate was excited when Buck, playing the role of handsome stranger, walked up next to the girls. He sat next to Becky and introduced himself.


Kate, carrying out the plan, immediately began flirting openly with Buck. Freed from the bonds of social convention by the alcohol and encouraged by her adventurous friend, Becky joined in. The talk shifted from lighthearted flirting to sexual matters, encouraged by Kate and Buck. “Is it true what they say about black guys?” Becky questioned


“I don’t know. What do they say?”


She shot him a devilish grin. “You know, about….down there,” Becky giggled.


“What about it?”


“Yeah, what about it,” added Kate with a sly smile.


“Well…” Becky’s face had turned red from embarrassment. “I heard that it is pretty big.”


“Ohhhhh. No, that is just a myth,” responded Buck. “It isn’t pretty big, it is huge.”


Both girls squealed with delight. Kate asked, “can we see it?”


Becky was shocked. She leaned in close to Kate and whispered, “What are you doing? We’re married!”


“What’s wrong with a little fun? I deserve it, don’t you?”


“I guess….” The smile returned to her face. “So can we see it?”


“Of course you can, girls. I just happen to have a hotel room two blocks away. We can walk if you want to.”


“I don’t know if we should do this.” Becky was apprehensive. “Is this right?”


“Of course it is. Would your husband really mind?”


“No. Actually, he has wanted me to do this for a while. You’re right, let’s just see what happens.”


The threesome paid their tab and walked to the hotel. They flirted in the elevator and on the way to the room, number 416.


“We’re here,” said Buck as he unlocked the door and led the beautiful women inside.


The black man had already experienced Kate, so he didn’t need to guess what lay under her clothes. Becky, on the other hand, was still a mystery, though her tight bar-hopping outfit of leggings and a camisole left little to the imagination. Kate could tell he looked forward to exploring her tight young body.


The three sat on the king-sized bed. “What did you ladies want, again?”


Kate answered, “We want to know if what they say about black guys is true. Can I get a peek?”


“Maybe, but what do I get out of it?”


“What do you want?”


“I know what they say about black guys. Did you know they say something like that about white girls? I heard that all white girls have tight little holes that crave black cock. Is that true?”


“I don’t know,” said Becky. “Maybe let us take a look at what you’re working with first, and then we’ll see.”


“Fine.” Buck pulled down his pants and boxers, revealing his rock hard ten inches. Kate smiled when she saw the look on Becky’s face.


“I can’t believe it is that big. How does it even fit?”


“Do you want to find out?”


Becky’s simple answer surprised Kate. “Yes. I need it.” She lunged forward and buried her face in his groin, lapping hungrily at his member. “You are such a man.” She had turned into a black cock slut.


Kate stood up and undressed as Buck removed his shirt. He had to restrain Becky, which only made her want his cock more. “Calm down girl, you’ll get what you need.” He removed her shirt, bra, and then leggings. She squirmed on the bed in her panties as Buck held down her arms. “What do you want?”


“I want your black cock to defile my tiny white holes.”


“You can have it, but you to put on a show for me first. Makeout with your friend.”


Becky did as she was told. Slipping out of her panties, Kate climbed on top of her. Their nude bodies pressed together, breasts smashed and hips grinding as they kissed. “Are you a whore for black cock?”


“Yes,” Becky answered.


“Prove it.” She watched as Kate got up and rummaged through her purse. The mom retrieved a black permanent marker. Kate removed the cap and wrote across Becky’s chest, “Blacks Only.”


“Wait!” Becky was scared. “How can I explain this to Jake?”


Kate replied, “He already knows. He arranged this whole thing and is waiting in the lobby. Should I call him up?”


Becky replied with indifference. “No, I’ve got everything I need right here.”


The girls giggled as they took turns writing on each other’s bodies. “Negroes enter in rear,” “This hole for black use only,” “White Slut,” “Black hoe,” and Becky’s personal favorite, “Black Babymaker.”


“You know, Buck and I have been at this for months now. I missed my period and got a positive pregnancy test two weeks ago. I’m carrying a little brown baby inside of me.”


“Wow, that is incredible.” Becky asked, “Are you sure it isn’t your husband’s?”


“Positive. Buck is the only man who has filled me with his seed. With how many times he has shot his load into my pussy, I would be surprised if I wasn’t knocked up. Now it’s your turn.”


“Not yet,” Buck chimed in. “I want to see you white trash hoes do something nasty.”


Kate had something good in mind. In a sitting position, facing Becky who was lying on the bed, she interlaced their legs and began tribbing: rubbing their pussies together. Both girls were moaning and gyrating when Kate lifted her leg, stuffing her foot into her lesbian lover’s mouth. Becky did likewise and the girls sucked each other’s toes and licked the soles of their sweaty feet.


After a few minutes, Buck couldn’t take it anymore. The sight of Becky’s thin body swaying in motion with Kate’s, her small breasts bouncing on her chest, her moans of pleasure muffled by Kate’s sexy foot in her mouth, the words “Black Babymaker” written across her stomach. It all drove Buck wild. Speaking to Becky, he said, “It’s time, white slut.”


Kate asked, “Are you ready to be initiated into the sisterhood?”


“What?”


“The sisterhood of white girls who live for black cock. Your hole has two jobs now: to accept big black cocks and pump out brown babies. Are you ready?”


“Yes.”


Kate positioned herself behind Becky, holding her with her arms wrapped around the girl’s waist. “This will hurt, probably worse than your first time, but it is the only way for you to become a sister.”


Becky spread her legs to accommodate Buck’s muscular dark body. He lay on top of her, ready to initiate missionary-style sex. “You can scream if you want to.”


The head of his huge rod traced the outline of Becky’s shaved pussy lips. It found the hole and Buck thrust his hips, hammering into the tight young slut. “Ohhhhhhhh fuck that hurts!”


Kate laughed. “I know sweetie, I’ve been through it too.”


Buck worked slowly, pushing his cock deeper and deeper inside Becky with each thrust. She writhed with pleasure and pain, pinned between Buck’s muscles and Kate’s large breasts. For several minutes all she could do was hold on to Buck until the pain began to subside. Her breathing became less shallow as her cunt stretched to accommodate its new extra-large master.


“Does my little white fucktoy enjoy being banged by a big nigger cock?”


“Yes master.”


“Do you like having your tiny white pussy ruined?”


“Yes master.”


“Good. Now get on your hands and knees. Kate, get your slut face under her pussy.”


The slaves complied. Buck entered Becky from behind, Kate’s face only a few inches away. She lifted her head and stuck out her tongue, lapping up Becky’s juices on Buck’s huge cock. Becky screamed into the pillow as Buck turned her white cunt inside out. “Are you ready babe?”


“Yes master. Fill me with your seed.”


“What do you want?”


“I want you to shoot your black jizz straight into my cervix. Get me pregnant.”


With that, Buck groaned as he unleashed a torrent of cum inside Becky. It was more than she had ever felt before. She cried with happiness as Buck pulled out, her pussy slick with a combination of her juice and his semen. Kate lapped up sweet juice that dripped from Buck’s cock.


The trio found Jake sitting in the lobby. He was furious that Kate never called him to the room, but his anger subsided when he saw the look of fulfillment on his wife’s face. Speaking to her husband, Becky said, “Everything is different now. I’m a slut for big black cock.”


Six months later, both Becky and Kate were sporting matching pregnant bellies. Buck’s seed had planted inside the girls, forever cementing their status as white sluts for black cock. 





A Taste Of Life

Kneeling down at Lacey's feet, I paused in helping zip up her black leather boots and looked up at her.


"Are you sure this is going to be ok? I don't want this to get in the way of what you have going on," I asked.


"Of course I'm sure Honey," she said, smiling down at me.


That smile and the spark in her eyes was all I needed. I bent back down to the job at hand and finished zipping up her knee length boots. My hands, however, continued up her legs, my fingers wandering near her uncovered and bare pussy before she slapped them away.


"Oh no you don't! This is all for Don right now, and none for you." She smoothed the hem of her skirt back down over her hips, the only fabric covering the wonderful delight between her thighs. "You know exactly what we agreed to. It's what you want, it's what I want, and I'm holding you to this...my dear cuckold bitch."


My cock stirred in the confines of my slacks at being called that by my love. She had kept me hard and wanting all day long, and the previous 3 days of denial certainly didn't help any either. This was all part of our game, our pre-arranged plans for this evening, but now that it was happening, I was finding it difficult to contain myself.


I watched as Lacey walked over to the mirror, accentuating her sway as she smiled at me in the reflection. She looked stunning in her black leather boots, short skirt, and thin white top, with her long blonde hair straightened and cascading down her back. She applied the last of her makeup and touched up her lipstick, then turned back to me.


"Ok Baby, it's time. Are you sure you're going to be okay with this?"


In answer to her questions, I stood up, walked the few steps over to her side and reached out to give her a kiss. Our lips connected, our tongues touched, and my cock throbbed. Our loving kiss lingered for a moment and then Lacey backed away.


"That's enough for you now. The rest is for Don, and then we'll see what you get afterwards. Now get your ass over to the chair." She pointed at the chair, expecting immediate compliance to her command as she slid easily into her role for the evening.


I backed over to the corner of the hotel room where the chair had been pre-arranged to view the entire room. Sitting down I could feel my heart beating harder then usual. Lacey bent down close to me, her cleavage directly in front of my eyes, her breasts barely contained in the tight, low cut blouse.


"I think the real question here is whether YOU are really prepared for this. Are you, my little cuckold? Is my boy bitch really ready and willing to watch me tonight?" She smiled lovingly with that twinkle still in her eyes as she asked me.


I swallowed harder then I thought I needed to, but I wasn't backing down now. I could feel the Grey Goose doing its own job in loosening me up, along with a little special herb. Besides, we had a safe word in case things got completely out of control for any of us. "Yes Lacey, I'm sure. I want this so badly I'm throbbing."


Lacey reached with one hand down to the bulge in my pants, feeling my raging hard-on, and her smile widened. "Ooooh, yes, yes you are. I think that I'm going to make a slight change in plans here. Take off your pants."


I looked up at her, unsure that I heard her correctly. "What?" I asked.


"I said take of your pants. NOW!"


Her commanding voice spun me into action and I quickly removed my shoes, socks and pants, then sat back down on the chair.


"That's better, my bitch," she said softly. She then took the bonds that we had brought with us and began to secure my wrists and ankles to the chair. The way she tied them made my hips jut out a bit which only made my now rock hard cock stick straight up and out in the air.


"Oh, that's very nice, very nice indeed. In fact, it's so nice I think I might have to touch you, but only just a little. We don't want you to blow too soon, and I certainly don't want to keep Don waiting for my sweet pussy." She bent down and gave my cock a few licks and a quick suck. The night had barely begun and I already felt like I was being tortured with desire!


My cock throbbed at her lips, and I tried to push my hips up toward her mouth, but the restraints worked well enough to keep me in place. She giggled slightly at my predicament.


"Oh, my poor baby. Such a hard cock sticking up like that and you can't do a damn thing about it. If this is what it's like for you now, just think what it will be like when...well...I'll just leave it to your imagination at the moment." She stood up and turned around, starting to head for the door.


"Please Lacey, please...will you give me just a dip before we get this all started? Please?"


Lacey stopped dead in her tracks. Oh shit. I wasn't supposed to talk once I sat in the chair. She turned around and looked at me, a devilish grin on her face. "What did you say?"


"Can I have a dip before you leave, please Lacey?" I had already spoken, so I figured I might as well say it again.


SMACK!!


My head jerked to the side when her hand hit my face. It was completely unexpected and harder then usual. Tears actually welled up in my eyes.


"You are not to speak until I tell you, remember?" she asked in a voice that was as soft as her slap was hard.


I turned my head back to her and nodded.


"Ah, so now you remember and don't say anything," she said as she smiled. She bent down and reached into the bag on the floor next to the chair. "Just for that, I think I will change things up a little more."


Her hands came up and I could see she held a blindfold. "Do you want this on?" I shook my head. I didn't want to miss a damn thing!


"Too bad. Consider this payment for what you asked." She put the leather blindfold around my eyes, and the room went pitch dark. Her fingers then traced down my chest and to my cock, grasping it and pumping it slowly up and down a few times, before releasing me. I almost moaned out loud but was able to contain myself and stay quiet.


"Well, that was pretty good. Too bad you're going to miss seeing the start of things. But since you asked and you paid the price...well..." I heard the rustle of fabric and then felt her legs beside me, her leather boots against my legs, before her hand grasped my cock again and she ever so slowly slipped her dripping pussy down over my hardness. She sighed in pleasure as she pushed down on top of me, slipping my cock ever so slowly deep inside of her.


O..M..G..!!! She was sopping wet already, and nothing had really even started. She sat there on my lap for a moment, feeling me throb inside of her, dripping her wetness on my cock and balls, before pulling off of me as slowly as she had slid me inside.


"You asked for a dip, and there you go. Now you're paying the price with the blindfold, tied up in the corner like the cuckold bitch you are. I hope you enjoy this. I know I will." I heard her walk through the room, the door opening and closing, and then she was gone.


I was alone.


The music we had brought was playing softly in the background, or else with the blindfold on I probably would be going half out of my mind. At least I had something outside of my mind to cling to. I sat there in the silence and darkness, relaxing as best I could to the sounds of the music.


More songs then I expected passed before I heard the door open. My heart jumped into my throat as my mind quickly played out the scenario of housekeeping coming into the hotel room, finding a naked man tied up to a chair in the corner. But Lacey's soft voice quickly reached my ears and calmed at least that one fear. The door closed and a moment later I felt Lacey's presence next to me and heard her sweet voice whispering in my ear.


"Hello darling. I hope you're ready to enjoy this, because I'm not stopping this now for anything. I'm going to have the fuck of my life, right here in front of you. On the bed, bent over the couch, on the edge of the jacuzzi, wherever we want to take each other. Don's big cock is going to make me cum over and over while you sit here tied up like a good little cuckold, until I decide what to do with you...if anything."


My cock was coming alive quickly at the sound of her voice. I could smell the Grey Goose on her breath now, and I knew from the way she was just slightly slurring her words that she was plenty loose from the goose.


"Just so you know, Don finger fucked me while we sat in the booth in in the corner of the bar downstairs. It was amazing! I am dripping wet and I want his big cock so badly right now. So you just sit there with that raging hard-on and listen to me get the life fucked out of me by Don and his huge cock, like the good little cuckold bitch that you are. That's right, you know you are and this is going to happen now no matter what, because you're the cuckold and I'm in charge. So you just sit there and keep that fucking mouth of yours shut, you fucking bitch. I'm going to get myself laid now." She giggled and stood up, moving away from me.


It was then that I smelled the scent of another man's cologne in the room. Oh fuck..this was really happening! Here I was tied up in the corner of the room while Lacey and Don were about to fuck in front of me!


I heard a little soft talking, soft enough that I couldn't make out the words over the music playing. Without my sight I could only guess at the sounds I was hearing, but at first I was sure I heard the unmistakable sounds of them kissing. This went on for a few minutes interspersed with some quiet moaning from them both. Then I heard the rustle of fabric, the bed moving, and a moment later Lacey sighed heavily. Listening intently I could just hear what I envisioned was Don licking her sweet pussy, her juices being lapped up by his tongue. It wasn't too long before I heard Lacey gasping for air and the sound of her cumming hard on his mouth and tongue.


A few moments passed as Lacey was probably regaining her composure, and then I heard her say a little breathlessly, "Oh god Don, that was wonderful. Now it's my turn."


There was more movement in the room followed by the sound of a zipper and clothes being removed. The bed shifted some more and then I heard the very familiar sound of Lacey's mouth sucking cock. Little moans escaped her lips as they were wrapped around his cock. And then, "Oh god, you're so big I can't fit you all the way in my mouth. But I'm going to keep trying," she giggled.


I knew the idea was for them to ignore the fact that I was there, but I was sure Lacey was saying that for my benefit.


The sound of her sucking his cock was simply unmistakable and was making my own cock extremely stiff. In my mind's eye I could see Lacey sucking and licking Don's cock up and down, holding him in her hand as she licked the underside, barely able to wrap her fingers around his large shaft as she slipped her lips over the head of his cock, taking him as deep as she could in her mouth.


She kept this up for three entire songs and was well into the fourth when I finally heard Don begin to groan. The man held out as long as he could before he finally spoke. It was the first time I had heard his voice that night. "Damn Baby, you're going to make me cum if you keep that up."


The sounds of sucking him off stopped momentarily. "That's the point lover, you're going to cum in my mouth. I want so badly to taste you." Then the cock sucking started up again.


A minute or so later Don was groaning again, and then he said, "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum Lacey."


I heard a muffled "uh huh..." as Lacey continued to suck Don enthusiastically, and then a loud groan escaped from Don as he shot load after load into my dear wife's mouth, just a few feet away in the darkness. His moaning continued for a few moments before subsiding and I heard him gasp a "Damn Lacey," then collapse back on the bed.


I heard movement and a moment later felt hands on my thighs, then Lacey's legs beside me. She sat on my lap and slid my cock easily inside of her. She was literally sopping wet and she hadn't even been fucked yet! Then, before my mind could grasp what was happening, Lacey was kissing me and moaning, pushing a mouthful of cum into my own mouth, down my throat, forcing me to swallow his cum as she slid up and down my cock. I almost came right then and there when the realization hit me of what she was doing! She sensed me tense up to shoot my own load and stopped moving on me immediately, and then pulled her mouth off of mine.


"Oh, no fucking way are you cumming, you bitch. You're my cuckold now. You asked for this and you're going to get it. ALL of it, do you understand me? I'm not stopping until I get fully satisfied by my lover right here in front of you, and you are NOT going to cum...not now." She pulled off of me, my cock standing rigid and tall in the open air, throbbing with desire.


She gave me another kiss, the salty taste of his cum still lingering on her lips. "Back to my lover, dear cuckold. Bye bye."


...to be continued....


She gave me another kiss, the salty taste of his cum still lingering on her lips. "Back to my lover, dear cuckold. Bye bye."


I felt Lacey's hands reaching behind my head and she removed the blindfold, dropping it on the floor. The lighting was dim with a few small candles lit and a light on the desk turned down low. I looked up at Lacey and saw her smiling down at me, her eyes simply glowing in the dim light.


She was still wearing her leather boots but nothing else. Her skirt and blouse were scattered on the floor, along with Don's shoes and clothing. She tried to wink at me but has never really been able to, so it turned into one of those familiar loving looks instead. She smiled wider at her attempt and then turned and walked over to the bed where Don was lying, naked, waiting for her return.


"I'm back lover," she said to Don as she laid down on the bed next to him. Don answered by turning his head to her and kissing her long and hard, one hand reaching around to grasp her by the back of the head and hold her to him. I heard Lacey moan and saw her own hand reaching down for his cock. I could see that he was already semi-hard again, ready to devour more of my dear wife while I watched.


They finally broke their kiss and Lacey immediately bent her head down to his cock, taking him into her mouth. Don let out a moan of his own as her lips wrapped around his shaft and she swallowed as much of him as she could. Even only partially hard she couldn't fit all of him in her mouth. As I watched I could see him becoming fully erect, her mouth, lips and fingers all doing the magic she does so very well. She continued to suck on him for a few minutes until he reached down and lifted her head up. He shifted around the bed so his legs were now pointing towards me, then put his hands around Lacey's waist and urged her over on top of him. He laid back as Lacey swung one leg over his hip and moved her pussy directly above his rigid cock.


"I've been wanting you inside of me for weeks Don," she said as she slowly put just the tip of his cock to her dripping and open lips. As if in slow motion I watched as Lacey slid Don's massive cock between her lips and inside of her, inch by agonizing inch. She bent over Don, kissing him, as she continued to ease him into her. The sight of her pussy lips being stretched out by another cock slowly slipping inside of her is one of the hottest, most incredibly erotic moments I will ever have. I wanted it to last and last, but soon enough she had him all the way inside of her, his cock stretching her out and her pussy settling down on the base of his cock and balls.


"Oh...my...god...! You feel so good inside of me Don. It's been too long since I last had your cock inside of me. Mmmm....this is wonderful."


Then she slowly started to ride him. Up to the point of almost pulling off his cock completely, then ever so slowly sliding back down on him, taking him all the way inside. I knew she was doing this long, slow fuck for my benefit, knowing how much I love the sight of another man's cock spreading her lips and sinking into her. But it wasn't long before she began to lose focus on going slowly and the pleasure of the act itself took over.


Her hips began grinding down on him and she started moving faster and faster. Don's hands were holding her waist at both sides, helping to move her hips up and down as she started to fuck him hard. His fingers were traveling around her, reaching her ass. She started slamming down on his cock and moaning loudly at the pleasure. He was then holding firmly onto her ass and spreading her cheeks, and Lacey moaned even louder in response. Then as soon as he touched her puckered hole with one of his fingers, it seemed like a shock went through her body and she came. Hard. Incredibly hard. Her legs were shaking and she was moaning loud enough that I was sure anyone passing by in the hall would have heard and known that a woman was having an incredible orgasm behind these closed doors. Finally able to breath again she gasped for air, slowing her tempo and then collapsing on top of Don's chest, her own chest heaving as she continued to gulp in air and descend from an incredible crescendo.


They just lay there now while Lacey caught her breath, but with her bent forward on top of him I had an extremely erotic view of Don's cock embedded deep inside my wonderful wife. She was dripping juices all over his cock and balls, her wonderful sweet pussy juice coating them both. The way his cock had her stretched out after that was amazing and breathtaking to me! It was obvious he was still hard as a rock and ready to continue, but I was able to enjoy the wonderfully erotic sight in front of me for several minutes before either of them moved.


And then Don simply rolled them over and around so he was on top and Lacey was literally pinned underneath his muscled body. He pulled up on his knees, taking first one of Lacey's legs and then the other and pulling her legs open, his hands holding on to her boots. The entire time he maneuvered them into this position his cock didn't leave her pussy. Lacey reached her arms back behind her and pushed against the head board as best she could as Don began to slowly slide his cock in and out of her dripping pussy. Lacey let out a small moan and arched her back, the pleasure obviously making its way through her.


From the angle I was sitting, bound to the chair in the corner, I could again see Don's long, thick manhood sliding balls deep into Lacey where he would pause for brief moment, and then pull out almost completely, just like Lacey did while riding him. With her legs held high and wide in the air, he was stretching her out even more and the sight was obscenely erotic for me. The muscles in his ass would tighten as he literally forced his cock deeper into her, the juices of her stretched pussy making those "squish squish" sounds as he fucked her deep. And then he started to really pound in to her. Hard and fast he fucked my wife in front of me as I watched every move, heard every sound, fearful of even blinking lest I miss one second of the live sex show taking place mere feet away, starring my very own wife.


Don began alternating between fast and slow, teasing Lacey just a bit with his cock, before he paused. Lacey let out a soft questioning moan as Don reached for a pillow. He held her hips up with one arm while he slid the pillow under her ass with the other. Lacey smiled and then gasped loudly when Don plunged hard inside of her, the pillow now angling her hips in a way that put his cock in direct contact with her g-spot. Her eyes went wide and her arms straightened and pushed hard against the head board. She was loving his big cock nailing her spot and it showed! Don now started slamming into her hard, much harder then before. The slapping of their bodies joining together and the juices of her pussy juices squishing out around his mammoth cock was wonderful erotic music to my ears.


I couldn't peel my eyes away as Lacey began to moan almost continually now, rapidly approaching yet another major orgasm. Her nipples had turned hard as pebbles, and I could see the goosebumps rising on her chest as both her face and her chest started turning a deep shade of red. These were all signs I knew intimately, and that together meant she was about to have an amazingly strong orgasm! Her eyes snapped shut tight as her hips and legs starting shaking uncontrollably. She let out the loudest sounds she'd made that night, with a loud "Goooood....daaaamn....!!!" followed by several short gasps before she actually let out two short screams of pleasure. The sounds of his cock driving deep and hard into her pussy changed somewhat, and I realized she must have squirted!


That was the first time she had squirted with any man other then me, and was a sign that Lacey had finally let herself go completely with Don. Perhaps the presence of me in the room with her finally put her enough at ease to let herself go and give in to all the pleasure that Don could provide her. The sounds of her juices and squirt mingling together were intoxicating as Don continued to plunge deep into her, not allowing her to come down from her high and rapidly giving her multiple successive orgasms. The man certainly had some stamina, and from the way he kept fucking her hard and deep he wasn't stopping any time soon. My own cock was tall and rigid, and I now noticed that I had pre-cum dripping out and down the sides of my shaft. But damn it, I still couldn't do anything but watch my wife get fucked long and hard right in front of me, seeing her enjoying every second as Don continued to pleasure her, making her cum again and again.


After what must have been 4 or 5 more orgasms Don started to slow down. Lacey's eyes fluttered open and looked up at him. "Oh god no, don't stop! You're going to cum inside of me Don. I want your cum gushing inside of me, and I want it now!"


She reached up and pulled Don's mouth down to hers, kissing him passionately. The change in his position moved her legs from his hands over to his shoulders and forced her legs even higher and her ass angling even more. They both moaned at the change and Don slammed hard into her now sopping pussy, making wonderfully wet, sloppy squishy noises. They continued to kiss as he pulled out slowly and then slammed hard back into her. Lacey moaned heavily into his mouth and he repeated this over and over, their bodies slapping together again and again. I watched as Lacey's left hand started making it's way down Don's back, to his side, over his ass, and just barely reaching his balls. When he would slam deep into her she would caress his balls with her fingers until he pulled out and away, only to slam hard into her again. Don started groaning and it appeared that Lacey's handy work was making an impact. A few moments more of this ball handling and Don groaned loudly, shooting a hot load of cum inside my dear sweet wife. Lacey also moaned in pleasure, having yet another orgasm of her own as another man's cum shot deep into her cunt. Don pumped his cock into her a few more times before slowing and finally lying still in her arms.


As for myself I thought I was going to cum without even touching myself, the scene playing out before me was so intensely erotic. As it was my cock had leaked enough pre-cum to thoroughly coat my shaft and drip over my balls. I was breathing almost as hard as the two of them as they both laid there catching their collective breath. I say collective because they were entwined in yet another deep and passionate kiss. Don then started to move off of Lacey but she wrapped both her arms and legs around him, not letting him move or leave her pussy, while she continued to kiss him deeply. She finally released her lips from his and asked, "Lover, will you roll me over on top of you please?"


Don must have smiled down at her because she was looking into his eyes and smiled even wider. He took her head in one hand and wrapped his other arm around her back, then rolled them over on the bed. Lacey laid there on Don's chest for several minutes, relaxing in their afterglow, obviously enjoying the feeling of his thick cock still embedded deep inside her now thoroughly stretched out pussy. They lay there so long, breathing deeply, that I thought they might have even fallen asleep in each other's arms.


Hmmm...that would kind of suck for me, I thought.


But Lacey finally began moving. She pulled her head up off his chest and gave him a smile and a kiss, then pushed herself into a posting position on top of Don -- feet (or rather boots) on the bed, sitting up and squatting down over him. She still had not let Don slip out of her pussy. Her juices and his cum were still captured inside of her and she pulled up just a little to see. She smiled over at me as she showed me the view.


She turned back to Don, sank back down on his cock and gave him a hard kiss. Then she smiled at him and said, "I'll be right back." She pulled up and off his cock, held her hand to her pussy, got down off the bed and walked over to me. She looked down at my cock and the glistening pre-cum that coated so much of it now. Then she just reached out and pushed my chest...hard. So hard that the chair fell over on to the floor, pulling me right along with it. The look on my face must have been something because she couldn't help but laugh out loud at my shock.


"Time for you to make me cum, bitch," she said as she started to bend down. I was delighted that I was going to get to enter her sloppy pussy, but then she turned around and pressed her pussy to my mouth instead! She then took two of her fingers and pushed them inside her pussy, spreading herself wide open and enabling all the sloppy wet cream from the two of them to pour out of her delicious, wet, sloppy cunt and into my mouth.


"That's right bitch, you're going to clean up my sloppy, cum soaked pussy with your mouth. Open wide and swallow it all, you little cuckold bitch. I know how badly you want to. Eat it all out of my pussy and make me cum again!"


Like before when she kissed me with a mouth full of cum, it took me a moment to comprehend what was happening, what she was actually doing. But then reality set in and I found myself eagerly swallowing all of the juices that poured out of her delicious pussy. It was that or practically drown in all that sex juice. I licked and sucked her pussy as she sat on my face and enjoyed the pleasure of my mouth and tongue on her.


"Looks like you're becoming my little cum slut now too, aren't you cuck? Now be a good cum slut and suck it all out of my pussy. Oh yes...yes..." She was moaning now with the pleasure of sitting on my face and having me enthusiastically eat her out.


I moaned in answer as best I could with her sloppy pussy pressed firmly on my mouth. I darted my tongue out to her clit as best I could, licking at her sensitive button. I could feel her fingers there as well as she rubbed her clit herself. With my mouth on her pussy and her fingers on her clit it wasn't too long before yet another powerful orgasm swept through her. She pressed even harder down on my face, cutting the breath off from me momentarily as her hips shook from the pleasure. And then her pussy flowed and pushed out the remaining cum inside of her directly into my open and waiting mouth, which I eagerly swallowed as I continued to lick and suck her dry.


A few moments passed as she regained her composure and then she lifted up just enough to let me breath again. I gulped air as I felt her hands reach for my cock and grasp it tightly. I groaned and practically shot my load but she pressed her finger hard to my perineum, stopping any potential orgasm.


She smiled devilishly down at me. "Oh no you don't, you still aren't cumming yet, you fucking bitch. By the time I let you cum tonight, you are going to be so built up that your orgasm will shake the walls. But we've still got a few things to do before that, now don't we? I'm not the only one that needs to be cleaned up, am I, my dear little cum slut?"


Lacey was smiling devilishly with a twinkle in her eye as she began to remove the velcro restraints from my ankles and then wrists. "You did hear me, right bitch?"


I nodded my head, able to do little else as I waited for the restraints to come off. My heart was beating a mile a minute as I thought of what she had said. Would she really make me do this? Should I utter our safe word and stop where this was going? 








Breaking The Ice

My wife and I have been married for over 30 years and we finally got all the children out of the house and launched into society. We decided we would go and have a little fun and treat ourselves to a well deserved vacation. We discussed many different options and looked on the internet for several weeks when my wife said she would like to go to an all nude resort. She had never done anything like that but she thought the idea of just being out and free and naked was appealing to her. Well I thought getting to see a number of naked people was appealing to me also.


We talked about it and she told me to get all the sexual thoughts out of my head this was not a sex vacation or so she said at the time. We booked the reservations and started to make all the necessary plans to have a great time. The trip was scheduled for about 6 weeks off so we had time to get ourselves into better shape to be naked in public. We both started on a crash diet and we committed to going to the gym every day until departure. We started going every evening after work and after just a couple of weeks I could see a nice change coming over both of us.


We also spent a lot of time surfing the internet to find out as much as we could about this resort and what we could do in the area. The resort has a night club and lots of themed activities every night so you don’t have to go anywhere else Libby decided we should just let our hair down and play along. She was busy getting together the clothes and costumes we needed for each night.


While all this was going on I was chatting online with some people that had been there before and they told me how great it was. They asked me if we planned to do the cruise ship icebreaker party they offered, they said it was very nice and if we were adventurous this was a great way to start the vacation. I asked them for details but they said everyone that goes also promises not to tell the details but they did hint that it did involve some sexual contact.


I knew my wife would never go for anything like that but I thought I would just see what she said since this was the beginning of our new life of excitement and adventure. She later told me she had been chatting online with a few people that also had been there and she knew what would happen at the ice breaker.
Well the trip date finally arrived and we were getting ready to go and I said since this was a nude resort we shouldn’t wear or take any underwear, she said she couldn’t travel without a bra and panties and I said sure you can people do it all the time, you’re going to be naked soon so what does it matter. She relented and she took off everything and removed her underwear and then she unpacked all the underwear she had packed and we started the trip with some excitement.


The trip was off to a very good start we got to the airport and checked in and headed thru security. I was teasing her about what if they had to search her she only had on the dress you could see and nothing else. She said then they would get a good look at what everyone else was going to be seeing in a couple of hours anyway. We went thru without incident and were at the gate waiting to depart. I asked her to flash me her pussy while we were waiting and she resisted at first but then said ok and I sat across from her and she would just open and close her legs and gave me a great view of her smooth pussy.


She was starting to loosen up and I had high hopes for this trip. While we were flying to t
he resort she had chosen the seat next to the window and I was next to her, there was no one else in our row so we had a little privacy. She covered up with a blanket and pretended to go sleep and very slowly grabbed my hand and pulled it up to her pussy and I got the idea and I started to finger her sopping wet pussy. She had a small smile on her face as she just sat there with her eyes closed. This was slow and easy and I know that she really likes it that way sometimes. The trip down seemed to just fly by with the playing around we were doing and she stopped me several times because I think she was very close to cuming.


The flight attendants announced we were going to land so we straighten everything up and got ready. We made it thru customs and got the limo that was waiting for us and we were on our way. The driver spoke a little English and said we could take off our clothes if we wanted to because this was the only stop for him and he would take us inside the resort and everyone would be nude there already.


My wife just looked at me smiled and then she peeled off her dress and was nude right there in the cab. This was the first time anyone had seen her naked other than me and I was right behind her in getting my clothes off too.


They had drinks in the limo so we helped ourselves and just sat back and enjoyed the hour drive to the resort. The driver was very discrete about looking by I could see him taking a few looks. I am sure he had seen so many naked people that this was just part of his job.


We arrived and were greeted by the staff and they took all of our things to our room they had already checked us in we just signed in our room, very nice. We decided to just go and walk around first thing and check the place out. I told my wife that I would need to relieve some of the sexual pressure that I had built up already otherwise I would be walking around with an erection she said No Problem and for the first time in years she just dropped to her knees and sucked my dick right into her mouth and gave me the best blow job she has ever done.


In only about 2 minutes I told her I was about to cum and she just looked up at me and smiled with my cock still in her mouth and continued to work it with an enthusiasm that she had not shown in many years if ever. I held out as long as I could but it was less than a minute more and I shot off right in her mouth and she pulled back so just the head of my cock was in her mouth and she let all the spasms stop and then she just stood up and kissed me and feed me all the cum I had just shot into her mouth. I was shocked and excited all at the same time and just accepted the warm creamy mixture then she pulled back and said swallow. I did and she informed me that I would be eating all my ejaculate on this trip that was her new rule.


She licked her lips and said not bad I think we are both going to enjoy this more than ever.
We left the room and walked around and she was just as comfortable and relaxed as if she had been doing this her whole life. It was fantastic the scenery was beautiful the staff was gracious and helpful and the people were very nice and friendly also. I thought this was a little weird that everyone was sitting or walking around and acting as if being nude was no different than being dressed but it only took about 30 minutes and I was just as comfortable nude as I had ever been clothed. We covered each other with sun screen and had great view of the beach and pool from the patio we were on so we just laid back and enjoyed the next couple of hours.


The staff would check on us from time to time to see if we needed anything to eat or drink. The spa employees would come by and give you a free massage to show off their skills and book you for a regular session. My wife was very eager to have all the male masseuses give her a demo massage. She later told me she would almost cum each time because they did not cover you up at all and she knew they were looking directly at her smooth shaven pussy that was glistening wet for all the attention. She told me she was sure she was going to have some wild dreams tonight.


We just relaxed and enjoyed the sun and the stress free lifestyle this was going to be a great week. I asked her what the plans for the evening were and she said that after dinner we were going to a special ice breaker for new couples. I asked her what we did at the ice breaker and she said that I just needed to have an open mind and she was sure I would enjoy it. I was beginning to wonder if she knew more than she was letting me know.


We went to dinner nude; you did not have to put on any clothes at any time at this resort which I thought was great. We sat at a table with another couple and had a good meal and great conversation I enjoyed looking at our guest Cheryl’s tits as we ate and I also enjoyed looking at my wife’s tits too. What man wouldn’t like having all this naked female flesh to enjoy while eating? I asked our dinner guests if they had gone to the ice breaker and they didn’t but heard it was a lot of fun for the couples that did go.


The evening was perfect and after we ate we walked around to take in more of the sights. My wife said it was time for us to get dressed for the ice breaker I said dressed she said yes they were very specific that all the men and women were to wear 2 articles of clothing each no more no less so we went to get dressed and I just put on a pair of shorts and a t shirt my wife put on a super short sun dress that barley covered her pussy and a pair of sandals. She spun around and asked me if I thought she was as pretty as the other women there and I told her defiantly any man here would be happy to have her for their date.


We walk over to the cabana where the ice breaker was being held and they had it all set up just like a cruise ship night club. It was a fairly large cabana with open sides out to the ocean and to the grounds all around. When we arrived there were two other couples there and another walked in right behind us. All four couples were in their fifties and looked like your average couple you would see anywhere else. We sat around the large table that was in the middle of the room and talked for a little while and then the party director showed up and introduced herself to us as Celeste and said she would help direct the activity tonight.


Couple #1 we will call Jack and Jill couple #2 we will call David and Robin by the way David was an large black man and Robin was white and we are couple #3 and we will call us Michael and Libby couple #4 we will call Joel and Tiffany.
Celeste said this was a simple game but they had found that this was one of their most popular. She said I will tell you the rules then you can decide if you want to stay and play or you could leave no one had to play if they didn’t want to. She said we played as teams/couples just as we were and we would play strip poker. The ladies were to play the hands and the men stood right next to them. The couples that had the loosing hands each round had to remove one piece of clothing each time they lost and the men would lose their clothes first.


The couple that would ultimately win the woman chooses one couple for her sexual pleasure and the man chooses another couple for the same. During the game anyone who had on more clothes than someone else could fondle and touch any body parts that were exposed. The winners got to keep the couple they chose until lunch tomorrow. The losers could come back the next night and play again but the winners could not. Anything the winners asked or told you to do you had to do as long as it didn’t cause any real pain or damage.


The men could not fuck anyone without permission from his spouse. I think everyone there was more than a little surprised and Celeste said take a few minutes to discuss this and then let her know if we wanted to continue. Well each couple was talking between themselves and Jack and Jill decided this was too much for them and left, to my surprise my wife said she thought this would be fun and she wanted to see if it was true what they say about black men and their cocks and she knew she was going to win anyway. David and Robin, Joel and Tiffany and us were left to play the game.


We had not seen either of the other couples during the day so this would be our first chance to see each other naked. Celeste gave us the cards and said to have fun and she left us to start the game. We arranged the chairs evenly around the table. The table was lower than a regular table it was about level with everyone’s knees. The men all stood to the right of their wives and then the first hand was dealt.


The women were taking this very seriously and played hard. Round one Robin and David won and Joel and I took off our shirts, there were a few comments about how nice it was to watch the men strip for a change. The air was thick with the sexual excitement of everyone doing something like this for the first time
Round two Tiffany and Joel won so now David took off his shirt and I had to take off my shorts. I was the first and only one naked at this time and I was getting a little excited. Tiffany just reached over and grabbed my balls with one hand and gave them a squeeze and grabbed my cock with the other and pumped it a few quick stokes to full attention, she said she had always wanted to do that to a stranger but never got a chance.


Round three Tiffany and Joel win again now David takes off his shorts and my wife decides to take off her dress so the she is naked except for her sandals. Libby has a shaved pussy and she had painted her nipples with lipstick so they were bright red and sticking out. I am standing there with a full blow erection looking at my wife on display and Tiffany gets up and walks over to David and grabs his cock and balls that was also fully erect and about 5 inches long and about 1 inch thick and gives him a few quick pumps and bends over and gives it a little kiss right on the head. Joel just reaches over and slips a finger into my wife’s wet pussy and she spreads her legs to give him easy access to her wet box it was a very quick fingering in and out but the sexual tension was very thick.


Round four we win so now Joel takes off his shorts and everyone is surprised to see him with a bright pink cock ring on and he is also completely erect and has been recently shaved, Tiffany tells everyone that he has to wear the cock ring the entire time they are there because that was her rule. My wife whispers to me that it looks like the biggest man has the smallest dick. Robin decided not to be out done by my wife so she also takes off her wrap and is naked except for the sandals. Robin has dark brown shoulder length hair and a very hairy pussy that matches perfectly. Her breasts were nice and large and sagged just a little in a very attractive way.


Recap all the men are naked and erect and Robin and my wife only have sandals on and Tiffany is still completely dressed. Tiffany declares that she wants to feel up both of the other women and gets up and walks behind my wife and has her stand. She slowly reaches around and gently feels her breasts while she is whispering in her ear then holding each breast as if to weight them in her hands she slides one hand down and a finger slips into my wife’s open wet pussy again.


She then walks around and does the same to Robin, you could tell Robin was a little frightened but when Tiffany’s finger went into her pussy she let out a small moan and you could see the excitement wash over her. My wife decides to grab both David and Joel’s balls and hold one set in each hand she is rolling them around and squeezing them and she has a smile on her face that tells me she is really enjoying this.


Round five we win again and now Robin takes off her sandals and Tiffany wants to be the tease so she takes off her sandals also. Libby reaches for Joel’s rock hard cock and just slips it into her mouth all the way to his balls and then she just let it slide back out she then does the same thing to me and then to David. It seemed to me she was taking measurements of the cocks in the room to decide which one was the best. Tiffany had each man turn around and bend over and she grabbed each of them from behind and pulled on their cocks like she was milking them.


Tiffany says lets all get a drink and the staff just show up and get everyone something to drink. All of the staff in this room are women and they seemed to enjoy seeing all the men with their erections they later told my wife they see lots of dicks all day but they really like seeing them hard and stiff at this party. This was the final round and soon the winners would each get to have a couple for their sexual pleasure.


The cards were delt and as it ended up Tiffany and Joel won they looked like deer in the headlights as it settled in they now were going down a path they had never been down before and there was a lot of nervous energy in the room. Celeste came back in and congratulated the winners and then gave Tiffany another room key so she could have her own space for the fun and games ahead. David Robin Libby and I were standing there waiting to see what happened next and Celeste said it was ladies choice so Tiffany you get to pick your pets first. She walked around all of us and was touching the women’s tits and stroking the men’s cocks and then said I will take Libby and Michael.


Joel said to Robin grab your husband’s cock and lead him to my room we are going to have a great time. With that he turned and headed straight towards the room and Robin grabbed David’s cock and led him as she was told right behind Joel.


Tiffany asked Celeste if it was Ok if we could play around here in the cruise ship lounge for a while before she went to the room and Celeste said that was fine and she left us to our own. Tiffany told Libby to lay down on the table on her back and spread her legs wide open she told me to stand at Libby’s head and grab her legs and to hold her open and for me to put my balls into Libby’s face and she was to suck on them one at a time and go back and forth until she was told to stop.


Tiffany then took off her dress and we were able to see her for the first time she was very similar to Libby in size and build but her nipples were about an inch long and as big as my little finger, she said she had never been this excited before and she had never thought she would have any sexual contact with another woman and then she just leaned in and started eating Libby’s cunt that was dripping wet with a little stream of juice running down her crack. Tiffany licked her from bottom to top and back again she said she loved it and we would have to let her have all the oral pleasure she wanted. Libby was very busy sucking my balls and pulling on them with her mouth while Tiffany was feasting on her pussy.


Libby started to thrust her hips up into Tiffany’s mouth and was bucking like she was riding a horse. Tiffany locked her mouth on her pussy and started to suck on her sensitive clit and in just seconds Libby was Cumming all over Tiffany’s face. Tiffany got up and came around the table and kissed me full on the mouth and fed me some of Libby’s sweet pussy cream. She then told me to get down there and fuck her while she held her legs. I walked around to position myself between her legs and I watched as Tiffany sat her cunt right down on Libby’s mouth.


She told her make me cum or she would not like the punishment she had planned for her. Libby began to eat her very first pussy and I could see it did not take her long to really get the hang of it. I was sliding my aching cock back and forth into her steaming hot snatch and was just watching what was happening as she licked and nibbled and sucked on Tiffany’s cunt. Libby started bucking again and was about to cum when Tiffany told me to stop and get behind her and slide my dick between her pussy and my wife’s mouth and she wanted me to cum right there.


Tiffany leaned forward and put her mouth back on Libby’s pussy as I would slide my dick between Tiffany’s cunt and Libby’s mouth and go back and forth again. Tiffany just let out a groan and came all over my cock and Libby’s mouth. I was on the verge of Cumming and she made me stop. She got up and told Libby to grab my cock and lead me to the winner’s room that Celeste had just given us the key to. Tiffany grabbed my wife’s nipple and pulled her along as she was pulling me by my cock to the room.


When we got to the room she gave Libby the key and told her to open the door and for me to get on my knees and get behind her and to lick her ass while Libby got the door opened. Tiffany leaned over the wall and pushed her ass back and spread her cheeks apart and I got right down there and started licking her good she smelled of sex and the heavy aroma was quite intoxicating.


I was busy with my face stuck between her cheeks when she just pulled away and walked into the room. Tiffany told me to get everyone something to drink and she called Libby to come get on the big round bed that was in the middle of the room with her. There were mirrors on all the walls and the ceiling above the bed and they both just got on the bed and started making out. I got the drinks and brought them over to the two women and they stopped and sat up and drank up very quickly.


Libby said she was surprised how much she had liked being with a woman and she thinks it was even more exciting knowing her man was watching. Tiffany also said she was really enjoying this game and she hoped we all had a little more energy for tonight’s activities before we went to sleep. Libby asked Tiffany why she had Joel wearing the cock ring and why he had to keep it on for the trip.


Tiffany said that Joel had asked her a couple of months ago to dominate him in the bedroom and after some research she had decide that his wearing the cock ring along with his smoothie would announce to everyone that saw them that she was in charge. She also said that she was sure that right now in their room that Robin was giving the orders to both of the men because that was what she had told him he had to do if they won the game. Libby told Tiffany that she had just one rule for me and that was I was to eat all the man juice I produced on this trip regardless of where I put it. Tiffany said that was a great rule and she thinks she is going to make that rule # 2 for Joel after lunch tomorrow.


Tiffany told me to get on the bed as she and Libby lay right next to each other and I was to get between their legs and eat their pussies going back and forth until they both came. Here on this bed were two very attractive women with smooth bald pussies and my job was to eat them. I started and went back and forth and licked and sucked and fingered and kissed, they were playing with each other’s nipples and giving me instructions.


They both tasted wonderful and it was hard work to keep they both happy but after about 30 minutes they started to wiggle and move a lot more and were telling me they were getting close. Libby came first while I had my mouth on her clit and was sucking it completely into my mouth she shuddered and came and flooded my mouth with her nectar.


I then moved over to Tiffany and focused all my attentions on her pussy and clit and then Libby rolled over and kissed her on the mouth and Tiffany started to buck like a wild hose and it was all I could do to keep my mouth in contact with her pussy and then she came. After a few minutes Tiffany told Libby to get on her knees and they would both stick the asses up into the air and told me to get behind them and jack off and when I came I was to give each of them an equal share of cum right on their rosebuds. They turned around and what a sight two smooth white asses stuck up in the air their cheeks apart and their pussies were open and swollen and wet.


Libby said for me to tell them what I could see and describe it to them while I worked my cock. It was only a couple of minutes before I was ready to explode and they told me to slow down and not cum for at least ten more minutes. This was probably the longest ten minutes of my life but I did make it and then Tiffany told me not to cum so I did not. Tiffany said she didn’t think I had tended to them well enough yet to have the privilege of Cumming, I would have to earn the right to cum and she would decide when I had done enough for that privilege.


She had me get some warm towels and gently wash both her and Libby and pat them dry and then they decided that I needed to have my hands tied behind my back so I wouldn’t jack off while they were sleeping. Tiffany said turn out the light and get in the bed we are all sleeping together tonight. She and Libby cuddled and I got behind my wife and we all went to sleep quickly.


I was awakened with both Libby and Tiffany taking turns sucking on my erect cock. They had been talking to each other and had decided what was going to happen today. Tiffany said that I would get the chance to earn the right to cum if I was a good boy and did everything I was told. She ordered some room service and a young lady brought the order to the room she told me to give the lady her tip by eating her pussy until she came right there. I walked over to the staff member and she just smiled and lifted her skirt and pulled her panties to the side and told me to be quick she had other orders to deliver. I got on my knees and moved quickly right to her snatch and she let her skirt fall over my head and just pulled my face hard into her cunt and I was struggling to get my breath. She just rode my face like it was a fuck toy and in about 5 minutes she came into my mouth and all over my face as soon as she did she just pushed me back straighten her skirt told Tiffany thanks and left the room.


Tiffany and Libby had been eating the breakfast and then had me come over there and they fed me off their bodies. Libby said that she was having a lot of fun and hoped that I earned the right to cum because if I didn’t that she wasn’t going to let me cum the rest of the week that we would be there.


Tiffany and Libby wanted to be a little naughty to my balls so they had me bend over and spread my legs as far apart as I could to give them easy access to my nuts. They then took turns slapping and spanking them. Tiffany said that if you spank them hard enough they will swell up and get about twice as large and be very sensitive.


Tiffany got in front of me and had me eat her as Libby was swatting my balls and she did this until Tiffany came then they switched and I was eating Libby’s pussy while Tiffany was behind me. Tiffany was quite a bit rougher than Libby had been and my balls were starting to swell up. This went on for about 20 more minutes and then Libby came. Tiffany asked Libby to come back and take a look at what they had done. My balls were swollen and Libby said that was very impressive and that she liked the way they looked being so big and red. She asked Tiffany if I could fuck her doggy style so she could feel the big fat balls slapping up against her cunt lips.


Tiffany agreed but reminded me that I was not allowed to cum yet. I got behind my wife and my cock slid into her pussy without any resistance. She was so wet and hot from all the sex and excitement. I started to fuck her and was going a little too slow for either of the women. Tiffany said fuck her and make those fat balls slap her so I can hear it or else she will whip my balls some more. I started to hammer in and out of Libby’s smoking hot pussy and she was in heaven. She would push back on every stroke and my balls were now hanging low and slapping her loudly.


Tiffany said to keep it up Libby was going to cum and she did not want me to stop until she did. I was fucking her like a mad man and was building up quickly to Cumming myself when all of a sudden Tiffany grabbed my balls and pulled down sharply to keep me from going over the edge and then Libby came and I collapsed on top of her as she fell forward Libby was panting and in a state of orgasmic bliss and my balls were swollen and hurting from the abuse Tiffany had been giving them.


Tiffany gets very close to Libby and asks her if I can fuck her now and if she says yes and if I do a good job she would let me cum.


Libby says yes but only if she can help me fuck her. Tiffany says that will be great and tells me to get on my back. She climbs up on top of me and Libby gets behind her and holds my cock straight up and Tiffany settles down slowly onto my swollen cock after she gets it all the way in Libby takes my balls one in each hand and starts to milk them they hurt but this also if the most exquisite pain I have ever felt.


Tiffany starts to bounce up and down on my cock and tells us both this is the best fuck she has ever had. She picks up speed and is riding me well on her way to an orgasm. She starts panting and moaning and tells us she is going to cum and for Libby to hold my balls back so she can finish. Libby has one ball in each hand and is pulling them which kept me from Cumming. Tiffany throws her head back pushed down with all her might and cums with a great flood of pussy juice.


Libby lets go and I start Cumming and each squirt was powerful and long and hurts so good. Tiffany rolls off me and Libby grabs her legs and pulls them open and tell me to get down there and eat that messy fucked pussy that I just made and I didn’t hesitate for even a minute and dove in and started licking and sucking and eating. Tiffany is squirming around and she cums again and then she tells me to go very slowly and lick up my mess. I finish and I look up to see that Libby has been taking pictures and tells me that we are going back to the room because it was lunch time and I would only be eating fucked pussy for now on. 



































The Training Club

Hello my name is Elizabeth and I would like to tell you about the Femdom Training Club that I started about 7 months ago. My husband “CUB” has been after me for years to take a dominating role in our sexual relationship. He wanted me to become the Dominatrix and force him to do things he would not do on his own. He wanted some just down and dirty fucking or as he would say he just wanted some recreational sex.


I really didn’t want to play along with him on this but one time when we were on a trip he asked again and I said show me what you think you would like me to do to you on the internet. He got online and very quickly had some pretty nasty pictures and stories up on the screen. He seemed to be most interested in being humiliated, whipped, spanked and forced to perform for some tough chick that would just abuse him. I had never looked at any porn so this was all pretty shocking to me but I decided that he had a desire that I needed to fulfill so he wouldn’t go looking somewhere else for this stimulation.


I said CUB if we start this tonight you have to agree to do whatever I say for the next 12 months, if at any time you hesitate or question me then we are thru and you will not bring it up again. He said that was great and would do whatever he was told to do. I told him to strip down completely and get between my legs and start to tend to my pussy while I read some of the stories and looked at the pictures. He quickly got naked and got under the desk, it was a tight fit for him but he started to lick and kiss and play with my cunt.


I would read things about spanking and ask him if he wanted that, forced milking, CBT, and so on and he said yes to everything. I found a site that had a guide for having a man prove that he wanted to be submissive to a woman. Some very interesting ideas there, first it said that all submissive males should be hairless from the neck down, shaved and smooth around their cock and balls. So I stopped him and said go get a razor and get on the bed and shave all your body hair off from the waist down. I want you to be baby smooth and I want you to do it now.


He quickly got up and went and got all his supplies and got onto the bed and lathered up his man package and very carefully started to shave his nuts and ass and then his cock, after about 10 minutes he was all done and he looked very different with all his hair gone. I had him get in the shower and told him to wash up with nice hot water because I wanted to see how long he could make his hairless balls hang down.


When he went into the shower I called room service and asked for some more towels but I just wanted for him to get embarrassed by someone seeing his shaved body. I took all the towels out of the bathroom and left the door open. I told him to stay in the shower until I told him to get out. When you get out I want you to come into the bedroom rubbing your eyes like you have soap in them.


There was a knock at the door and lucky me it was a female staff member that brought the towels. I asked her to go put them on the bed and I called CUB to come out. He walked out of the shower and was rubbing his eyes when he almost ran over the woman as she tried to leave. He then realized that she was there and tried to cover up when I told him to put his hands behind his back and let the lady see if she wanted to.
He quickly did as he was told and the lady stood right there and smiled at me as she took in the sight. She knew what was going on and she seemed to like it. She took a good look and said thank you and then walked past him and left.


CUB you get a C on your first test, you are not to ever cover yourself up in the presence of any women your body is just an object for us to look at and talk about and do whatever we want to, do you understand. He answered yes he did and I said that will be good. I had read a few more articles and decided that I could have some fun with this if I just let go of some of the hang-ups I had, my husband seemed to be very willing to let go of everything.


I was still looking at the internet when I found a chat room dedicated to FEMDOM so I entered and just read at first. There were about 70 people online at that time and the conversation was pretty hot. I decided to jump in and posted my first online chat. I said I was new at this and wanted to know if there were any other new women in the group and it took about 3 minutes and I had 4 others admit that they were just checking this out because their husbands wanted this.


One of the women suggested that we get out of the chat room and just IM each other. They all agreed and about 10 minutes later we are all deep into chatting about this new life style. It seemed that we were all being coaxed into this by our husbands. I had CUB stand next to me and to keep his cock hard and erect for me. I told him to get the lotion so he could jack off for me for a long time. We chatted online for a couple of hours about everything and I suggested that we should start a little group and talk some more, everyone agreed and we all signed off for the evening.


I told CUB to help me to get ready to go to dinner so he helped me bath and washed my hair then he helped to dry me off. I had him rub me down with moisturizer and then I had him help fix my hair. He was nude and hard the entire time I would reach over and stroke his cock every now and then just to keep it hard.


I decided to be a little daring and put on a short sun dress that was almost too short and a pair of heels. I had him put on some shorts and a polo shirt and sandals and that was all. We were going to walk to the restaurant and as we went thru the lobby I could see the lady who brought the towels pointing and whispering to another lady next to her about my husband. I am sure she was telling her about what she saw and how he had shaved himself and had to let her see his dick and balls.


We walked about 2 blocks to a nice little caf?hat was outdoors and we sat at a table in the far edge of the patio. The waitress came over and I order drinks for both of us. I told CUB that I was going to really work at becoming a proper DOM and that I had decided that I would get together with some of the other women I had been chatting with to discuss how to best do that.


We had 2 days left on this trip and I would be in complete control of all your sexual activity as well as your body. The table we were sitting at had a table cloth that draped over the side and blocked most view from anyone else in the patio area so I told him that I wanted him to make his cock hard right there and pull the table cloth over himself and then take his dick out of his shorts and to keep it out and hard for the rest of the meal. I also told him not to stop working his cock when the waitress came over but to keep it covered so we wouldn’t get thrown out.


He scooted forward and unzipped his shorts and took his cock out and slowly started wanking it and I just asked him about what he thought the next year as a submissive husband would be like. The waitress came and I think she knew something was up but was not sure what. I ordered our food and asked her a number of questions to keep her there for a little while. I will admit CUB was very discrete but did not stop his wanking the entire time. She left with our order and I asked him how he was doing and he said he was hard as a rock and he couldn’t believe how great it was that I was making him do this. I told him to keep working his dick but he was not to cum unless I told him to do it.


Our food soon arrived and the waitress spent most of her time over on his side of the table serving the food. I am sure she was trying to see if he was doing what she thought he was doing. CUB was a little flushed but did not stop the steady stroking and the waitress asked if we needed anything else. I told her not right now my husband has everything in his hand and she just smiled and walked away. I told him to keep stroking his cock while he was eating his food and we continued to enjoy the beautiful weather.


I had him remove his hand from his cock and I put my foot up into his lap and started working his cock with my foot. He told me after just a minute or two that he was about to cum and I said that was good and worked him a little harder and then I felt his cock start jerking and squirting and I knew he was making a big mess in his lap. I told him to stuff his dick back into his pants and to scoot back from the table a little so he did.


The waitress came over and I asked her for some napkins because my husband had made a mess in his lap and she looked over and could see his cum all over his shorts and she giggled and went to get some napkins. She brought them back and just stood there and I told him to go ahead and clean up she was going to wait to see if we needed any more. She was quite amused by this and asked me if he often made this kind of a mess when we were out. I told her this was the first time this happened but that I was sure it was going to happen fairly often over the next year.


CUB cleaned up without saying a word and then she left. We got up and he had a nice stain across the front of his shorts and we walked the 2 block back to our room.


My pussy was soaking wet and excited from all this and as soon as we walked thru the door I had him get between my legs on the bed and eat my pussy until I came in his mouth. When he had finished I told him to strip and he was to stay naked in my presence from now on unless I told him to put something on. He was not to look at any porn or masturbate for the next year with my permission.


He agreed and said he thought that the next year was going to be the best year of his sex life. I said we needed to go shopping tomorrow to get some things for this new twist in our relationship. We spent the next two days shopping and playing and gathering information for my first meeting with the 4 women that said they wanted to join the Femdom Training Club that I was starting.


I did not allow CUB to cum again while we were on the trip but I had him getting hard and on the edge multiple times each day. I was also Cumming a couple of times each day and he seemed to be very happy with this arrangement.


I had set the first meeting with the ladies for Thursday at my home at 11 am and wanted everything to be ready for them. I had CUB do most of the house cleaning in the nude and he was wearing a cock strap that had a little ring on it for me to hook a leash to anytime I wanted. I had been doing a lot of reading on the subject and was feeling pretty sure of how I wanted the meeting to go so I was excited when the time finally arrived.


Between 10:50 and 11:10 all 4 ladies showed up and it was nice to put a face with the picture I had of each of them from our online activities.


Sonia was 48 about 5’7” and 150 lbs she had short natural blond hair with color enhancers and a nice full shape.


Tara was 55 about 6’ and 190lbs her hair was shoulder length brunette and pulled back tightly she looked like an Amazon women.


Robin was the youngest at 40 and she was probably the largest also 5’5” and 225 lbs she was blond with curly hair to the middle of her back.


Mary was 53 about 5’6” and 165 lbs she had very black hair that was cut short and very stylish she had an English accent that made her sound very sophisticated.


I am about 5”7” 190 lbs and I have natural red hair that I get a boost of color from my hair dresser several times a year.


There was a lot of nervous energy in the room and you could tell everyone was waiting for me to bring up the subject of why we were there. I was eager to get started so I asked if anyone had any experiences they would like to share.


Tara said she has made her husband wear her panties to work one day last week and as soon as he got home she said he gave her the best screwing he had done in years. She actually came while he was screwing her


Robin said she had her man giving her oral sex every night before he can go to bed. He used to never pay any attention to her pussy other than to stick his dick in it then humpty hump and he was done.


Mary said she was making her husband do all the chores around the house in the nude. He never did any chores before and she really liked this control and his willingness to do what he was told.


Sonia said she had put her husband over the arm of the couch and gave him a good spanking for being a bad boy 2 times last week. She said I came from spanking him


I then told them about my little restaurant episode and they were all amazed that he would do that. We talked for a couple of hours and we decide to come up with the rules for the men to follow.


1. They must agree to honor this contract for 12 months and at any time if they complain or refuse to do anything told to them then the contract is over and they cannot bring up domination again.
2. They must be hairless from the neck down and they must keep themselves smooth and stubble free at all times.
3. They must be nude when ever in our presence unless we give them permission to have any clothing on and then we must approve what they wear at all times.
4. They were never to cover themselves up in the presence of any of the other women in this club unless they were told to do so and anything any woman asked them to do they will do without question.
5. They must not look at any porn, no masturbation, and no ejaculation without permission from their wife.
6. They will do all their assigned chores around the house in the nude and will allow their wives to have the club meeting monthly at their homes and do the set up and clean up without complaining.
7. They will take their wife on at least 3 nude vacations during this contract and will make time for all of her desires and fantasies to be fulfilled.
8. They must wear a ball stretcher for 2 hours every evening or until they are told your balls are hanging low enough.
9. They must spend one hour a day working out and start eating proper food to increase their overall appearance and stamina. They must be able to orally service their wife for a minimum of 1 hour without stopping.
10. Anytime they are allowed to ejaculate they must consume their man juice. This is non-negotiable and every man who wishes to have their wife in this club must obey this rule. It does not matter where you cum you must eat it. You will do this to your wife’s satisfaction. There will be verification of this rule to be allowed to remain in the club.


Every woman there was excited by the prospect of taking control of the sex in their homes. We talked about many other things and decided that we should meet every week at first to discuss what we have done and get some new ideas and to help each other out if we were having and problems.


Sonia said she would have the meeting at her house next week and we all left with our copies of the rules. We decided that we would email our husbands the rules today and tell them that if they agreed to the rules that when they got home they were to strip in the garage and get themselves hard and then come into the house and we would then know if they had agreed or not.


We also agreed to text each other as our husbands came home and let each of us know if he was naked and erect or he was out. I received the first text at 6:15 from Robin it said naked and erect. Over the next hour everyone sent texts that said the same thing and then CUB came home and walked into our home office naked and erect and I had him come over and I gave him a quick few strokes and a little kiss on the head of his dick and had him text the other ladies a picture of his erect cock.


That was the ice breaker during the next 2 hours I got 4 more pix messages that all showed clean shaved hairless dicks and balls and they were all erect. That gave me a nice idea and I sent everyone a message that said we should go ahead and measure our boy toy’s dicks and then we would all report back tomorrow to make sure everyone was getting their fair share. We decided that we would take several pictures from different angles of their package and we would be able to share them at the next meeting. Everyone liked that idea and we all got our man as big as we could and then measured.


The rest of the evening was busy with CUB doing all the chores around the house nude and with his ball stretcher on and with a hard on. I made a nice dinner and we enjoyed eating it in the kitchen with him standing so his stretcher could continue working during the meal. He cleaned up after dinner and then went upstairs to the exercise room and we laid out a workout plan for him to follow for the next year.
I was looking forward to seeing how this improvement would look on him. He worked very hard for the next 50 minutes and I could see that he was serious about obeying the rules. I had him remove the ball stretcher and was impressed with how low they were hanging. I had him turn around and bend over with his legs spread and took a couple of pictures for my new collection.


That evening I had him lie on the bed and I sat on his face and had him eat my pussy for about 30 minutes and thru 2 orgasms. I had him get himself to the very edge of Cumming and then I spanked his dick and balls and put him to bed. I told him I was going to make him cum on Saturday at a time and place of my choosing as long as he was a good boy.


We had all agreed that we would make our husbands cum only one time between tonight and next Thursday’s meeting. I was planning on having each woman give a full and detailed report of their first cream pie feeding to their husbands.


We had talked about this and after much discussion we decided that since all of our husbands had wanted us to suck down their cum and didn’t think there was anything wrong with us eating their cum then making them eat it was just the right thing to do now since we were in charge of all the orgasms in our homes. 

Saturday came and I had CUB up and working early while I took a long hot bath and then had him to put on a pair of shorts and a polo shirt and we went to the mall to do a little shopping. We went into a couple of department stores and I had him stay right next to me as we shopped for bras and then we went and looked at make-up and perfume then we went to look at some clothes. We picked out a number of outfits and then I asked if he could come into the dressing room with me to watch me try on the new clothes.


The clerk said that was fine they had larger rooms for that so we went inside and I started to try on an outfit. This was the first time CUB had noticed that I did not wear any panties today and he started to get erect watching me. I told him to take off all his clothes and to just stand next to the mirror and work his cock and get it hard for me. He did as I had asked and was standing there when the clerk knocked on the door and asked if we needed any help.


I opened the door slightly and told her we were just fine but did she have a smaller size for the skirt I was trying on. I took it off and gave it to her and she went to find me a smaller size. I told CUB to come over and to kiss my pussy and fanny from behind while I waited for the clerk to come back. He was on his knees giving me a great deal of pleasure with his tongue when she came back and handed me the new skirt.


I told him to work his dick to the very edge of cumming again and to let me know when he was there. I then called the clerk to come over to the door and I was talking to her thru the door and I had him get behind me and fuck me while she was just outside the door. He only took a couple of strokes before he pulled my hips tight to him and let out all that pent up cum with a number of large spurts.


When he stopped cumming I told him to get on the floor and I sat on his face and feed him a very large cream pie right there in the dressing room. I came from the exquisite feeling of having him eating and sucking the creamy mixture he just put into my pussy while the clerk was just outside the door. I got up from his face and told him not to wipe his face but to get dressed and sit just outside the door and wait on me. He did as I told him and the clerk was out there chatting with him and I just leaned against the door listing to what they talked about.


I was surprised when she asked him how long he had been a sub to me. He hesitated a little then he said about a month but had thought about it for a long time. She told him he had a good look about him with all that cum drying on his face and she wanted him to go back in the dressing room and ask me if he could service her pussy while I finished trying on new things.


He got up and knocked on the door and I asked him what he wanted and he asked me if I wanted him to service the sales clerk’s pussy while I finished trying on new things. I told him he would have to bring her into the dressing room so I could make sure he did not try anything funny. He turned around and told her and she smiled and said get in there and he did. I was in the room with just a bra on when they came in and I told him to strip and told her to take off her panties and that I would keep them for a trophy.


She quickly pulled off her panties that were very wet in the crotch and handed them to me. I gave them to CUB and told him to put them on and then get down there and eat her pussy good, you only have 5 minutes to make her cum. He got very busy and she pulled his face right into her cunt. She was dripping wet and she told me she had always wanted to have a strange man eat her pussy there at the store and she had hoped that he was going to be the one to do it because she heard me tell him to strip when we first went inside.


She ground her pussy against CUB’s mouth and face and she was getting close. I was sitting on the bench watching my husband servicing another pussy because I told him to and I was loving it. She came very shortly after that and pulled back and straightened her dress and thanked me and said she would give me an employee discount on anything I wanted to purchase today.


We had a very busy week after that and I was enjoying the control I now had over my husband and the sex was the best I ever had. He was tending to my pussy at least twice a day with his mouth or fingers or his dick but I did not let him cum. I was saving him for Thursday after the meeting I knew it was going to be hot and I would want him to fuck me good when I got home and then he would eat me even better.


Thursday morning I had him wear the panties we collected from the department store clerk and I told him every hour at work I wanted him to go to the restroom and get himself hard and the edge of cumming and to text me to let me know he had done it but not to cum I wanted him to have a huge load for tonight.
I arrived at 11 am sharp at Sonia’s home for the second meeting and was pleasantly surprised when her husband answered the door dressed in a bow tie a cock strap and shoes. He welcomed me in and led me to the family room where all the other ladies were. Sonia said she had decided that he needed to be shown off to all the other members and we were free to touch if we liked.


While he was busy serving us all drinks and snacks everyone would caress his ass or feel his balls or stroke his cock and he was rock hard from all the attention. I told the ladies that we were going to describe in detail how our first feeding of our husbands went. I started off and told them about the shopping trip in great detail and everyone was very hot from the story.


Sonia had her husband come into the room and blindfolded him and had him just stand next to her and then said she thought we should all take our clothes off before we continued and everyone agreed.
Tara went next and she said she had taken her husband to a day spa and they had a couple’s massage in the same room with two women masseuses and while they were being massaged she asked her masseuse if she had ever massaged a man that had shaved his entire body. She said no and didn’t know why any man would shave himself.


I told her many men who wanted to be dominated by women did and if she wanted to see what it looked like she would have her husband show her. She said no thanks but she might switch with the other lady and just feel it. They did switch and we both rolled on to our backs and she had the towel over him but was feeling him up and down and then I told her to go ahead and grab his balls because they were smooth also.
She said no thanks but I do think I will look it that’s still ok and she took away the towel and there he was with a smoothie completely erect and all 3 women looking at his package. She got a big smile and then covered him up and we finished our massage. They left us to change and I had him stand right in front of me and jack off all over my tits and then he came over and licked me clean.


Mary went next and she said she had been having her husband eat her pussy every night before bed while he was telling her about all the naughty things he fantasized about. He was working his cock but was not allowed to cum. Sunday afternoon she had him come to her out on the patio where she was sunbathing in the nude and had him while he was still wearing the ball stretcher fuck her from behind.


She said she made him go very slowly at first and was dripping wet from the feeling. This was the first time she had been nude out on her patio but she knew it would not be the last. She had him pick up speed and his balls and the stretched were banging against her clit and she came for the first time with him fucking her.


He kept banging away when he announced he was about to cum and she told him to cum deep into her pussy and release all that hot stick man juice into her pussy. Just a couple of strokes more and he came hard and held on to her hips until he was finished. She said then she just turned over spread her legs and said get down there and eat me until I tell you to stop.


He was a little unsure of himself but she said he did get down there and when he put his mouth on her pussy she knew this was going to be great. His licked and sucked and ate my pussy for about 10 minutes while I came again into his mouth and then I fell asleep with him between my legs.


We were all caressing ourselves and enjoying all the hot and steamy talk that was going on.
Robin was next as she said she was a little uncomfortable about making her husband eat the cum but knew she wanted to stay in the club so it was just last night that she had him come into the bedroom after all his duties were done where she was waiting on the bed naked.


She said they have a high rice bed and she made him just come over the side of the bed pull her to the edge and to fuck her right there. He was very eager to do this and she watched as he stroked himself in and out and she said you realize if you cum in my pussy you are going to have to eat my messy wet pussy when you are finished and he said yes.


He told her he was very excited about it but he could only do it if she made him. That was all she needed and she told him to fuck me good and get me very messy because I want to see you between my legs eating my fucked pussy. He started banging her hard and fast and in just a few minutes he was cumming inside of her. She said I am not even sure he waited until he was finished cumming before he had his mouth on her pussy and was giving her the most intense orgasm she had ever had as he ate his very first cream pie. I had grabbed his head and was riding his face until I came then I just moved back onto the bed and drifted off to a very blissful sleep.


Sonia said she had a special treat for each of us while she was going to tell us about her first feeding. She got up and I think everyone of us were dripping wet with excitement, you could definitely see the moisture on Sonia pussy lips as she grabbed her husband’s cock and led him to the center of the room between all of us and whispered into his ear and then went and sat back in her place.


She started to talk and as she did her husband started stroking his cock very slowly and was turning slowly so we would all get a great view from every angle as he worked his cock. We were all very impressed at his willingness to display himself for us and Sonia went on.


She said that she made him wait until Monday night before he was able to cum and she had him go to work that day with a nice pink scarf tied around his balls and no underwear. He had several meeting that he had to go to and I told him he had to get himself hard and take a picture of his hard dick with the ribbon and text it to me before each meeting.


He did this and then I told him to go and talk to his buddies about some of their sexual exploits that they had recently. I wanted him to keep his phone in his pocket while they were talking so that I could hear what they were saying. They all were bragging about what great fuckers they were and how the women in the office wanted them. One of them said how he loved to make them suck his cock and he would cum in their mouths and how they all loved the taste of cum and couldn’t get enough.


They all laughed and then had to get back to work. Her husband then got back on the phone and asked if I wanted anything else I told him to go to the bragger’s office and ask him if he had ever tasted his own cum and to press him on this while he still had the phone on.


He went to the braggers office and they talked about it and he said yes but he only did it because some woman made him do it if you know what I mean. They both laughed and then he left the office. Sonia said she was fingering her pussy like crazy listening to all this. She told him to get off work and go to the car and to take off his pants and to drive home naked from the waist down and to keep himself hard the entire time.
When he got home he finished stripping like usual in the garage and came in the house and to his surprise I had the next door neighbor over. She was about our same age and they had talked about this and she wanted to see if a man would really eat his own cum.


Sonia said she was so hot and ready that she had him come over to the couch and get on his knees and she pulled up her sun dress and exposed her wet pussy to him and told him he had better get to work and he slipped his hard smooth cock right in and was fucking her with great urgency. He lasted for about 2 minutes and then he started squirting all his hot cream right into my hot pussy.


I wrapped my legs around his back and held him there until he stopped cumming and then pushed him all the way back until he was on his back and I was straddling his chest and then I said Fanny watch this and I put my wet messy pussy just above his face and he stuck out his tongue and started licking then she sat down on his face and for the next ten minutes he was very busy getting every last drop out of my cunt.
Sonia said I came twice while he was working on me and I would never have a messy pussy after sex anymore. Fanny just applauded and said she had to get home and get her little dicked husband to start eating her from now on.


Sonia then walked over to her husband and told him to work his dick to the edge and got right in front of him and then grabbed his cock again and milked him all over her tits and chest and said for him to get down here and clean me up. Right here in front of four strange women he was going to prove his commitment to being submissive for all of us to see and he did. After he finished Sonia led him by his cock again out of the room so we could all get dressed.


We decided to share our pictures and we all passed them around and I must admit my little CUB looked like he had the best fucking cock out of the group. We all decided that is was hard to tell the real size from the pictures so Sonia suggested that we should all measure her husband’s cock so we could get some perspective.


She went and got him and put his blindfold back on because he didn’t earn the privilege of seeing all this beautiful powerful woman flesh yet. She brought him back front and center and then she got down and sucked him into her mouth and pumped it back and forth a few time to get him hard again. He was about to burst and I had a tape measure in my purse so I came over and helped Sonia measure him. We put it along the top all the way to the tip 4.25” then we measured around and it was 3.5” and finally we measured from the base of his balls to the bottom of his sack and they were hanging down 2.75”.


Then each woman got up and came over and looked closely to see how to measure. We all agreed that we should all be present for the OFFICIAL measurements to be recorded in our club journal. It just felt so good all being out and naked and open that we all agreed that we would have our meeting in the nude for now on. I knew that this was going to be a very good year. 


My Cuckold

Sophie, having led such a sheltered life, had little in mind except for the sexual aspects of marriage when, at the tender age of nineteen, she let herself be swept off her feet in a whirlwind romance, and gave her love to Barry, a man much older than herself.


From puberty, Sophie had been constantly tormented with sexual desire, and now that she was married, she was ready to satiate her lust and to fuck like an animal.
What she soon found though, was not the hours of torrid sexual passion that she so desperately needed, but instead, a husband who fucked for some minutes, then rolled over satisfied and went to sleep.
Dismayed by this turn of events, Sophie would, night after night, take one of her shampoo or body lotion bottles and fuck herself, masturbating until she attained orgasm.


Having always lived at home with her strict parents, Sophie had never been able to explore the many facets of the internet; now though, she had plenty of time to explore, and soon searched out various wonderful pornography sites.
At first, she did this in private, but then determined that she should show her husband Barry, with the hope that it might inspire him to greater sexual performance.
Accordingly, one night while they were together, she opened one of these graphically lewd sites, then called her husband to see, pretending that she'd just stumbled upon it.
Barry's reaction was anything but what Sophie had hoped for; "my God," he'd exclaimed in shock, "how did you come upon such disgusting filth," and he took the mouse from his wife's hand, and quickly closed the page.


Let it not be thought that Barry, because of his lack of sexual prowess, didn't love his young wife; far from it, he loved her dearly, and was always most caring, tender and affectionate towards her. Sophie too, loved her husband, although, because of her unsatisfied sexual lust, she found herself constantly daydreaming of adulterous exploits with other men.


This state of affairs continued for some six or seven months after their wedding, but then several events occurred that altered their whole relationship.
One night, Barry had as usual, fallen fast asleep after having fucked his wife. Sophie had lain there fondling her now quite sloppy pussy. Her husband always ejected a copious quantity of sperm, and Sophie smiled as she thought to herself, "at least he lubricates me nicely."
Soon the shampoo bottle came into play. Sophie now kept it always on her bedside table in readiness, and now she was slowly sliding it in and out, in and out of her squelching pussy as the fingers of her free hand caressed and rubbed around her clitoris and also slid into her pussy alongside the bottle that substituted for a cock or dildo.
As she did this she thought of the beautiful pictures that she'd seen on the net: beautiful big, hard cocks that fucked girl's mouths and pussies. Soon she was getting excited and the bed began to rock rhythmically as Sophie sighed and softly moaned as she slowly neared orgasm.
"Mmmm, fuck me like a whore," she sighed softly as she thought of one particularly wonderful cock that she'd seen on the internet.


Suddenly she was shocked and horrified. Her husband, having been woken from his slumber by the bed's then violent lurching as Sophie had gotten carried away, sat up in bed exclaiming, "my God Sophie, what are you saying, what are you doing."
Sophie froze with fright. "I must have been dreaming," she gasped, saying the first thing that came to mind.
"What appalling language. What disgusting things to be dreaming," he carried on. Sophie screwed up her eyes and stopped her ears with her hands in the darkness, as he husband continued with his righteous indignation. Soon though, he yawned and was soon fast asleep again.


Now, two nights later, whether Barry purposely forced himself to stay awake after having found his wife masturbating and thinking such obscene thoughts, we don't know. What we do know is that he did in fact lie there awake, perhaps pretending to be asleep, until Sophie took her shampoo bottle into the bed and began fucking herself as usual.
Suddenly Barry sat up and clicked the bedside light on. Sophie had pushed the covers aside and, with knees up and thighs spread, had the bottle inserted deeply into her wet, slippery pussy. The light shone brightly onto her, revealing all to her husband.
Sophie, feeling extreme embarrassment and shame, resorted to attack as a form of defence; "well what do you expect she said angrily, you fuck me for five minutes and go to sleep. I need more than that, much more."


There was a brief exchange of nasty words before Sophie broke down into sobbing tears. Her husband, melting at her tearful distress, forgot everything and began comforting her so that soon everything settled down and no more was said.


Next morning at breakfast, Sophie felt so embarrassed; her husband however, said nothing of the previous night's events, and soon they both went their different ways to their separate places of employment.


The one thing that resulted from the event, was that for many nights, Barry made no sexual advances whatsoever, so that after a week's time, Sophie was frustrated and desperate for at least that brief fucking that they'd previously engaged in.
Sophie thought that her husband was doing this as some form of chastisement towards her, but the fact was that he was embarrassed at the revelation that he was simply not good enough in bed.


Sophie made every effort to get her husband to return to their former situation, but her advances all seemed to be shunned. Eventually, one night after having been spurned once more, Sophie in absolute frustration of unsatisfied lust, got out of bed, grabbing her shampoo bottle as she did so, and went to the computer in their living room.
Opening one of the pornography sites she began trawling through the lewd pictures while she sat, legs apart, fucking herself with her bottle.


Barry thought that Sophie had gone to the bathroom, or the kitchen to get a drink of water, but after she didn't return, he got up and went to investigate.
On finding his wife, and seeing what she was looking at, and seeing what she was doing, he simply muttered the single word, "disgusting," and went back to bed, leaving his wife to carry on with what she was about.


The next night, Barry fucked his young wife vigorously and quite roughly. It was their first fuck for some ten or twelve days, and they both enjoyed it, Sophie in fact, almost climaxing.
After that, their regular fucking resumed, but also after that, Sophie, quite brazenly, and almost every night, spent time on the various sex sites, while her husband sat nearby watching television or reading a book.


Nothing at all was said about this new pastime of Sophie's. It was true that Barry, was appalled at his wife's filthy interests, but in spite of this, their loving relationship didn't alter.


At first, when trawling the porno sites in her husband's presence, Sophie refrained from "chatting" with the various men who contacted her on those sex sites. As time went on though, she began to sometimes exchange brief messages, and later, she abandoned all consideration for her husband's sensibilities, and carried on sordid written exchanges with anyone who contacted her.
This sort of thing having just begun, and seeing his wife rattling away at the keyboard, Barry asked his wife what she was so busy typing at.
"Oh just replying to a couple of men who are messaging me," she had replied in an offhand and unconcerned manner.
"Humph," her husband had grunted in contempt, "I can just imagine the sort of filth that they'd be saying to you too."
Sophie had simply laughed gaily in reply, and said, "yes."


Eventually Sophie's typing stopped, and she got up from the computer, telling her husband that she was going for a shower.
After his wife had been gone a few minutes, Barry quietly got up and went to the door and listened. Yes, he could hear the water running and knew that his wife wouldn't be back for some time. He then went to the computer, which his wife had left with her messaging still open.
Scrolling up the screen to the commencement, he began to read the absolute filth that the two men had been telling his wife: how they'd both fuck her together and how they'd have her suck their cocks, no detail was omitted from their explicit descriptions, and more shocking for Barry, was his wife's disgusting and encouraging responses.


Some time later, Sophie returned, and immediately noticed that the position of the computer page had altered slightly. She smiled at the realisation that her husband had been reading her dirty talk and knew exactly what she'd been up to.
"Did you like reading my computer chat," she asked in a soft, sexy voice as she sat down close to him and slid her tongue into his ear as her hand slid up the inside of her thigh.
"I wish you wouldn't do that sort of thing, especially talking to those sorts of men," her husband complained.
Sophie just laughed, and going back to the computer, looked to see if she had any sexy messages from other men.


There was never any specific event that developed this queer relationship in their marriage, it just gradually developed. Barry was too scared of losing his wife's affections, and too weak to make a stand and put a stop to her on line sexual activities which he found so disgusting and so demeaning to himself.
Soon, on the odd occasions when he complained about what she was doing, Sophie would tease him, telling him of the huge cocks that her men friends had, and of how they all wanted to fuck her so that she could know what a real man was like. Barry felt so belittled and such a weakling when his wife talked like this, and so, he soon stopped mentioning anything about what his wife was doing.


Time passed, and Sophie and Barry's first wedding anniversary was approaching. Barry had it in mind to take his wife out for a nice romantic dinner to mark the event. A few days before the date though, Sophie announced to him that she'd been invited to a party, and that it was on the very day of their anniversary.
"But it's our first anniversary," Barry complained in dismay.
Sophie just laughed and said, in an offhand manner that they could go out another day. She then, in answer to her husbands questions, told him that the party was with a number of people from the internet sex site that she visited.
Barry was horrified but didn't complain for fear of being subjected to aspersions regarding his lack of sexual manhood. He anguished over the thought of his wife going to see such people, and then, on the evening of their anniversary, when he saw his wife dressing in her sexiest and skimpiest clothing, he was thrown into total despondency and mental anguish.
Soon Sophie was leaving, and went off in a state of gaiety and excitement, kissing her husband as she went, and telling him, "don't worry darling, I still love you," but then couldn't help but add, "even though you're not a good fuck," and went off giggling.


Barry spent the long hours that his wife was away, in mental torment. At midnight he began expecting her home, but the time slowly crept on and on and on. One o'clock, two o'clock, three o'clock.
It was almost three thirty when he finally heard a cab pull up at the front of the house. His wife was coming home. She looked radiantly happy when she entered the house. "Still up?" she giggled tipsily as she gave him a brief kiss.


Barry was despondent to see his wife so happy and carefree. "Did you have a good time?" he asked, already knowing what the answer would be.
"Oh, a wonderful, wonderful time," Sophie replied as she sank onto the sofa and smiled at the remembrance of all that had taken place.
"Were there many there," Barry then asked, his mind racked with jealousy and despair.
Sophie giggled happily, "no," she tittered, "it was all a trick. There were only four others."
"Two couples?" her husband suggested questioningly, unsure whether it was a good or a bad thing that there had been so few people.
"Oh no," Sophie smiled as she stretched out luxuriously on the sofa, "just four men."
Barry's jaw dropped and he stared at his wife in dismay. "Four men," he repeated, his mind tormented with wretched jealousy. "What were you doing the whole time?" he managed to stammer out.
Sophie giggled in her oh so happy, and so tipsy state, "don't be silly sweetheart," she answered, reaching up and pulling her husband closer to plant a kiss on his cheek, "what do you think happened."
Barry groaned as if in pain. "and on our wedding anniversary of all nights," he moaned.


Sophie's adulterous affairs really took off after that. She went out frequently to be fucked by one or more of those four men. Sometimes they would even phone her, and she would have conversations with them within her husband's hearing.
"Hello darling," he would hear his wife saying when she heard who it was on the phone.
"Ooo, yes," and lots of giggling from his wife would have him seething with jealousy at what he imagined they were talking about.
Once he heard her saying, "oh yes, he's here," and then "oh he isn't very happy about it but he's no good in bed ..... not like you darling," followed by lots of giggling laughter between his wife and whoever it was she was talking to.


On one horribly humiliating occasion for Barry; he was out with his wife when they met up with one of these men. "Hello baby," the guy had happily greeted Sophie, and had kissed her full on the lips right there before him.
"This is Barry, my husband," Sophie had said by way of introduction.
"Hi," the man had said, briefly turning his attention towards Barry and shaking his hand. The guy had then totally ignored him and turned his attention back to Sophie, "How about coming around tonight?" he'd asked Sophie who had then readily agreed.
"I'll line up Charlie and Fred," the guy had said. Then on Sophie showing such enthusiasm at this suggestion, the guy laughingly told her, "you love it three ways you sexy little slut."
Sophie and the guy had again kissed, professing love for each other, then Sophie and her husband had then continued on their way, with Barry feeling totally belittled and humiliated by what had occurred.


It was shortly after this that Sophie informed her husband that one of her friends, Charlie, was having his apartment redecorated, and that she'd told him that he could stay with them for some days.
Charlie arrived, and after being introduced to Barry, made himself at home.
Sophie was all attention to her friend, looking after his every need and comfort. After dinner they had all watched a movie and then Sophie announced to her husband that she and Charlie were going to take a shower.
Barry felt embarrassed at this humiliation among the many other humiliations. Worse was to come though. Sophie, returning from having her shower with Charlie, and now dressed in a sexy baby-doll nightie, said to her husband, "you'll have to make the best you can of the sofa tonight, Charlie and I are having the bedroom.
Charlie was standing their at Sophie's side, and grinning broadly. Barry cringed under this new disparagement, but simply nodded in agreement.


Soon, laying stretched out on the sofa, with a pillow under his head, Barry first heard lots of laughter and tittering from the bedroom, before it subsided into lots of soft moaning groans of delight, along with animal grunting, and much subdued talk which he strained to hear but couldn't quite catch.
"Oh God," Barry groaned to himself in an impotent rage of jealousy. "How did my marriage ever come to this twisted state of affairs." but he lay there and did nothing. He knew he was weak. He knew that he was laughed and sneered at, but he could do nothing in his pathetic impotence.


In the bedroom, Sophie and Charlie were fucking lustfully. "It turns me on fucking you with your husband just out there," Charlie told Sophie.
"Would you like to fuck me in front of him?" Sophie had panted, eager to please her adulterous friend in any way that she could.
"Fuck, that would be fantastic," Charlie had replied.


Sophie, who had been sitting on top of Charlie's massive cock, climbed off and went into the living room where her husband was still awake and listening to the sounds of his wife's lovemaking with the usurper of his marriage rights.
"Darling," Sophie said, "come into the bed with us, you can't be comfortable here."
"I'm all right Barry had muttered in reply.
Sophie tried to insist, but her husband was stubborn. She decided to just tell him the truth. "Charlie wants to fuck me in front of you," she told her husband bluntly.
"God, don't you think this isn't bad enough for me already", Barry complained sullenly.
"I don't care what you feel," Sophie told him, "if Charlie wants that, then he'll have it," and she tried to pull her suffering husband from the sofa.


Barry was adamant that he wouldn't move. "I'm not doing that for his perverted tastes," he complained.
"Do it for me then," Sophie said, "I want to be fucked by him with you watching."


Barry was shocked. He would do anything to keep his wife, and a moment later he was following Sophie back to the bedroom.


Charlie turned all of the lights on so that they were totally illuminated. "Let me fuck your mouth in front of him baby," he told Sophie, treating the husband like some worthless rubbish.
Barry stood their like a dumb animal, watching the guy fuck Sophie's mouth vigorously so that she gasped and choked on his huge member. "See how I'm fucking your wife's mouth as if she was a filthy whore," Charlie sneered at Barry. Then he said to Sophie, "come on slut, now let him see how your cunt should really be fucked." He said this in such a rough, crude way that Sophie was thrilled, and she too sneered at her husband and made comments about her being fucked properly.


Charlie fucked Sophie hard and lustfully, tremendously excited about doing this in front of her husband.
After some minutes of fucking, Charlie turned again towards where Barry was still standing and watching. "Did you know that your wife is a whore and likes it up her ass?" he asked but of course got no response. "Get on all fours slut," he then told Sophie.
Sophie needed no prompting. "Let me hear you telling your husband how you want me to fuck your ass bitch," Charlie sneered.
Sophie giggled and turned her face to her husband, "darling," she began in a soft, sexy, and sensuous voice, "I love having Charlie fuck me up my backside." She then looked at Charlie and they laughed together as Charlie made good his intention, and slowly slid his huge, solid cock right up into Sophie's anal tunnel.
"Oh my God, what filth, and to think that she was so pure and sweet," Barry moaned in his misery.


After this expansion of her games of infidelity, Sophie and her friends took things even further, with the four men coming regularly to Barry's house and gang-banging Sophie in the most debauched and filthy ways imaginable. Strangely though, Barry, over the following months, came to be proud of the way his wife was the centre of attention and so popular with these other men. Gradually he came to feel great satisfaction at seeing her so much in demand and enjoying herself so very much.
This odd relationship flourished and Barry and Sophie came to love each other more deeply than they had when married.


Over the years, Sophie's sex partners came and went, but her marriage outlasted those of many of her more "normal" friends. 

















Submissive Husband

I might be the luckiest man on the planet. I was born an only child to a family of great wealth, I have all the things money can buy, and the most beautiful wife in the world who I love, worship and adore with all my heart and soul. She is literally a beauty queen who won competitions in one of the largest states in America for her statuesque, fit but voluptuous body, cascading golden hair, and a face that could launch a thousand ships.


My wife would never have noticed me, as I am hardly a specimen of masculinity, except that I was persistent in my pursuit of her, which consisted of constantly showering her with gifts, a Ferrari, a thoroughbred horse, diamonds and rubies, and use of my private jet to go on shopping junkets to the far corners of the Earth, until finally she consented to be my wife.


When I say she would hardly have noticed me that is partly because I am actually about 3 inches shorter than her, but it seems like 6 inches because she always wears at least 3 inch heels. I have always been attracted to strong, muscular women who exude not only sexual power but physical power as well. I never regarded myself as worthy of my beauty queen wife. I know that she could have handsome, well-built men and that they would do a better job of sexually satisfying her than I could ever imagine doing. On the other hand, I always put her on a pedestal, wanting to worship her, to serve her, to do whatever I could to please her.


My wife is very good to me. Even though I am a sniveling little wimp, she shows a lot of tolerance for me. Just to show how understanding she can be, even though she is a beautiful young woman who has never had a child, and is not in the least bit maternal in appearance or personality, she allows me to call her Mommy, and lets me pretend to be her little boy.


Mommy's sexual power brings out my subservient side. Even though I can easily afford to hire servants, I want nothing more than to wait on Mommy myself, hand and foot. I love to buff and rub her heels, arches, and toes, to dissolve any trace of hardness in her skin and restore its pink softness. The soft crevasses nestled between each toe are one of many secret delights that the heavenly treasure of her body holds for me, a perfect fit for the tip of my tongue. I bathe her toes with my tongue. I am her kitten, licking, cleaning, purring. I love the instep of Mommy's foot, the very last extremity of her perfect body that she is willing to share with one so unworthy as myself. She honors me by allowing me to be her footstool, as I lie at her feet and she rests them on my face.


After I massage her feet, I sometimes lie on my tummy on the floor concentrating fully on dipping the little brush in the red enamel as I paint her toenails. I make sure that no stray strand blemishes the perfect skin of her toe. I lightly blow on her toes to dry them, before adding a second coat to her toenails. She says not a word. I feel invisible. Even though I am wealthy, I love working and slaving for her. I am happy to work hard, to work long hours cleaning her bathroom, washing her silky little underthings. She does no work at all, not in the mansion, not outside. Her life revolves around country club memberships, private lessons, horseback riding, exotic vacations, designer clothes. Only the best for my trophy wife.


Although Mommy was already a crowned beauty queen, she wanted more, and so I paid for plastic surgery, getting her a set of breasts that are nothing short of spectacular, as well as enhancements to her lips and cheeks. I love Mommy's breasts. She does not need a bra, though sometimes she wears one just to accentuate the swell of her melons. Her breasts are the best money can buy. They are magnificent. My mouth waters at the sight of them. They are gorgeous naked and free.They are super sexy bursting forth from a too-small string bikini top. They are enough to seduce and drive any man wild when she leans forward in a low-cut blouse, and her mouth-watering mounds heave, swell and beckon. Her breasts make me want to shrink to be her Tom Thumb, a naked, little mouse-sized pet. I fantasize about living nestled between Mommy's breasts, always feeling her warmth against my skin. I would gladly suffocate enjoying Mommy's flesh with my last breath.


I love and adore Mommy's derriere. Sometimes, if I've been a very good little boy or given her a particularly nice and expensive present, she lets me kneel behind her as she stands in her high heels. I marvel at her roundness, the perfect plumpness of her cheeks accentuated by her smooth, muscled legs and waist. On my knees behind her, my hands run up her gorgeous legs, trace the crease where the back of the thigh meets the swell of her bottom. Then, after I beg long enough, she allows me fondle her bottom. I rub my face on her glutie globes. I beg some more, offer her nice presents, and if she is in a tolerant mood, Mommy lets me suck her succulent bottom meat. I suck her ass cheeks until I become dizzy with desire. I plunge my nose as deep as I can into the cleft of Mommy's bottom, penetrating her tight puckered nether hole with my tongue. This is the only way Mommy allows me to penetrate any part of her body, my tongue embedded in her succulent bottom.


Mommy is quite an exhibitionist and loves the attention she gets from men, and, truth be told, from women as well. I confess that I love watching men staring hungrily at her. It fills me with pride. I watch their eyes dip down her blouse, lighting up as they gaze upon her breasts. I watch their heads turn as she walks by, seeing them follow the sway of her hips, the shape of her legs, the the movement of her derriere. I love her power over men. I love her power over me.


Mommy dresses to accentuate her sexual power. One day she will wear skin tight, translucent hip-riding spandex pants that form fit over her delicious derriere and "camel toe" pussy lips, and a tight corset-style top that pushes her mountainous breasts up and exposes her waist, showing off her bejeweled belly button. Other days, she will wear loose-fitting diaphanous halter tops and skirts through which you can see her long, shapely legs and the swing of her marvelous breasts.


Mommy learned early on in our marriage that I need to be punished when I misbehave, and, as it turns out she frequently catches me doing naughty things like masturbating as I sniff or wear her dirty panties. This often happens when I am cleaning up after her. She leaves her soiled panties on the floor for me. A gift. A treasure. I lie on the floor and bury my nose in her panties, inhaling deeply as I play with my little penis and imagine her having sex with her boyfriends. But if she catches me, I know I will get the spanking I deserve.


Mommy has a fabulous selection of dominatrix costumes. I love to see her towering above me wearing her black skin tight corsets, thongs, long gloves, garter belts and stockings, and thigh-high, high-heeled boots and slapping the palm of her hand with her riding crop as I cower before her. She makes me pull down my pink panties and lie across her knees, and then she gives me a spanking for being such a bad little boy.


Of course, as with any wife, sometimes Mommy just gets bored with me. At such times, she is able to ignore me completely as though I don't exist. As she watches TV or talks with her boyfriends on the phone, I try to remain still, to be a good footrest, not to distract her with my own pursuit of pleasure at her expense. For I know, my only real satisfaction comes from her contentment and my only reason for existence is her happiness.


But I do have my little pleasures. I have my own supply of cosmetics and dress-up costumes. When Mommy brings her boyfriends back to the mansion I dress up as a French maid with a frilly short black skirt, white lace apron, stockings and heels. At nights when I'm alone with Mommy I like to wear a pink frilly little nightie. I have a selection of wigs and make up, and Mommy gives me hormone pills every day along with my daily vitamins that keep my skin soft and feminine and that have helped me to develop pretty little A-cup breasts and a feminine swell to my hips and butt. I shave my legs and keep my body perfectly waxed so I have no body hair.I grow my finger nails long and enjoy polishing them and putting on colors that match my girly outfits. I also have a tiny little penis that hardly shows when I am wearing panties. I enjoy being Mommy's little sissy girl.


I love helping Mommy get dressed for her dates with her lovers. First, I prepare her bath. I carefully scrub the tub, scouring it with a toothbrush, rinsing, scouring again, rinsing, until my hands turn from pink to red and my arms and back pound with pain. I plan carefully. The water and air temperature must be just right. The bath oils perfectly matched with scents and bubbles. I light candles. Soft music. Warm a cozy, fluffy towel. I want to give her perfect pleasure. No demands. Unconditional love. Mommy will be completely relaxed and ready, ready to be swept into the strong masculine arms of her choice of man.


Mommy is so good to me. She allows me to play in her undies drawer. I love picking out some little soft and silky wisp of panty to slip on her body. I warm it with my breath, feel its silkiness on my face. I kneel at her feet. Her legs are crossed. I hold out her panties. She lets me slip them over her feet, her legs come uncrossed, I slip them up her ankles, trying not to let her know that I am trying so hard to look between her legs as I work the panties up to her knees. Mommy looks at me and smirks. I beg her with my eyes. She puts her hand on my head, and rises. My moment of exaltation. On my knees, my face inches from her nude, perfectly and completely shaved mons veneris. Not a trace of hair, pure, pristine. I worship Mommy's feminine sanctum sanctorum, her total power and control over me. I am helpless in her spell. My mouth waters. My eyes tear. I want to suckle but know now is not the time.


Slowly I work Mommy's panties up her thighs, savoring every moment, every texture, her smell, the perfume, my hot breath on her mons, my breath like dew on her skin.I cover her most private treasure with the translucent wisp of panty as my trembling fingers guide the panties up her hips. I release the panties, and allow my fingers to trace her perfect derriere, but not daring to squeeze, still on my knees, drinking in the sight of her beauty now captured in panties, panties that reveal so much.


Mommy sits at her vanity, pretty in her panties, a negligee on her shoulders. I blow dry her hair. Brushing, teasing. Her eyes are closed, as she soaks in the hot air streaming through her scalp, sensual, every pore of her body, a pleasure center. I marvel at the blonde tresses, the silkiness, the perfection. Stolen glimpses of Mommy's perfect body, while I fluff the cascade of tresses.


I then apply Mommy's make up. My job is to enhance her exquisite natural beauty and drive her lovers wild with desire. I start on her eyes. Applying liner to her closed lids, she shows her complete trust in me. I brush, light blue to pick up the cruel blue of her eyes. I blend. When she opens her eyes, they smoke. She looks at herself in the mirror. She nods. Approval. I beam with pride. She likes to apply her own lipstick. I watch transfixed as she makes her lips glisten red.


Mommy sprays perfume on her neck, another spray low on her tummy. Next to her on my knees, I close my eyes, the better to absorb the heady aroma.


I bring Mommy's garter belt and attach it around her waist. I bring her stockings. I carefully roll each stocking up her long legs. I kneel at her feet, placing the rolled stocking at her toes, and slowly, slowly roll the silky nylon over each foot, calf, and up her thigh, where I secure them with a garter.


Finally, she is ready for her date. A handsome young man picks her up, and off they go. I sit and wait nervously. Hours pass. I imagine them dancing, laughing, and I grow sick with anxiety. But, at the end of the evening, he brings her back home. She invites him in, and I am always there, ready to serve. I have a bottle of fine wine,chilled and ready, and a tray of hors d'oeuvres that I like to serve in one of my French maid outfits.


Mommy's dates regard me in different ways depending on their personalities. Some go out of their way to abuse and humiliate me; some just regard me with surprise and revulsion; others ignore me. I follow their lead, trying to make them feel welcome and comfortable with my presence, because if I want to be able to watch their love making, if they will allow me to.


Some of Mommy's boyfriends are particularly mean to me. I don't understand why they treat me badly because I do everything I can to be nice to them and make them feel welcome, even to the point of making myself look pretty for them. I put on false eye lashes, eye shadow, lipstick, rouge, and I always have stocking over my freshly shaved legs, a short French maids skirt, high heels and French perfume. My French maid outfits all have scoop necks that put my breasts on display. But instead of being polite and kind to me, Mommy's mean boyfriends call me bad names like "bitch" and make me do naughty things.


When this happens, Mommy joins in "the fun" and encourages her boyfriend to mistreat me. I guess she does this because he is a guest in our house and she wants to make him feel welcome. She will tell me to get him "ready" to have sex with her. She directs everything. She makes me kneel down in front of her boyfriend and zip down his trousers. Then she tells me to reach in and take out his penis. Mommy likes to watch her boyfriend whip my face with his penis until it gets hard. The bad boyfriend makes me put his penis in my mouth and suck it. I swirl my tongue around his sensitive cock head, and then suck. I do my best to try to make him feel good and get hard, but then his cock will get very big and he will force his dick deeper and deeper into my mouth and down my throat. I gag and cry and feel like I'm going to choke and die of suffocation. My mouth fills with the taste of his salty semen. I feel the slime of his seminal cream on my face, lips, and mouth, but he "saves" his big load for Mommy.


At a certain point, Mommy and her lover get so involved with each other that they no longer notice that I'm there. I watch Mommy as she rides her stallion, panting and pawing at her soft, pliable, femininity. All-man, all-woman, I don't participate when they are having sex; I can only watch, not fully man or woman myself, I watch the real man possess her, the full woman. I hide myself, seeking invisibility, as I peek at Mommy surrendering herself to his masculine power. I am Mommy's little boy-girl. I have my little boy-girl excitement. Peeking at Mommy and her Daddies. Watching the big Daddies come and take her.


After her Daddy finishes with her, after he leaves, it is Baby's turn.


This is when I find Mommy alone, exhausted, surrendered on our marital bed. I see her body reddened with her Daddy's roughness, pushed to its limit.I examine the love bites, the residue of rough sex. She is splayed. Dirty. Finished. In the twilight or the dawn, I creep up onto her bed, I carefully move the sweat-stained sheets, silently uncover her. I love the moment when Mommy is abased. I seek the faint echoes of her sweet smells, now plastered with ugly odors of tobacco, alcohol, him. My senses are sharpened, I seek his smell, the sight of his ravages, the taste of his spunk. I love this, the one time, weakened, she lets me snuggle between her legs. I hear her low, guttural moan as I love her with my tongue, my face glistening with her sweat and vaginal fluid.


"Come to Mommy," I hear her half-asleep murmur. I fit my face snugly between her legs, lapping her cream pie and cleaning her inner thighs and the whole jismy and slick area between her legs.


"That's a baby," she purrs. I bring Mommy to a slowly building, warm and glowing orgasm with my mouth. I wiggle between her legs, wallowing in her wetness and warmth. My senses overwhelmed, my erect little penis, not worthy of penetrating Mommy's beautiful body, spurts into the bedsheets as I lay nestled between her legs. Thus I reach my final fulfillment, Mommy's slave, Mommy's servant, Mommy's loving husband.


Proudly and lovingly signed by the luckiest man on earth, 





Shouldn’t Have Mentioned It

Amanda and I had married in 2000 she was a slim attractive petite 24 year old and I was 36 years old, the age difference did not present any problems and we had know each other for over 3 years during which time I had often worked overseas but whilst Amanda was unhappy at the separations she put up with it and we were always happy.
After our wedding she was no longer going to accept the periods of being apart and I was happy to take a lesser job near our home town so that we were always together however over the next few years I became more and more restless and began blaming Amanda for my frustrations at work and our relationship began to become strained, by the time of Amanda’s 30th birthday we were often arguing and not speaking for days our sex life had ground to a halt and she had taken to sleeping in the spare bedroom where I could often hear her satisfying herself at night with her vibrator, I wanted to make things up to her but it never seemed to happen then one afternoon she asked me directly if I was still interested in her sexually as if I wasn’t she worked beside many men who would be I foolishly replied that “If that’s what you want go for it, don’t let me stop you” as soon as I said it I regretted it, but pride stopped me saying so.
The next morning before she left for work she reminded me word for word what I had said, then left for the construction company where she worked in the IT department and I went to my own job at the factory all day I thought of what had happened and vowed to make it all up to her that evening and to put some sex back into our marriage when I got home from work at 5pm I began to prepare a speech for her normal return home at 6pm in which I intended to declare my love for her and hopefully end up in bed for the evening it had been almost 4 months since we had been together and I had had a hard on since getting home that I was looking forward to using.
When 6pm came and went I tried to call her cell phone but it went to voice mail the same happened at 7pm, 8pm and 9pm by now I was quite concerned and started to call her friends, none of whom could shed any light on her whereabouts, eventually at nearly 11pm her car drove into our driveway and Amanda breezed into our home in a intoxicated state and very very happy, she would not say where she had been only that she would tell me all about it after she had changed out of her work clothes and off she went upstairs.
She returned after only a few minutes wearing only a dressing gown with a item of clothing clutched in her hand “So you want to know where I have been” she said in a sarcastic tone though I could tell she was still really happy and excited “well here is a clue” she said as she tossed her panties to me I felt at once that they were very damp and as I looked I could see the crotch was badly stained with semen “What do you think of that, I have had one fantastic night, a really big cock has been in here” and with that she spread her legs and allowed the dressing gown to spill open, her pussy was red and swollen and her pubic hair was matted with cum she smiled at me and thanked me for the permission I had given her the previous night, her fingers were gently playing with her clit and pussy lips and now she had her legs hooked over the arms of her chair.
“His cock is so much bigger than yours, so much longer and so much thicker and when he came he pumped me full of hot cum and then I got him hard again and he did me doggy style and I sucked him dry” I could say nothing but my cock by now was rock hard, “take it out” said and I did, she continued to work her fingers in and out of her red swollen gash and I started to wank in time with her fingers “It is so much smaller than his” she said then called me to her and told me to kneel in front of her between her raised knees, her pussy was directly in front of me and I could smell the scent of sex on her, she pulled her pussy lips wide open and said “lick it now I need to orgasm again” and I leant forward and buried my face in her hot salty pussy and began lapping away until she orgasmed, at which point she got up left the room, showered and went to the bed leaving me to satisfy myself.
The following morning when the alcohol had worked its self off she was a little more pleasant and asked me to call in sick as she intended to do so that we could talk things through, I started into my pre arranged apology for the way that I had been treating her and told her that I accepted that it had been my fault and that I wanted to forgive her and put it all behind us, she was quiet throughout all that I said and after I finished she leaned forward kissed me and told me that she loved me and was pleased that I was not angry and putting the blame onto her but the shocked me by saying that now that she had cheated once and enjoyed it so much with a big cock, I had to accept that’s how it would be from now on, she had enjoyed being filled to overflowing and wanted it again and again and as I had given permission I just had to accept it or walk.
She told me that her new lover was the finance director at her company a man that I had met on several occasions his name was Jerry, he was a big handsome man about Amanda’s own age and as he was in a relationship had made it clear to Amanda that any contact out of work could only be for sex as he enjoyed his life as it was but needed a new pussy to fuck and Amanda fitted his bill, Amanda then told me that she had said to him that she was happy with that but was going to play the field as well as spend time with him to which he replied that it sounded a perfect arrangement a perfect arrangement for everyone except me I thought, Amanda seemed to read my mind and said that obviously I was free to play the field but cruelly added that she would not recommend it as she didn’t want me to disappoint a new lover with my tiny cock, with that she took my hand and led me to the bedroom where she stripped off, removed my clothes and began to suck my cock “It’s a nice size to practice on” she said as she lifted her leg over my chest and lowered her pussy onto my face and rode on it till she came, she continued to suck my cock until I came in her mouth and she swallowed my cum for the first time “I really never knew just how much I would love the taste of sperm even though you don’t produce as much as him” with that she climbed off and looked me in the eyes and asked me if I wanted to stay with things as they were to be or did I want to walk, I repied that I intended to stay as long as there was sex for me as well, she replied that of course there would be sex for me as he wasn’t keen on giving oral sex and as I had proved the previous night I was good for cleaning up and she really enjoyed getting cleaned up.
Nothing happened for the rest of that week Amanda was home at the usual time and we did not discuss it further then on Friday evening Amanda suggested that we have a early night, I could not believe my luck and quietly hoped that that was the end of her affairs and that she had settled on only me, when she undressed for bed I was amazed to see she had completely shaven her pussy, ”do you like it” she said “ come and eat it while I dildo myself” she produced a new bigger dildo “I bought it mail order, I needed something bigger now that I’m getting bigger cock” my heart sank and I watched quietly as the bulbous end disappeared into her shaven hole “God that feels so good” she continued as about 8 inches slid into her “ now get your tongue working in my hole” she demanded and I began to lap around her clit and extended lips as she worked the dildo in and out, she was talking continually throughout “fuck me you big bastard, come on fill me up” and other filth none of which I had ever heard her utter before ,“ Lick my arse hole” she demanded and I did trying to work my tongue into it until she came with a shuddering orgasm .
“That was great “ she said lying on her back with her fingers probing her open cunt, “did you enjoy it too” I agreed that I had but would like to come too, “go on then she said wank yourself and I will watch and she did whilst rubbing her clit, when I had finished she said that she was planning on inviting Jerry around on Saturday morning as it would give him an excuse by telling his girl he was shopping as evenings were difficult as they lived together, I asked about their previous meeting and was told she had been away overnight so it worked out fine and that is why Amanda had pushed me into giving permission as it was more or less already arranged. “he says that you can watch if you like maybe even join in orally if you want but it’s up to you if you rather go out for a few hours that’s ok too” I could barely believe what she had said it was so matter of fact, all I could say was ok if that’s what you want, “Great I give him a call I am sure he will be pleased he is a bit of a show off really and I am sure he would like you to see his equipment” with that she wandered off with her cell phone.
Later on I was informed that it was all arranged and he would be there at 11am and that it was up to me how I decided to deal with it but that if I intended to be awkward I had better not be there as he was a big man and would not take any nonsense from me.
The following morning Amanda didn’t dress but wandered around the house dressed in nothing but her under ware and dressing gown about 10 am she announced that she was getting ready and off she went to the shower only returning just before 11am, she looked great in a short denim skirt and cropped top her hair was tied back and she smelt fabulous, I felt sick to my stomach but she breezed around in a happy state making small talk and preening in the mirror, sure enough at just after 11 his car sped into our driveway and Amanda ran to the front door “Hi Baby” she greeted him and he asked if I were at home to which Amanda said “You bet I think he wants to see what he hasn’t got” they both laughed at that and entered the lounge,” It’s nice to see you again” he said and added “how’s things going these days” and smiled I wanted to punch his face but just kept quiet.
Amanda had poured the drinks whiskey for me and Jerry and a large Baileys for herself “I need to steady my nerves she said this feels so strange” then she asked me to draw the living room curtains so as to keep prying eyes away as I did so Amanda through her arms around Jerry’s neck and kissed him passionately “I have been thinking of this all week, and I have a surprise for you” she added.
I had been forgotten about, his hands were on her tits and ass and she was removing his shirt, his chest was a mass of hair which I found surprising as Amanda always said that she hated body hair, she through the shirt onto the settee and started on his trouser belt he kicked off his shoes whist pulling her top over her head her still firm tits sprang into view and he lowered his head to suck on her nipples his trousers dropped to the floor and the outline of his hard cock could be seen in his boxers, Amanda’s hand plunged into the top of his shorts and fished out his half hard erection and pushed his shorts to his feet, she sank to her knees and gently coaxed his cock to full erection, he stepped out of his remaining clothes and turned to face me the smile still on his face “what do you think” he asked, I said nothing but it was a magnificent specimen about 9 inches long and very thick around his balls hung like two heavy plums in the hairiest bag I had ever seen.
With that he turned back to Amanda Lifted her from her knees, loosened her skirt and let it fall and then hooked his thumbs in her panties and pulled them to her knees where they fell to her ankles, she stepped out of them, “do you like my surprise, my shaven pussy” she asked him, and he replied that he did and sat down onto the sofa directly in front of me, Amanda straddled his legs and they continued to kiss passionately as she lowered her pussy onto his thick knob she gasped and grunted as she worked down onto it, she leaned forward so that I could see better as it disappeared into her hole, she rested about 2 inches from the bottom and looked over her shoulder at me and said “Look at that fuckin’ big knob in my pussy, I can take it all you know” and with that she sunk down onto it all, she smiled a wicked smile at me and raised up so that about 5 inches protruded and slammed down again, she began to ride him steadily gently rising and falling, her pussy lips clinging to his knob she looked over her shoulder and said “make yourself useful babe come over here and like my arse hole and I did kneeling behind her inches from his big knob and stretched pussy I worked my tongue into her butt hole as she worked up and down seconds later she orgasmed noisily punging down onto his knob as he spunked into her womb, they remanded as they were for some time still kissing when the finally separated his cock plopped out of her pussy and the cum ran onto his balls and onto the sofa seat, I couldn’t believe the amount that ran from her.
She climbed off him and taking his hand led him to the bedroom to me she said “babe clean that up before it stains the cloth will you” then bring us another drink which I did, so began my new life

…..

Amanda continued to see Jerry most weekends he would come over at some point to screw my wife it always seemed to begin with a downstairs quickie as if showing off to me after which they would spend several hours in bed drinking, laughing and screwing, of course I could watch the show if I wanted and occasionally I could join in during the rest periods to lick my wife’s pussy or arse if she felt it necessary however after a few more weeks his visits became less and Amanda told me that things were cooling between them and he was now showing more interest in a new girl at work, she said she was fine with it but I could tell she was hurting, I tried to tell her to put things behind us and to try to be faithful to me again however she just laughed and said that she had other plans when I asked what she meant all she would say was to wait and see.
It was quite a surprise the next Friday evening when she came home from work accompanied by Susan a secretarial assistant from a leisure club that the company owned, I had met Susan several times and although she was 20 years younger than I we had always got on quite well, Amanda explained that Susan was down in the dumps due to boyfriend trouble and needed cheering up hence her invitation to stay the weekend with us, during which she said that she had promised her a really good cheering up, but would say no more , I should point out that Susan is a skinny tall girl and not exceptionally pretty though has a great sense of spirit and is a pleasure to know.
As Amanda and I had been mostly sleeping separately I was unsure of the sleeping arrangements but Amanda made it clear that she would be sleeping in the main bed with me and Susan would be in the spare room, that arrangement suited me just fine but quickly regretted it after a reminder that it did not mean sex, this was especially embarrassing as it was said in front of Susan.
Later that evening we settled down and chatted over a few drinks quickly the conversation between the girls got on to sexual preferences and Amanda started on about the benefits of a big thick cock and from what was said it became apparent that Susan knew all about Amanda’s fling with Jerry, I could tell that Susan seemed embarrassed for me and tried to change the conversation but as the drink flowed Amanda continually returned to the same old story, eventually Susan commented that she thought size was not all that important and it was the person that mattered to which Amanda said “why not try him out then” and nodded in my direction and Added that she had never watched me in action from afar and wouldn’t mind doing so, I shrugged off the suggestion but was surprised that Susan said “why don’t you fancy me, If it’s ok with Amanda I’m up for it”, “That it all decided then” said Amanda “come on Dave show what little you have” with that she got up and left the room saying that she would give us a couple of minutes of privacy.
Susan leapt up and sat on my lap “come on Dave let’s do it, I have always fancied you and I hate the way she speaks to you these days and I’m gagging for some cock” her hands were on my trousers feeling my cock and she was kissing my lips and it felt great, my hands grasped her small tits as she unzipped my pants in seconds we were both naked with Susan sucking on my 6 inch cock and me fingering her hot hole, that’s how we were when Amanda returned to the room she was wearing only a silky dressing gown, no under ware and sarcastic smile, she was holding her favourite thick long dildo and had her cell phone with her, “don’t pay any attention to me” she said as she settled down in the leather chair, “go on Dave fill her up” and laughed again.
By now I could not have stopped even If I had wanted to as I had not had penetrative sex for over 5 months and here it was on a plate for me, Susan had knelt on the sofa facing the wall with her ass raised and thrust out towards me, her pussy was puffy and wet her thick lips and held open with her fingers “come on quick Dave, give me it doggy I love that” I moved behind her and lined my dick up with her pussy and slipped it home, it felt great as my knob bottomed out in her hot hole, she sighed and her hand began working on her clit and occasionally cupping my balls as I thrust in and out, behind me I could hear the squelching of Amanda working the dildo in and out of her hole with the accompanying grunting and groaning, considering how long it had been I lasted some time before shooting my cum into Susan , who by now was coming too with her fingers working fast on her clit she grunted squeezed my dick and spasmed to her orgasm, I withdrew my cock feeling quite happy with my performance.
I held Susan close and kissed her and she kissed me too, I still felt great but it was not to last as we turned to Amanda who was still leisurely working that monster dildo in and out her bald pussy “so what did you make of that Susan”, “It was good” Susan replied “It didn’t last long enough but it did for tonight” with that they both laughed, I was now confused and asked what they were talking about, Amanda was still rubbing her clit with the dildo wedged well up her hole.
“You don’t think Susan is here for you, do you”? “she’s here to help with the party we are having tomorrow night it’s a kind of goodbye thing we are having for Jerry, he is leaving the company today and I have offered to host his farewell bash or should I say bang” they both laughed and Susan poured more drinks the lounged back onto the sofa , her legs were splayed and I could see my cum seeping from her snatch, “Amanda says you are good with your tongue, do you want to show me” she said so I got down onto my knees but Susan pushed me onto my back and settled her pussy onto my lips and there she stayed until I had licked her clean.
During this time I heard Amanda making a call on her cell phone the subject being the Saturday evening arrangement the jist of which was that the guests should be there no later than 8pm otherwise she would start without them....THEM I thought what does she have planned now, I did ask but was told that it was nothing to do with me as I had had my treat for the weekend, Susan to her credit came back to me and we sat naked on the sofa close together getting slowly drunk.
Her hands started to massage my dick back to life much to the amusement of Amanda who suggested she should save herself for “the BIG event” to which Susan replied that she had plenty to go around and with that she slid down the sofa and took my dick in her mouth and worked it till I shot a load in her mouth which she swallowed followed by a large swig of Vodka and Coke, “can Dave sleep with me” she said to Amanda to which Amanda replied “If you are desperate why not”, “good” was all Susan replied “It’s been a long time” she said to me and “I do like you even with a smallish cock but you use it better than that ex of mine,” will you be able to get it up again” she whispered so that Amanda could not hear, I remember that about 5 months earlier when I had hoped things would get better between Amanda and I , I had purchased several cialis pills from a friend of mine at work who had a prescription, none of which had ever been used so I replied to Susan that I thought I should be ok and she smiled and said “good” with that I stopped drinking and left the room and took 1 pill.
About midnight we made our way to bed all of us were still naked and I was pleased at the warm glow that I felt in my groin as I watched the girls asses as the staggered up the stairs, If truth were told I would have loved to have fucked my wife that night but she entered the main bedroom and closed the door, leaving Susan and I to use the spare room, as soon as we closed our door Susan pushed me onto the bed and manoeuvred into a 69 position and began to suck my dick to hardness as I lapped around her hot pussy lips and gently sucked on her clit, when I regained full hardness she swung around and lowered herself onto my hard dick, it slipped into her easily and she began to ride me, having already orgasmed twice I knew I would last a long time and I settled back to enjoy sucking on her tits as she rode my cock after some time she leaned forward and whispered in my ear asking if it was alright for her to be naughty to which I asked what she wanted and without replying she raised herself up shuffled a little forward and sunk her arse hole onto my cock and to my surprise she sank down onto my full length, at 40 years of age it was the first time I had experienced anal sex and it felt great her tight arse hole rising and falling on my dick, she was loving it her head raised to the ceiling she was panting noisily occasionally she paused and squeezed my cock with her butt muscles, I was still a long way from coming when she started fingering her pussy madly and grinding into my balls as she shuddered to a orgasm after which she climbed off and whispered that a smaller cock had some holes made for it with that I rolled her onto her back raised her legs to her ears and stuck my dick back into her arse and began pounding away, the bed was banging against the wall but I did not care all I needed was to come and I did several minutes later with my cock wedged tightly in her ass.
I rolled off and we cuddled ourselves into sleep, In the morning I woke feeling lousy, Hung-over and a little guilty, it was after 11am and the girls were nowhere to be seen Amanda’s car was gone, I sat with my coffee and wondered what that evening might bring and If I might be included in some way with Susan

…..

It was nearly 2pm when Amanda’s car drove into the driveway, I felt somewhat relieved they were home though I had no reason to think anything might have happened, a few moments later Amanda and Susan came into the house carrying bottles of wine and booze and I knew right away that all was not well, Susan acknowledged my cheery hello but in a subdued manner and Amanda just said nothing but stormed past me into the kitchen, I looked at Susan who whispered “I will tell you later but she is really pissed with me for last night” I said nothing in return at that time but later got the story from Susan it seems that in the morning Amanda had confronted Susan after she had gone to the toilet and insisted that she collected her things as she was taking her home, Amanda felt that Susan had betrayed her by sleeping with me and more probably by seeming to have enjoyed being with me. Susan continued by saying that Amanda in spite of all her own betrayals with Jerry still seemed to think of me as hers alone, Susan had pointed out that it was Amanda’s idea that She should “Try me out”, Susan finished by adding that perhaps Amanda thought that She would have humiliated me and this had been the whole point of the exercise.
I asked Susan what Amanda had planned for the evening but all she knew was that after a few drinks most of the guests would be going home but several would be staying over and “things would develop” Amanda had initially invited Susan as she had been complaining of being horny and not having had any sex since her boyfriend had split, but had been sworn to secrecy as Amanda did not want affair with Jerry to become company gossip, in fact according to Susan, Amanda found Jerry to be a “pretentious twat” but was addicted to his dick and had said that his leaving was probably a good thing as office romances were too difficult to keep quiet, other than that she knew nothing of the evenings plans.
As for Susan being shipped off home that morning apparently in the car Amanda had torn into Susan accusing her of not being a true friend and had backstabbed her, Susan had only been allowed to return after she had promised not to have any further sexual contact with me “I am sorry about that” she added “but I am looking forward to tonight, perhaps we can see what happens in the future” but I knew her loyalties were with Amanda and that was that.
The rest of the day was spent more or less in silence but as the time wore on Amanda’s mood lightened she and Susan were speaking as normal and even a few sniggers could be heard from the kitchen as the preparations continued, she even began talking to me even if it was only to tell me say nothing to anyone who was coming to the party about infidelities to which I agreed and Susan pecked my cheek and said “Good man”.
About 6pm Amanda and Susan began to get themselves ready and by 8pm were both looking and smelling great they had both changed into short dresses and were having their first drinks of the day
The first guests began to arrive and as I opened the door to them and mentally undress each and every one of them wondering who knew what, who were going to be here for the full night, several of them seemed to be smirking at me but I simply smiled and welcomed them in, took the coats and poured the drinks , over the next hour about 20 people arrived some in couples, a few single guys and a few pairs of females two of whom looked stunning and I thought well let’s hope they are getting naked later.
It was nearly 9pm when the main man arrived, Jerry and two younger men one of which I was later to find out was his brother Tim and his friend Alan, as I welcomed them in Alan said “you must be Dave, I have heard a hell of a lot about YOU” Tim pushed him forward and away from me it was obvious they had been drinking so I said nothing in return, all in all I guess there would have been about 30 people in the house spread throughout the lounge, sitting room, kitchen and dining room.
One man caught my attention as he looked so out of place his name was frank he was the husband of Jenny who headed up the accounts department, she was older than me and had abandoned frank to speak to a pair of young men in the kitchen, Frank it turned out having been made redundant from a bank and was now a “kept man” as it was only Jenny’s income that kept them afloat to which he was constantly reminded or so he told me, I was still chatting to him when Jenny came up and told him to “pop off home now dear, I will call you in the morning” he said his goodbyes to me and quietly left and I heard Jenny say “thank god for that, I thought he might make a scene”.
By now the crowd had thinned out and a few more were leaving and a few were getting politely ushered out, I looked around after the last had left and saw that apart from me we had Amanda, Susan, Jenny, a pretty blonde who I didn’t know with a guy who might have arrived with her, another 2 young men were in the kitchen with Jerry, Tim and Alan that made 4 women and 7 men if you included me and somehow I doubted it would.
Amanda had started to speak so they all came into the living room to listen to her she made a few remarks about Jerry leaving and how she hoped it would be a night to remember she then asked for their cell phones to ensure no photographs started appearing in the future.
After that she said “ok let’s get up close and personal” and with that she began kissing Jerry, Susan was in a embrace with Alan swaying drunkenly to a song on the radio, Tim was feeling Jenny’s ass and the blonde was getting led out of the room by 2 of the others this left one man who crashed down beside me “Hi I’m Carl” he said and with that I think he went to sleep, I looked around the room Susan’s dress was off, Jenny was on her knees with Tim’s cock in her mouth, Amanda was almost naked as was Jerry, I got up and went to the kitchen poured a large drink and climbed the stairs, through the open bedroom door the blonde was getting double ended, her round ass was in the air getting a hard fucking from behind as she slurped on what looked like a good sized cock, I stood for a while and took in the scene here was a girl probably about 20 getting shafted on my bed, they moved her around every so often, as one rested the other fucked her and then they changed again, I am not sure how long I had been watching, my cock was hard and I thought about joining in but I was interrupted by the sound of people coming up the stairs it was Susan and Alan they were naked Susan squealed as she ran past chased by Alan who’s erection was flapping about, he caught her before she made it to the second bedroom and after a short kiss turned her to face the stairs, bent her over the handrails and slid his cock into the pussy that I had used the night before, she was biting her bottom lip as he slid it home and looked directly at me as he began to slowly shaft her, I had forgotten the blonde now and could only concentrate on Susan’s body rocking in time to his thrusts “Oh fuck that is so good” she was saying over and over again as she looked at me.
I turned and went down the stairs as I passed below Susan I looked up between her legs and saw her pussy and Alan’s cock plunging in and out his balls were soaked with her juices, I continued back to the kitchen and refilled my drink, I wandered back into the lounge and to my surprise Amanda was on one sofa with Tim and Jerry was getting his cock sucked on the other by jenny, “Where have you been, I hope you have been behaving” Amanda asked, Tim’s cock stood out from his body with Amanda’s hand gently cupping his balls, it was as impressive as his brothers but looked even larger as the hair had been trimmed and I think he must have shaved his balls as they looked hairless “ I didn’t want to start without you, you know it really is no fun without you” she then added “It’s that look on your face that I love it’s a kind of mixture of lust and loathing and that gets me off, and of course the cock in my pussy helps, and that in turn gets you off doesn’t it, we really do have the perfect sex life don’t we?”
I said nothing but picked up the scattered clothes and put them to one side then settled into the leather armchair, the lights had been dimmed but I could still see clearly “come on baby, let’s get you comfortable” Amanda came over to me and loosened my shirt buttons and gently removed it, she the unbuttoned my jeans and also removed then along with my under ware and socks, she leaned into me and her breast brushed against my chest and as she ran her hand over my cock she whispered “I do love you, really I do” and she turned back to Tim before adding “we have decided on a change tonight, hope you don’t mind” she knelt down with her ass pointing to me, she spread her legs as her fingers ran over her pussy lips, I could see how wet she was, then returned her attention to Tim’s cock and though her body hid it from my sight I could see her arms working as she winked his dick.
My attention now switched to the other sofa as Jenny was now getting a finger fuck from jerry, his thick fingers were working well into her pussy and she looked like she had taken four of them, her pussy was making the most obscene sounds and she was asking to be fisted as her pussy needed it this lasted several minutes then Jerry pushed her onto her back, raised her legs and slipped his cock home, she was loving it her nails were raking across his ass cheeks and her ass was rising and falling off the sofa as she tried to maximise his entry.
“Babe don’t get distracted will you” I heard Amanda say and as I turned to face her I saw that she had straddled Tim with her back to his face, she was facing me but with Tim’s cock lying upright against her belly “look at this, it goes way past my belly button” she said, her hand was now stroking its head and I could see that she could barely close her hand around its girth “go on baby give me that look, it’s time to give me that look” I felt sick to my stomach, I looked her directly in the eyes and I felt my cock harden further “that’s it baby” she said and raised her ass into the air then tucked his cock into her hole and sank down she smiled the sweetest smile as it entered her which changed into a look of lust as it filled her hole completely, she rested briefly then rested her hands on his knees and began to ride him hard, her pert tits were bobbing up and down her mouth was hanging open and she was grunting with every stroke but she never once broke eye contact with me, I could see her pussy lips clinging to his pole as she fucked as if her life depended on it again I cannot be sure how long passed before she came but when she did she screamed “YES fuckin’ YES, YES, fill me you big cocked bastard” and he did.
My attention returned to Jerry and Jenny who had also finished, she was mopping her pussy with some tissues and Jerry was looking at Tim and Amanda with a look similar to mine I would guess, I have seen many porno movies over the years but I can honestly say I have never seen anything as erotic as that fuck, my cock was rock hard and leaking pre cum, I couldn’t believe I had not even touched it during Amanda’s fuck, she was still sitting on Tim’s dick, her thigh muscles were still spasming, “Oh fuck that was good” she eventually said as she lifted herself off and the flood of cum ran out of her swollen pussy and down both legs, Jenny thrust a hand full of tissues into her hand and she began to mop up the mess, she left the room and I heard her enter the downstairs loo.
Tim was struggling into a sitting position his dick was red and looked sore, “Hell man, I have never been fucked like that before, does she always ride like that” he said to no-one in particular, both Jerry and I answered together “No”, Tim and Jerry both Laughed but I didn’t .
Tim and Jerry had gotten up and wandered into the kitchen I guess to get a drink, Jenny was still sitting next to the passed out Carl but looked over to me and asked “is that cock booked by anyone”? I looked down and saw that I was still rock hard and to my eye it looked much bigger that it had ever done before “you had better ask Amanda” I replied “it got me into trouble with her before” I added.
I took a closer look at Jenny now and for her age she looked in really good shape, she had a nice figure and nice tits above a still trim waist, I couldn’t check out her ass as she was still sitting but I thought of her husband Frank and wondered just how much he knew of tonight’s activities, I couldn’t help but wonder if in another 5 years or so my life would be the same as his, it was then that I vowed to make sure it didn’t.
Just at that Amanda returned to the room and came to me and kissed me tenderly and I kissed her back, my stiff cock was aching for some attention but all she said was “Hell I need a drink” then I heard Jenny ask “he says it’s up to you, If I can have his body for a while”, “is that ok with you”?
“sure” she replied as she left the room “just don’t break it”
Jenny was on me in a flash she slid me forward in my chair and straddled my legs and sank her sopping wet pussy onto my cock, her hole felt enormous and I doubted she could feel much either so I slipped one hand between her legs to play with her clit and the other around her ass and finger fucked her butt hole, I could feel the remaining cum from jerry running over my balls and it felt good to tell the truth, I dipped my head and sucked on her nipples one after another and pressed my fingers deeper into her ass after some time I felt my orgasm building and I told her so, I was surprised when she slipped off me and finished me with her mouth which she swallowed, “come on its drink time” and she led me out by the hand.

…

Jenny was still leading me by the hand when we entered the kitchen Tim, Jerry and Amanda were standing by the sink facing into the room Tim and Jerry’s cocks though now flaccid hung thick and long between their legs Tim’s knob end looked the size or a egg and a felt a pang of shame as my own cock had deflated substantially from its erect state and hung limply between my legs “finished already” said Amanda and the guys laughed “I don’t know why you bothered” she continued, I said nothing but poured a drink it was then that I noticed the blonde was sitting in the dining room with Susan and one of the guys she had been with earlier, I wandered through to join them “Hi” said Susan “this is Debbie and Jack”, I sat at the table more if truth be told to hide my limp dick than to make conversation “where are the rest of the guys” I asked “resting” said Debbie I think I’ve worn Paul out, she was a pretty girl with nice firm tits and long firm nipples, Susan saw me looking and added “you will get in trouble again” and laughed “I think I’ve done for Alan as well, at least for a hour or so, but I’m thinking of taking advantage of Jack here in the mean time” Jack looked up and smiled “fuck why not” he stood up from the table and his erection sprang into view, Susan grabbed his hand and led him into the lounge, Debbie then said “I think I will go watch, I wish I had brought a few toys, you guys are drinking too much” , “I can help out there said Amanda, Dave go and make yourself useful and get big blue from my room” Big Blue was the large dildo that she had bought at the start of her affair with Jerry, “ goody” said Debbie as I made my way back upstairs, I found Alan and Paul sitting on the bed drinking cans of beer but said nothing, located big blue and her tube of KY gel ,then after swallowing another cialis from my secret stash returned to the lounge, however it was obvious big blue was not going to be required as Debbie was concentrating her efforts into restoring Tim’s cock to full potential, Susan was lying on her back on the floor her legs wrapped around Jack’s back and his ass was rising and falling as her fed her pussy.
Carl had now come around and seemed confused at the goings on 2 young women were at the side of him, one getting shafted on the floor and the other manipulating a big cock between her breasts, however it didn’t take him too long to get his bearings and was frantically stripping off when as if on cue Jenny re-entered the room just in time to remove his last items of clothing it was a relief to me to see that his equipment more or less matched mine, not that I got to see it for long before he entered Jenny doggie style.
I was about to settle down to enjoy the show when Jerry came in and said that Amanda needed me upstairs, “needed me” I thought that’s a first, so I tossed big blue and the tube of KY gel onto the chair and went up to see what Amanda wanted, as I entered the room there Amanda was on the bed between Paul and Alan who had now more or less recovered from their earlier exertions she had a cock in each hand and was working them back to firmness, in return their hands were on her tits and ass pulling and prodding working her pussy with their thick fingers, “come here babe and lie on the bed, On your back babe, with your head at the foot of the bed” so I lay on the bed on my back with my head at the foot of the bed from experience I knew it was pointless to ask why, when I had got comfortable she swung herself around and hooked her legs under my arms and lowered her hot pussy onto my face, I knew what was required so began to lick the length of her slit and gently sucked on her clit, Paul and Alan were on either side of my body with Amanda still working on their dicks, then to my surprise she leant forward and took my half hard cock in her mouth and began to slide her lips up and down my dick, with the help of the cialis I became erect almost at once, she continued to work slowly an my cock with her lips until she let go of Alan’s cock and he got up from the bed and I realised what she was intending to do.
As I lay there with her pussy just above my face her hole open and hot and my cock in the back of her throat his cock swung into view she arched her back and lifted her pussy off my mouth just in time to meet the end of his cock, which nuzzled gently into the folds of her pussy where it paused, “lick my clit” she demanded and slipped the end of my now hard cock back into her mouth , I raised my head and lapped at her clit unable to avoid licking the end of Alan’s cock as well, at that point Alan began to feed his cock home and as he did so Amanda slipped her mouth down my cock as Alan’s cock went further in so did my cock into her mouth, then his balls rubbed over my forehead and nose and his dick bottomed out in her pussy, the scent of her sex was overpowering and so it continued, me lapping her clit, her sucking my cock and Alan riding her hole his balls brushing my face with every thrust, how long this went on for I cannot be sure but after some time Alan removed his cock and was replaced by Paul who continued as Alan had done, then they changed again and again for what seemed like a age I could see nothing to either side but I knew others had entered the room but mercifully no other cocks came into Amanda’s pussy and as her juices were now flowing freely I was struggling to keep her clean, it was then that I realised I was coming, my cock was jerking and I was spunking deep into her throat , I heard her gag and she released my cock for a moment, long enough to spur Alan and Paul on to a greater effort, my cock re-entered her mouth and she licked and sucked it clean, The cocks in her pussy were now changing continually and she was getting ridden really hard and fast then with a final deep plunge the first cock came deep in her hole, her pussy contacting and his balls pulsating as he emptied his load inside her, then after a few seconds he pulled out and was replaced by the second cock that started pounding her pussy for all it was worth, the first load of cum was now coating his dick and frothing up on her pussy lips, “Lick me, Lick me” she ordered and I did the best I could but the balls slapping my face were getting faster and faster and was distracting me ,then he too sunk it all the way in, his balls covering my eyes as he shot his load into her pussy he seemed to ejaculate forever his balls twitching as he groaned and Amanda grunted, after what seemed like a eternity he withdrew his cock and for a split second I looked deep into Amanda’s stretched hole and saw the hot cum deep inside her, with that she raised her body and planted her hole onto my mouth “Lick me, Lick me, eat me out” and then the first dollop of hot salty cum hit my mouth and I did as she said demanded and ate her out, someone said “god do I need to try some of that” I think it was Jenny but I was not sure.
After a few more minutes she got up and went to shower accompanied by the other girls who had been watching and who now also wanted now to freshen up, I in followed them into the bathroom with my cock still rock hard but when I looked into the mirror I was shocked at the face that stared back at me, my whole lower face was coated in cum, my hair was a mess and I looked completely shattered, I filled the wash hand basin and washed my face and hair, “ do you want me to take care of that” Debbie asked as she gripped my hard cock, “maybe later” I said “its too sensitive just now” and with that I returned to the lounge where I found all the guys, the place was a mess, my leather arm chair had a thick ribbon of sperm over its full length, I took a tissue and began to mop it up “sorry about that “ said Tim “Debbie’s boob wank went astray” , “That’s ok” I replied and slumped down in my seat, I looked around and saw that all their cocks were flaccid and wondered if that was the end of the evenings work, looking at the clock it showed 3am I must of dosed off for a few minutes because next time I looked it was 3:20am and the girls had come back into the room they were still naked but were wrapped in bath towels the smell of fresh coffee permeated the room I closed my eyes but kept listening,
the discussion going on was about oral sex and how useless guys were at giving it, Jenny ventured that “Dave is a obvious exception to the rule” having witnessed the latest goings on, to which Amanda claimed the credit for teaching me which was a lie as on our second date I had brought her off orally and that was now nearly 9 years ago, Jenny continued and added that her “Frank couldn’t find her clit with the help of a sat nav” everyone laughed but stopped when she added that she “wished he would Just fade away so she could get on with her life”.
Amanda the asked the guys why they were so reluctant to give oral to women, as she knew for a fact that Jerry had never done it “Its dirty” said Jerry “yeah that’s right” said Tim, “I don’t mind it” added Jack, “fuck off” said Debbie “your idea of pussy eating is a couple of quick licks before you try to get me to swallow your cock” and she added “and that goes for you too Paul before you chirp in” Carl and Alan said nothing at all then Jerry added that it disgusted him the thought of eating his own never mind another man’s cum out of a pussy, then as one the 4 girls rounded on him, Amanda said “ you may have been blessed with a big dick but you have no fuckin’ idea how to pleasure a woman” and Jenny added that “she would pay to have her pussy worked over like Amanda had” and Debbie added that she” had never experienced a decent tongue job” and had even considered going Bi-sexual to give it a try, to which Susan said “ well if you do I will too” and everyone laughed again.
Jerry changed the subject to anal sex and why Amanda was “not willing to give that a try” it was a obvious come back to the oral sex put down “ we have discussed that and I made it clear that” I have tried it with a dildo and it hurts too much”, “you could get used to it just lube up well” added Susan “I really love it, it’s just so naughty, always have, always will”, “that explains a lot” said Amanda sarcastically, Jenny added that she had done it when younger and it had been “so so” but since she married Frank she hadn’t seen much cock until tonight and anyway she didn’t fancy him playing with her ass, but added that she might be open to offers, “I wouldn’t mind trying it either” said Debbie “ all my boyfriends are too frightened of getting poo on their beloved dicks” with that the conversation ended and the girls went to get everyone coffee.
I stirred and sat up in the chair and took a coffee when offered it tasted great so went into the kitchen for a second cup, Carl was in there “ I don’t mean to be dim” he said “but I have never been at a party like this before, is it a case of anything goes ”? so I said “this is my first party too what were you thinking about”?, well it’s that Debbie, I fancy the pants off her but I’m worried about getting the brush off and making a fool of myself, I had it off with the old bird earlier on but can’t stop looking at Debbie’s ass and what she said about anal has got me thinking” before I could reply Jenny and Debbie entered the room “looking for a refill” I asked suggestively “us girls are always looking for a refill” said Jenny “it’s you guys who’s kettle’s have run dry that’s spoiling the party”
Well in that case how about me and handsome Carl here taking you two ladies up stairs so as we can see who’s kettle is dry, my erection was back as was Carl’s who now looked as if all his birthdays had come at once, “to tell you the truth Debbie, Carl here has a inclination to dirty his beloved dick” “really” said Debbie “ come show me what you can do”, “so it’s me and you” Jenny added to me “ my ass is ready when you are” instead of climbing the stairs we made our way along the passageway to the sitting room which had been empty since the earlier guests had been encouraged to leave, I stopped briefly to get the tube of KY gel that Amanda sometimes used with Big Blue when she planned to be very energetic, then joined the others .
“I haven’t a clue how to do this” said Carl as I got the girls into a kneeling position on the sofa side by side with their arms on the sofa back and their asses thrust back, I squeezed a big dollop of KY gel onto each of their assholes and began to slowly finger fuck the kY gel into Jenny, Carl was now following suit with Debbie, the girls were obviously enjoying it , offering encouragement, both of whom were occasionally pinching their nipples or rubbing their clits as we worked our fingers deeper into their butts, I added more KY to each of the girls and rubbed a big dollop onto my cock end, as did Carl, then together we pressed our cocks against the respective butt holes and after a little resistance in they went and then we fucked the shit out of them, both of us coming deep in their asses, the girls were working their pussies with their fingers and they too came noisily.
After we cooled down we went back to the lounge to see that everyone was back playing again,and so it continued until about 7am when the rest of the guys dressed and left with Debbie, Frank came and collected a well showered, radiant looking if tired Jenny, he asked her if she had had a nice time to which she replied “yes, we are doing it again soon” and he said “that’s good, perhaps I may stay longer next time”, “perhaps” she added but said no more, Amanda, Susan and I all got together in the main bed and whilst trying to avoid damp patches we finally grabbed some sleep.

…..

The week following the party my head was spinning, here I was 42 years old working for a dead end company in a dead end job with a wife that had suddenly gone completely mad, she had been having an affair and had seen her lover off to his new job with a orgy, would not let me fuck her but gave me head, and go out of her way to humiliate me, she only seemed to get her kicks whilst I was watching her fuck other men, all of whom seemed blessed with large cocks, I had finally managed to get some penetrative sex with Susan her friend she had felt betrayed not by me but by Susan!!....then to top it all she declared her true love for me and said what was happening was for both of us as she thought that “we have a wonderful sex life”.
I considered all my options including suicide, divorcing Amanda, killing her (joking)or just moving out and giving her some time to think about things, but all my options were limited by my available cash which was not much, it took both our wages to pay the mortgage on our home and the resulting bills, Amanda’s job paid quite a bit more than mine so it was likely she had savings whereas I had only a few hundred pounds, I had suggested selling up and us splitting but she seemed to think that all was well and as she said we both loved our home and “why should we split as we love each other”, she just could not see that there was a problem at all, I explained that I could see myself ending up like Jenny’s husband Frank completely unloved and unwanted in another 5 years, “don’t be silly” she would say and that was that.
All that week since the party Amanda and I had slept together in the main bedroom but other than a quick 69 one evening she seemed disinterested in sex, the last time that we had fucked was at the turn of the year and it was now the end of May.
I had decided to look into the possibilities of obtaining work overseas as a means of breaking the cycle and hopefully bringing Amanda to her senses , with that in mind I took an afternoon off work and began emailing all my former contacts I had worked with to inquire what might be available, this took much less time than I had expected and as I looked at the computer it crossed my mind that I should try to access Amanda’s email account ,I had her password of a year earlier and it was so simple I had never forgotten it, as she worked in IT I expected it to have been regularly changed but was stunned when her account opened up on the screen.
I started to scan through her current and saved emails then her sent emails where I found most of the information that I needed, there were a lot of emails between her Jerry, Jenny and a few recent ones to Jerry’s brother Tim, What Amanda had told me about the start of the affair with Jerry was correct but as I expected it had not been a spur of the moment thing as suggestive flirting had been going on for a few weeks before, then after it began some very graphic stuff had been exchanged but again it seemed that all their meetings had occurred at our home whilst I had been there, The emails to Jenny had mostly regarded the party arrangements it had been left to Jenny to find a few discrete reasonable pretty females to “keep the boys interested” and this is where Jerry’s brother entered the scene he had been tasked to find a few “handsome, Fit, well built virile men to help see Jerry off” from reading the emails they had been looking at getting a total of 3 other women in addition to Amanda and Jenny and about 8 guys “so as to ensure spare capacity lol” to quote Amanda’s email to Tim, It had also been arranged that Jenny’s husband Frank was originally going to be allowed to stay so that he could be introduced to Jenny’s “new way of working” as she had put it, I also gathered that Susan’s invitation had been considered a mistake as she could not be trusted to keep quiet, however she already now knew about the arrangement so it was left as was, Jenny had lined up 2 pretty girls Debbie and Alison as long as their boyfriends Paul and Jack (whom the swapped as they saw fit)could come too and that had been agreed, what had happened to Alison was never explained, they along with Susan had made the quota of 5 girls............Tim in the mean time had arranged that his Rugby playing friends Alan and Frank (big frank as opposed to Jenny Frank)who Amanda had been informed had a “deformed Whopper of a dick” when Amanda had enquired what was “deformed” about it he had replied that the first 7 inches or so was normal but another 3 inches or so hooked “up and left” as a result of a childhood accident to which Amanda had replied “cant wait” he was getting a couple of others interested as well , and as it went on it then became apparent that Jerry’s job was in the pipeline at the time of Amanda’s first interest and she looked upon it as a natural end to the affair, this sent me thinking, Tim had also asked Amanda to meet up with him outside of the party but she had declined saying “that was not the way it was to be”.
In the few emails since the party Jenny had thought of surprising her Frank on his upcoming birthday (54th) with a special surprise, it seemed she was considering taking him out for a few pints and bumping into a work Colleague ( who would be Alan) she would get Frank to invite him home for a few more birthday beers and then get seduced by him, in this plan she could see no downside, perhaps Frank might even “up and leave if she were lucky”, Alan was apparently “up for it” I just felt sick, further reading suggested that Amanda was considering switching her attention to Tim and still hoped to meet big frank at some time, this made me feel even more sick.
I printed off all the emails and jotted down all the details that you have read in this story as a record if needed in the future, then logged off and secreted the information in my car.
A few days later replies to my emails started to return a few possibilities existed and I was especially interested in a job on a 2 year contract in Savannah GA, doing exactly the kind of work I had done previously and to cut what is beginning to feel a very long story short, eventually obtained a job offer to start work at the end of July.
The next two week or so passed without incident and I resisted the temptation to read any more of her emails , however in mid June Amanda started getting frisky and suggested that it might be nice to get some company round and smiled her wicked smile at me, “oh it will be fun, you will love it as always”,” Who”? I asked “not Jerry back, is it”? To which she then replied “lord no, he is long gone,” Who Then”? I demanded to know, “oh do wait and see you will spoil the surprise”, “When then” I asked, “Friday night” was her last reply as she skipped off mimicking childhood happiness, I again felt sick to my stomach, she popped her head around the corner and added “don’t worry you aren’t forgotten about”
The following morning I read her emails again and discovered that Tim and big frank had been invited to call on Friday and Tim had been told to make sure he did not turn up alone as she could not wait to see Franks “childhood deformity” there was no mention of anyone else, but an email from Jenny sent to Amanda over a week ago had detailed what happened on Franks birthday, he had apparently been pleased to be invited out as it was a rare occasion and the promise of a special treat later had him cheery. They had gone out for 8pm and she had plied him with drink so he was rather well on when they had “bumped” into Alan at around 10pm, Frank was apparently in good spirits and hit it off with Alan, who had spun some tale of being at a loose end and had gratefully accepted there invitation to accompany them home for one last drink.
Once home and after that drink, Frank had suggested to Jenny that as it was now late it might be time for Alan to go home, however Jenny had replied that it was nice to have company and it would be impolite to ask him to leave, at which point Frank asked about his “special surprise” to which Jenny had written “I assured him his surprise was coming soon, and poured him a large whiskey which he knocked back, I refilled his drink and he took it and settled into a chair” she went on then to say that she then retrieved the powder that she had made by grinding down 2 of Franks Viagra pills earlier “ not that they would be any good to him” and added it to Alan’s beer whilst he was at the loo, after he sunk the drink they embraced and kissed passionately they, then entered the lounge and sat together on the sofa, frank had sunk the second whisky and was dosing by the warm fire, they continued to kiss as they waited for frank to stir this progressed to petting and undressing then fingering “he was rock hard” she wrote “what a lovely cock he has” she added, soon they were in full intercourse she was riding him and he was sucking her tits when Frank snorted and stirred he looked at them as if he were dreaming “ I said to him do you like your surprise” but he continued to look but not really see, so I climbed off Alan and leant over Frank, and Alan fucked me doggy style, after a while Frank dosed off so we went upstairs and did it all ways, he never lost his erection (silly boy never knew why)and was red raw when he insisted on leaving at 5am, Frank said nothing and seemed not to remember anything in the morning, “so it’s less drink for him next time”, I again printed the emails and added them to my stash then logged off.
Friday soon came around and Amanda was late getting home when she came in I was stunned to see Susan was with her, “Hi babe Susan is staying over, Hope you don’t mind” Susan smiled and mouthed a greeting with a blown kiss, I took her weekend bag and carried it upstairs, Amanda told me to put it in the spare room which I did, my cock began to harden so I popped my second last Ciallis and thought “how bad can things get at least I have one friend here”, Susan appeared and said “don’t ask me, she phoned me Wednesday to invite me and I jumped at it”, “it’s good to see you, how are you?”, “very worried now” I said and we laughed.
Amanda and Susan began to get showered and tidied up and I was dispatched to pick up some additional booze, by the time I returned they were looking great both were casual in loose skirts and tops.
At 9.30pm we were still alone and Amanda was getting pissed off, she was continually phoning someone who was not answering, Susan told me she had no idea who was coming and I pretended I knew even less than that, Susan was slightly tipsy, but Amanda was still sober, then the car turned into the drive “about time” Amanda said and went to welcome her guests.
A few moments later Amanda led Tim and Frank into our lounge, as soon as Frank said “hello” it was obvious he was somewhat slow, the large scar on the side of his head made me wonder if it was the same accident that had caused it, Tim informed us discretly that they were late as Frank nearly bottled out again, Amanda offered them a large drinks to “settle their nerves” and they settled down on a sofa , Frank continued to jabber on about all kinds of nonsense, ”I’m nervous around pretty girls” he said and added that his girlfriend was a friend of his mothers, the rest of us looked at each other and Tim looked sheepish, ”anyway you are here now and that’s all that matters” Amanda said “ let’s all get comfortable” she dimmed the lights and I drew the curtains” she was cuddling to Franks arm and Tim had pounced upon Susan, so I sat in my favourite chair and observed as usual, soon Tim and Susan were heavy petting, her skirt was around her waist, her legs akimbo with her pussy being gently fingered through her white panties. Amanda was making progress with Frank she had his shirt unbuttoned and his trousers round his knees one hand was massaging his cock through his boxer shorts and the other was between her own legs inside her pants and working slowly “Oh this feels interesting” she said and fished his cock out into the open, it was a sight to see it looked as if the first 3 inches had been twisted both to the right and upwards to his body, the head looked about the full length of the twisted portion and was really thick in comparison to the rest, “I had a accident when 11” he said “and after the stitches came out it went like that” Amanda looked as if she were inspecting it , looking ever so closely and massaging the bulbous head. “very nice” she told him,” so are you” he replied as he continued to stare between Susan’s legs. A few moments later Frank was naked and Amanda was down to her panties, Susan had mounted Tim and was riding him with her pants pulled to one side, Amanda dipped her head and enveloped the end of Franks cock and began sucking, she had turned to face me as she worked on Frank, lifting off occasionally to inspect his cock and to tell me how fantastic it was, Susan and Tim were changing positions but still fucking hard, both of them grunting and groaning with their exertions, then I heard frank grunt loudly as he spurted into Amanda’s mouth, she lifter her mouth and I saw 2 or 3 more large spurts emit from his swollen knob, it splattered her chin and spilled onto her boobs as she continued to work him with her hand “wow that was great Frank” she said and she got up and went to clean up, Susan climbed off Tim and also finished him with her hands then joined Amanda to wash up.
This left me and the 2 guys who were recovering “shit that was great” said Frank and looked over to me “Come on join in” he said in a excited simple way “It’s great, don’t you like sex?”, “he doesn’t have enough cock” said Amanda as she entered the room ”come on show Frank” and she began to undress me but I pulled away, she looked surprised but sat down again next to Frank, Susan had heard what had been said and took me into the kitchen for a drink, “come on Dave don’t let her win and anyway I have naughty plans for you later” she pulled off my clothes and removed the rest of her own and sank to her knees and began to suck my shaft and balls but stopped before I came and led me back into the lounge with our drinks “so Susan you have had some success with him” said Amanda as she passionately kissed frank back to hardness, Susan was getting her pussy fingered and asked Tim to give her oral to which he declined, she turned to me and asked “do you want to eat pussy” and we got into a 69 position on the floor and she sucked my cock as I lapped at her pussy, Tim had regained his erection and had slipped it into her hole whilst we were still 69ing, his big knob had stretched her and the juices were flowing and I was lapping greedily, she raised her head of my cock and worked me furiously till I shot my load on my belly, she was gasping and grunting thrusting her ass back to meet his pounding cock then they came together and he withdrew and his cum flooded out , Susan rolled off me and fell onto her back exhausted, I stood up grabbed some tissues and mopped up our messes, Amanda was now getting screwed by the revitalised Frank, she was on her back with legs raised and he was kind of corkscrewing into her and she was going nuts her pussy was slurping and sloshing with every stroke and though it did not last too long I am sure she orgasmic as he pumped her hole full of seed, he rolled off her and went to “pee”, she looked across to me and opened her legs so I could see the cum leaking from her hot gash, ”come on baby, do what you do best” but I just turned away and left the room.
Frank was finished for the night now and wanted to leave so he dressed and a taxi took him away, “well I guess its bed time” said Amanda and she and Tim went into the main room and Susan and I took the spare room again where we were naughty twice and listened to the main bed creaking sometimes quietly and sometimes noisily till we drifted into sleep.

….

Well here it is the final part of the story, I would like to apologise to the people who have found this too long winded and complicated by too many characters but when I started I never imagined it would get so drawn out, however I was trying to convey how fucked up my marriage had become in such a short period of time and to this end things got drawn out in the earlier parts, I will try to put the story to bed as quickly as I can.

In the week after all was arranged for my new job in Savannah, I had seen a solicitor and had him draw up a separation agreement as a prelude to divorce, in the agreement I asked that our home should be sold as soon as possible with the proceeds split equally, everything else would be apportioned by ownership, I had no wish to embarrass Amanda by suing for divorce on the grounds of adultery I hoped we could divorce amicably after a 2 year separation.

One evening I sat Amanda down and gave her the agreement and asked her to read and sign it, she sat silently and read it several times, when she had finished she turned to face me and her eyes were full of tears, “I don’t want this, you can’t mean it, I thought we were happy, I thought it’s what you wanted too, I thought it was just fun”, “ I have told you over and over that I wanted it to stop” I said, but she rambled on and on about Susan and I and how I had enjoyed myself with her, how the banging bed head proved that, and she gradually became more and more desperate as her arguments cut no ice with me, finally she refused to sign it and I told her that the alternative was to drag everyone to court to testify to her adultery, mine too if that pleased her more, I went on to tell her about my new job in savannah and how it would give her time to arrange her future and how I was soon leaving her anyway, she broke down in floods of tears “but I love you she said over and over again, I just told her it was best to sign it so we could move on. The next morning the document was signed and I returned it to my solicitor and asked him to make the preparations to market the house, Amanda and I barely spoke in the days following and it was with some relief that I finally left for America.

I settled in quickly and had a few sexual interesting adventures (separate stories), Amanda kept in touch via email and most evenings there was another new email with her begging for forgiveness and telling me how sorry she was and how well she was behaving, I only ever replied with questions regarding the house sale and as I was still meeting my side of the housekeeping expenses questions about unpaid bills etc, as I still had access to her emails I used to occasionally read them to see what she was up to and to be quite honest I was quite pleased that she seemed to have regained her sanity, Tim had asked her out several times but she always declined, in her emails to Susan she seemed genuinely to believe that I had been a willing participant to her affairs, Susan seemed to see it from my point of view and I think Amanda was beginning to realise how much I had hurt, in one of Amanda’s emails I was pleased to find out that Frank had somehow obtained photographic evidence of his wife Jenny’s adultery and was suing her for divorce as well..................What a fucked up life this is I thought.

I had taken my laptop to the states and on it I had photographs of Amanda and I in happier times, some nights my heart would feel heavy at the loss, but I never let it show in my few emails to Amanda, I had been in the states about 5 months when I received a email from Susan saying how worried she was about Amanda it seemed she had lost a lot of weight and was in trouble keeping on top of her job so much so that she had been forced to take some leave to sort herself out. Susan begged me to be kinder to Amanda and ended her email by adding that she really believed that Amanda thought what she was doing was for both our benefits and begged me to call Amanda for a chat if I still cared about her to help her through her depression.

That evening I sat down and composed a long email in which I explained all my feelings, the betrayal, the sickness in my stomach and how I hated her and myself for letting it happen, I reminded her how I had accepted the initial blame for the start of her affair with Jerry and how I could have let that go and started afresh but although I still loved her with a passion I could not see us getting on the right road again, I ended the email by reminding her that she was strong enough to get her life back on track and how I would always support her when she needed me as I signed off the email I was crying.

The next day there was no reply from Amanda and none again the following day, on the 3rd day she had sent a email saying she was coming to savannah arriving on Friday, she had booked a local hotel, close to where I was staying and begged me to meet her at the airport or at least get someone she could trust to meet her as she knew from the internet that savannah could be a dangerous place, I was stunned but knowing Amanda it was pointless to try and change her mind, I had made a close friend William who offered to pick her up if I felt I couldn’t do it and so that’s what happened, I was now living in an apartment only about ¼ mile from the masters Inn where she had booked her room and it was agony waiting for Will to return from his taxi duties, “You have got to go and see her” he said “she is terrified about being alone in this town and she is so fucking beautiful you must be mad not to try to sort this out” Will did not know all the story and I had no intention of enlightening him, but he was right I did have to see her and so I walked down Eisenhower to the masters Inn

I knocked on her door and her voice asked who it was, when I replied “It’s Dave” the door flew open, there she stood looking a little gaunt but still beautiful, my heart was missing beats, she went to hug me but restrained herself I walked into the room and began to remonstrate with her for her foolishness “do you still love me”? she asked over and over again until I replied that I did “and I love you” she replied “and that’s all that matters isn’t it” she flew into my arms and we kissed passionately and my cock stiffened as she undressed me and I her, she fell back onto the bed and pulled me into her it was the first time in nearly a year that I felt her pussy on my cock “fuck me like you fucked Susan, make the bed bang” and we did several times, after we had rested she asked if we could try again, and I was pleased to say that we could, the next morning she moved into my apartment and stayed several weeks, I shamelessly put temptation in her way in the form of Hunky well hung blacks but she seemed not to notice them, before she went home she told me that Susan had told her that if all else failed she would have to be “naughty” to keep me (Susan called anal sex being naughty), so I asked her if she intended to be “naughty” and she was and she loved it.

All this was over 2 years ago now and I am still in savannah and we are still together, she took the house off the market and spends all her holidays with me, things are good and I may yet be proved wrong but I am happier that I have ever been.














A Funeral and a Cuckold

Today, I just got back from attending my ex-girlfriend Lois’s father’s funeral. He had lived a full life, and as a Catholic he’d had a large family. Most of the women in his family were smoking hot, and there were several there in their 20s and 30s. He was German, and Hitler would have been proud of the dozen or so intensely fuckable blondes at the funeral. Some of them were related to him, others weren’t, but each and every one of them caught my attention. While all of them were attractive, none of them made as much of an impression as Jade.
When I first saw her, I was seated next to my friend Fred in a pew near the back of the church. The pew in front of us had a few folks in it, but they were leaving one person’s worth of space for someone who hadn’t arrived yet. And then Jade showed up. She was another smoking hot Teutonic blonde, probably right around 30 years old, with what was either perfect light yellow blonde hair or an amazingly good dye job. Her hair was mostly straight, with a little bit of wave, and it came down to just below her collarbone. She had a slight frame, and what looked like a natural light tan acquired from laying out on the beach. My eyes first noticed that she wore a relatively conservative dress, buttoned up to the neckline, with buttons which stretched down and down. My eyes followed the line of buttons until they stopped - but the seam between the sides didn’t stop. With a shock, I realized that her “dress” was nothing more than an extra-long button-up shirt, which was meant to be worn with a skirt or pants. It could’ve been modest with leggings or yoga pants, but her long, slender legs stuck out the bottom sexily. She looked like she was dressed for the bedroom, not for a funeral. She’d chosen to come to the funeral wearing no more than a shirt - and as she sat down, I caught a flash of black panties. My eyes went wide in disbelief as she sat down, the slits up the side revealing an amazing amount of her legs. I’m not sure if she noticed me noticing it, but even as the priest went to the altar in front of the congregation, I couldn’t get it out of my head. Moments later, the actual funeral mass began.
Halfway through the service, Jade stood up and edged her way out of the pew, towards the aisle. I couldn’t help but notice out of the corner of my eye as the hem of her shirt rode up a little, exposing just a glimpse of the bottom of her perfectly-formed ass. Her slender legs worked like a perfectly-tuned set of scissors as she turned and walked towards the back of the church. It a tremendous effort of will not to look at her ass as she walked away. If I were a Catholic, I’d already be thinking about scheduling my next confession.
The funeral continued, and Jade never did come back. The mass finished after about a half hour, in a cloud of incense. Moments later, the congregation stood up to leave the church and file out of the exit. It was then that I noticed, for the first time, that there was a ‘cry room’ at the back of the church, behind glass so that those inside could see and hear the service, but screaming children wouldn’t be heard by the parishioners.
My attention was instantly drawn to the left side of the first pew in the cry room. I spotted Jade again, who was still wearing a shirt for a dress, and she had a small blonde boy in her lap. Her attention was distracted a little, and she didn’t seem to notice that her legs were spread a bit. I tried not to be too obvious, but there was absolutely no way I could take my eyes off of her. My eyes were suddenly microscopes, trailing their way up her perfectly sculpted calves, past the dimples of her knees, and then tracing farther and farther up her inner thighs. My heart skipped a beat as I realized that I was looking at her panties, not just shadows. My cock stiffened instantly, and I prayed silently that she didn’t notice me noticing.
Nope, my prayers weren’t answered. I looked up farther and caught her brilliant blue eyes fixed on mine, with a knowing smirk adorning her lips. She brought her hand up and waved at me, winking seductively. Holy damn, she was hot. I’m more of a boob man than anything else, but this woman had legs to kill for.
The congregation started moving again, and part of me was reluctant to walk away. But I did so, giving her only a smile in return as I walked away.
After the funeral, our vehicles made a convoy to the graveside service. That service was much shorter, and consisted of just a few people saying a few kind words about the deceased, followed by workers lowering the casket into the open hole. The temperature was down to about 50 degrees, and there were considerably fewer people there than there had been at the service. Once the service was over with, we convoyed off to the reception - which was held at the deceased’s house. I’d first met Lois, my ex, over ten years ago, and we’d remained friends after figuring out that we weren’t a good romantic match, so I’d been there a couple times a year ever since. I parked on the street outside of her house, then walked up the hill and made my way through the crowds into the house. While the house was large, it wasn’t huge, and there were a lot of people there at the reception. I quickly realized there wasn’t anything for me to help with, so I took a seat on a nearby couch, and Fred sat down next to me moments later.
About fifteen minutes later, something caught my attention from the corner of my eye. The shirt-dress girl was back, still holding the young boy she’d had in the cry room. Her eyes darted around the room, but then fixed on me. She smirked again, and kept walking to the kitchen, where the food for the reception was.
“Whoa buddy, you OK?”, Fred asked. “You kind of spaced out on me there.”
I rolled my eyes and retorted, “What are you, blind? The girl who thinks a shirt and a dress are the same thing just showed up.”
Fred looked over towards the kitchen and didn’t see anything - which would of course be the norm since the kitchen counter was in the way. I sighed and went back to our conversation, not really wanting to talk about it much further.
Inevitably, Fred got up to go to the bathroom, and I decided to get another plate of snacks. I was halfway through the kitchen when I felt a warm hand touch me at the crease of my arm, just opposite the elbow. “Hi”, a sultry female voice said from my right.
I looked down, and quietly had a heart attack. The shirt-dress girl was there smiling up at me, without the little boy. I wasn’t sure quite what to say, but she leaned into me for a second and said, “I’m going into the laundry room. Follow me a couple of minutes later.”
She had a smile which I wasn’t quite sure how to place, but I plucked a strawberry off of the fruit plate next to me and set it on top of my plate. “Sure”, I said in a voice much more confident than I felt.
She let go of my hand and slipped over to the other side of the kitchen, which led to the laundry room. Lois’s father had built a laundry room on the other side of the kitchen, apparently so that he could re-use the same water hookups. I glanced down at the time on my cellphone, then walked back towards the couch where Fred had already returned to.
I plopped down next to him and worked on my plate of snacks. I’ve always been a fast eater, but I tried to pace myself this time. I knew for a fact that I’d finish everything on the plate in about a minute if I didn’t. “So, was that her?”, Fred asked.
“Who?”, I replied nervously.
“The girl talking to you. When she turned around, I saw what you meant about that dress. I think it really is just a shirt”, he said.
I nodded. “Pretty sure it is.”
Fred smirked. “So, did you get busted for checking her out?”, he asked.
I shook my head. “Nah, she just wanted to know if I was part of the family”, I lied. There was no sense in getting Fred worked up into “go get her!” mode, even though he was my best friend. I’d come clean with him about what went on once I found out; either way we’d end up high-5’ing or fist pounding over it. As professional gunslingers, we’d cultivated the “grown-up frat boys” look.
Yes, I said professional gunslingers - but not in the sense you probably took it. We both work at a gun shop together, one which specializes in selling to armchair amateur Special Ranger Recon Commando Seal types with more money than sense and a love for every tactical “go-fast” gadget known to mankind. We’re both brown-haired and blue eyed white guys, although Fred was more tan because he went surfing once in a while. Fred was 5’10” and stocky, while I was a bit taller and thinner at 6’2”. We both stayed in “movie military” shape and wore muscle shirts to work, frequently trading off which one of us was growing a beard and which was clean-shaven. We were as much models as salesmen, cashing in on what video games had been telling people that “real operators” looked like for the past few years. We never claimed to be military - but the idiots who bought from us because we looked like video game characters never really asked questions. And we knew the guns we sold inside and out anyway, which worked just fine on the more intelligent customers. Today, both of us were wearing black tactical pants. While Fred wore a somber charcoal gray shirt and a suit jacket, I was a bit more ‘out there’ and wore a black leather jacket over a skin-tight black muscle shirt. Sitting together, we’d been mistaken for brothers, Russian gangsters, and a pile of other random interesting choices. Thankfully, most of the folks here knew us, so we were just Brent and Fred.
I finished my plate quickly, then excused myself and made my way to the kitchen again while Fred was momentarily distracted by Lois’s bombshell sister (I admit, I dated the ugly one in comparison) and I managed to slip through the laundry room door unnoticed, closing it behind me.
“I was beginning to think you were chicken”, said a sultry voice from behind me. I turned around slowly, trying to use the time to think of an appropriate response.
No appropriate response was possible. Jade was sitting on a chair by the washer, her legs crossed enticingly. She wore the same smirk she’d given me from the cry room, her hands folded on her lap in such a way as to pull the shirt down, covering her legs just a little bit more.
I shook my head. “Just careful. Private talks should remain private”, I replied.
Her eyebrow shot up, and one of her fingers touched her upper lip, then ran down her chin. “Mmm. And what exactly do you want to talk about?”, she asked.
I leaned against the wall, next to the door. “Well, you’re the one who asked me in here, so I think that’s for you to say. By the way, I’m Brent, and I’m not part of the family.”
“Good to hear. My name is Jade, and I think I caught you looking up my dress.”
I shrugged. “I don’t think you can call that a dress, Jade. As far as I can tell, it’s just a long button-up dress shirt. And you can’t blame a guy for looking - it’s a strange sight, and you’re hard to ignore in it.”
Jade giggled. “This is my a dress shirt, and that still has the word ‘dress’ in it. Don’t you know it’s rude to look up a girl’s dress?”, she pressed.
I rolled my eyes and stepped closer to her. “Afraid that doesn’t count. I mean, look at this”, I said as I gestured at the open slit in the front, below the lowest button. “I couldn’t see your panties if you were wearing a dress. I’m sort of sorry that I looked in church, but you’ve got to be kidding me that you thought this was appropriate to wear.”
Jade put her hand to her chest, like a delicate Southern flower who’d just been offended. “Why, I can’t imagine why you’d call this inappropriate!”, she said in a shocked tone. Her words were accompanied by her uncrossing her legs, switching which one was on top. The scene was very Basic Instinct.
I grinned. “I can imagine a lot reasons to call it inappropriate”, I informed her. “Not the least of which is that you were wearing panties when you did that. Don’t you know you’re supposed to go commando?”
Jade’s smirk turned into a grin. “Lock the door, stud. This is going to get fun.”
I went back and pressed the lock on the door, and when I turned back around I saw that the top three buttons on Jade’s shirt had come undone. I noticed for the first time that she was wearing a push-up bra, and her cleavage was beginning to show. “Does it still look like a shirt to you?”, she asked.
I stepped towards her, nodding my head. “Yep.”
She sighed and unfastened a couple more buttons, bringing the triangle of her exposed flesh even lower. The neck of her top was now down to the bottom of her bra, which I could now see was black and padded. Her breasts were round, and even with them covered, my cock was still rock-hard. Jade pointed at the protrusion in my pants.
“I think your other head considers my dress to be appropriate”, she observed.
I smirked. “Appropriate for a strip club, perhaps”, I countered.
Jade pushed herself up out of the chair in one fluid motion, then unsnapped another button and stepped up to me, her breasts just inches away from my chest. “I think this room is about to be a tiny strip club”, she suggested.
I took in the view down her shirt and said, “Sounds good to me.”
She grinned and circled around me, then pushed me towards the chair. “Then let’s make it one. Have a seat.”
I let myself flop backwards into the chair, which was rather comfy. The seat was well padded, and it had four legs and no armrests. Jade swayed her hips back and forth as she unfastened button after button. The triangle of her exposed flesh moved farther and farther down with each button, moving down past her navel, and then exposing her panty line. A few moments later, the shirt was completely open in front and she leaned backwards, encouraging it to slide free of her thighs and trail behind her as like a cape. In the meantime, I took advantage of the pose and noted that her pussy was already worked up; there was a small wet spot darkening the black panties just under her vagina. And more surprisingly, there was a C-section scar just above her panty line. I dismissed it as a concern; her body was absolutely smoldering hot, and I didn’t give a rip about a scar or two.
Jade began walking her hips swaying and the shirt / dress / whatever trailing behind her as she approached me. Within seconds she was right there in front of me, spreading her legs across my lap to straddle me, her cleavage right in my face.
“Are we playing this by club rules, or make out rules?”, I asked her.
Jade gave me a knowing smirk. “Club rules, for now. So, no hands”, she said.
I looked down and admired the view; with the woman sitting in my lap, I had a perfect view of her breasts and her face. Her lips were a pinkish-red, the only really noticeable makeup which she wore.
She ground her pussy against me, and I could feel the heat she was keeping inside of her. My cock responded instantly, stiffening almost painfully underneath her. I thrust back a little, my head lined up with her pussy. Jade let out a breath and ground back, biting her lip just a little as she ground against me. I wanted to bring my arms up, but moments later she shrugged off her “dress”, now sitting on me in nothing more than her bra and panties. She leaned back a little so that she could see me, and kept grinding on me. Her hands were exploring underneath my jacket at this point, pushing it out of the way as she enjoyed the view of the muscle shirt I had underneath.
“Damn”, Jade exclaimed.
“Foam latex. It’s all fake”, I lied as her fingers traced the lines of my pecs.
“Bullshit”, Jade retorted. She pushed at my jacket, trying to open it further, and I took the hint. I slid first one arm, then the other out of it. Jade looked admiringly from one side to the other. “You know those club rules we agreed to?”, she asked.
I nodded, looking into her blue eyes expectantly.
She held onto my shoulders at arm’s length as she looked down at my chest. “Forget ‘em”, she declared flatly.
I immediately brought my arms up and wrapped them around her slender waist. Jade shuddered at the feel of my skin on hers, and started yanking at my shirt. I pulled it up and off, baring my chest just before she pressed her waist against mine. I felt heat radiating from her bare midriff as she pressed herself against me, and I swear sparks of electricity shot between our bodies as we finally embraced. I wrapped my hands around her, running them up and down her back briefly before I settled on the clasp of her brassiere and unhooked it. The bra straps fell limply down, dangling uselessly as I ran my hands through the newly opened territory. I felt her bare back, and brought my hands around and forward, just brushing the sides of her tits as her bra slid away from my fingers.
Jade took a moment to lean back, and I took the top straps in my fingers, sliding them over her arms so that the under garment slid down her arms towards me. Jade smiled and tossed it away to the side, then put her hands back on my shoulders so that I could admire her breasts. There were a few stretch marks on them, and her aureole were large and pale pink, the size of silver dollars. They were actually lighter than her skin, and her nipples barely stuck out from her breasts.
Now it was my turn to say, “damn”. Jade grinned and pressed herself against me, letting me savor the sensation of her body pressed against me. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her to me, and the heat of our bodies rose instantaneously. I could still feel her pussy grinding against my crotch, protected by the only piece of clothing she was presently wearing. She bucked her hips, grinding against me firmly.
I explored down her back, my hand burrowing into her panties from behind to cradle her ass. Jade closed her eyes and threw her head back, grinding deliberately against me as she ground harder. She leaned back a little and slipped her fingers down the front of her panties, rubbing her clit enthusiastically. I loved the fact that she was getting off in my lap, but I was starting to get uncomfortable as my hard-on was grinding against her mound. But looking into her eyes as her breath started to come faster and faster, I decided to wait until she was done. It didn’t take long: Jade brought up her other hand to her mouth and muffled herself as she came, her shriek vibrating against it and not traveling outside of the room. She blinked, her barely-focused eyes looking into mine as she stopped masturbating, taking her hand out of her panties.
I looked down at her soaked black panties, which were dampening my pants at this point. “Good thing this is the laundry room”, I remarked.
Jade looked down, mortified that she’d left a mark on my pants. “Oh shit, I’m sorry”, she said as she stood up.
I shrugged as I stood up as well, then undid my belt and dropped my pants to the floor. “No big deal; it happens every time I catch a girl wearing a shirt to a funeral.”
Jade ran her fingers down from my navel to my boxers, her fingers lingering over the bulge which was trying desperately to get out from there. “Oh wow. I did this?”, she asked.
I shrugged. “It wasn’t the Easter bunny.”
Jade looked up at me and smirked, practically nude. “Why don’t you have a seat again? At least we don’t have pants in the way now.”
I sat down and said, “Just to warn you, the grinding was rubbing me a little raw. Might not be able to do much more.”
“I bet silk won’t be as rough as your pants were”, she said as she sat down on me again. She slid experimentally on my lap, and she was right. Her pussy was hot and wet, and I could feel it right through my underwear. It was only a few moments before my erection was back to full force, and had escaped from my boxers through the fly. Jade smirked and kept going, lining up my cock against her slit and rubbing it, letting her wetness seep through the silk panties and lubricate my shaft. I started breathing faster as she ground, getting more and more into it by the moment. Just as I was beginning to feel my orgasm around the corner, she stopped. “You might as well take off your underwear”, she said as she dismounted.
I nodded and slipped my boxers down, sliding them down my legs and setting them on top of her shirt. Jade looked down at my cock and nodded in approval, her panties still tucked by my cock into her vulva in a ridiculous camel toe. She spread her legs again and sat down on top of me, this time taking my cock and positioning it against her panties directly. “If you can get through these, you can fuck me”, she announced.
My cock took that as a challenge. I gripped her waist and pulled her towards me, and I felt her pussy respond. I could even see it as she leaned back, leaving just enough space to see my cock as its head pressed hard against her panties. It was only moments before its head sank into her wetness, and a squishing sound came from her pussy as my cock pressed insistently against it. The material was cotton, and it had soaked up enough of her juices that it almost felt like I was fucking her at this point. I was entering her just a fraction of an inch, and the panties had formed a wrapper around it. Jade closed her eyes in ecstasy and reached down to finger herself again, strumming on her clit furiously as I thrust against her pussy harder and harder. I felt myself entering her deeper and deeper, and the panties were pulling in; the lips of her pussy were almost entirely exposed at this point. I pulled Jade a little closer to me and locked my lips onto her right breast, sucking on it as she strummed on her clit. She didn’t have a free hand at this point; her other hand was holding into my shoulder for balance. I could see a crisis in her eyes as she began to breathe faster, her orgasm beginning to come as I stabbed my cock towards her pussy. Moments later, she let out a muffled whimper as she tried not to scream. I could see her begging with her eyes, pleading, and I granted her request. I brought up my other hand and clamped it over her mouth just before she opened her mouth and screamed into it. She was breathing fast, and my hand vibrated with the muffled screams as she let loose, the sounds reduced to the point where they wouldn’t be noticed over conversation in the next room.
Her pussy let loose at this moment, letting her hot juices drip out of her. It wasn’t quite a squirt, but it was all my cock needed. Wet, stretched, and now soaked, I felt her panties begin to give way before my cock’s relentless assault. I took my hand off of her mouth as her orgasm died down, and slipped it behind her ass and pulled. I thrust as hard as I could, and felt the panties give just a little bit more. Jade looked down into my eyes, her own eyes widening as she felt what was starting between us. She opened her mouth to say something as I pulled back, but then clamped her eyes shut and took in a sharp breath as I thrust again, finally tearing a hole through her cotton panties and plunging fully into her hot, wet pussy. I pulled her to me, one hand around her ass and the other around her lower waist, as I made her mine, owning her body completely in this moment.
Jade wrapped her arms around me and squeezed, pressing our bodies tight against each other as we were finally joined, our fleshes molding around each other in a dance as old as our species. We didn’t talk, I just thrust. I could feel the remnants of her panties wrapped around the base of my cock, still damp with her juices but no longer providing any kind of obstacle.
I buried myself inside of her, my cock straining for release. Jade opened her mouth to breathe, and I stopped her by pulling her head down and kissing her. At first hesitant, she threw herself into it. Moments later, she broke free and gasped out, “Floor.”
I didn’t need any encouragement. I lifted us up from the chair, her slight body presenting little impediment to me. I took a step or two to get some distance, and then dropped down onto a pile of clean clothes to soften the fall. Jade gasped as the shock of the landing was transmitted into her pussy through my cock, then I used my weight to roll us over. There was no reason to fuck on top of my ex’s clothes, particularly since she’d just lost her father. There was a brief pang of guilt as I remembered that this was supposed to be a funeral, but the feeling of Jade’s pussy on my cock was enough to make me push away the guilt to focus on this.
We rolled over and over, winding up on the carpet with me on the bottom and her on top. I ran my hands from her ass cheek to her shoulder, enjoying the sensation of her warmth pressing against me as I entered her. I thrusted again and again, her pussy wide open and accepting me as I worked my way up to my orgasm. Jade was breathing faster and faster, and grinding her crotch against me in a way which made me pretty sure she was getting her clit rubbed. My cock felt it would bust any moment as it swelled inside her, as her pussy juices dripped out with every stroke. A familiar fire began to build up within me, concentrating in my lower abdomen and slowly edging ever closer to my cock. I began breathing faster as I got close, and Jade responded in kind. I could feel a new tension around my cock as her pussy began clenching around it and releasing, her pre-orgasm coaxing my shaft, milking it for my cargo of sperm. Jade opened her eyes and looked into mine, thrusting deliberately and watching my face intensely. It was more than I could take; my hands flew down to her ass and crushed her to me, driving my cock deep within her as I felt my orgasm reach its climax.
My cock was all the way inside her spasming pussy when I came, dumping ounces of thick sperm into her willing and ready pussy. This time Jade couldn’t help but cry out; she let out a gasp of pleasure as I finished my intimate invasion of her body. While we were all present to mourn a death, we fucked for life. At least, that’s what I realized in the aftermath, as we split apart our heaving, panting, exhausted bodies.
My cock got hung up on the devastated remains of her panties, pulling them towards me. They were a sopping wet mess, with a hole in the center where my dick had rammed its way through on the way to her pussy. Jade rolled over and lay on her back, her knees slightly elevated as she looked around frantically. I figured out what she was looking for and tossed her a box of kleenex. She slid her panties off, then pulled out some tissues and hurriedly began to dab at her vaginal area, trying desperately to catch our commingled fluids before they could flow out far enough to drip onto the floor.
“Shit”, she said. “We got carried away.”
I put my boxers back on, then held up her panties to the light. “Never underestimate a dick’s ability to get through obstacles, if the other side is a vagina”, I observed. My cock had successfully punched a ragged quarter-sized hole through her panties, and her vaginal juices had soaked a bull’s eye around the hole.
Jade took a look at her panties and swore softly. “I should have taken those off”, she said as she stood up, letting the sexual fluids drip more freely from her vagina.
“That’s probably why good girls wear more than just a shirt and panties to a funeral”, I observed.
She threw one of the wadded-up tissues at me, and I ducked it reflexively. When I looked back at her, her hands were on on her hips, all modesty gone. Her tits were bare, exposed and pointed at me while her trimmed pussy proudly stood. “I suppose that good girls don’t get cheated on by their husbands either?”, she inquired.
I slipped my shirt back on. “This should be good - I’m all ears”, I said.
Jade rolled her eyes and sighed. “Well, you saw my little boy earlier. I found out that last year, when I was pregnant, my husband slept with another woman because he didn’t want to fuck me again until I got my body back. I found out about it last month when his paychecks suddenly got smaller. He got her pregnant, and she stuck him for child support. If it weren’t for that, I’d never have known.”
I winced. “Why don’t you just leave him, then?”, I asked.
She shrugged. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t. But I’m going to have an affair or two before I make up my mind.”
Jade’s hand ran down to her pussy, and she grimaced as she felt more of my cum dripping out. She left a tissue down there and ran her hand over her flat belly, caressing it gently. “As for this, Brent, don’t worry. if I get pregnant, I’m not coming after you for the child support. I’d rather twist the knife by making him pay for my two kids if we do divorce.”
She bent over and picked up her bra, then slipped it over her shoulders and turned her back to me. I stepped up and hooked it for her, admiring as I did the sinuous curve of her neck and shoulders. She turned around, the V of her bra bunching up her cleavage and pointing downward at her navel and the lower, deeper V of her pelvis. I drank in the sight of her body as if it were a fine wine. “We must do this again some time”, I said.
Jade smiled shyly. “At least, until I make up my mind”, she said.
I held up her panties. “This is going to present a problem for you, given what you’re wearing”, I pointed out.
Jade shuddered, then bent over and rooted through the pile. The years since our breakup hadn’t been kind to Lois, and there was no way her panties would stay on Jade’s slender hips. But her hotter sister was about the same size and had been staying over lately. She found a pair of black panties which were close enough, then pulled them up. She was incredibly hot in her underwear, and she picked up her dress shirt and slid it on. She started buttoning it up and asked, “How do I look?”
I looked her over - her hair was wild, her lipstick was smudged, and she looked like she’d just got done fucking a guy at a party. “You should probably clean up a little. Take a look in the mirror over there”, I said, gesturing towards a mirror on the wall. I stepped into my tactical pants, one leg at a time, as she maneuvered herself over to the mirror and then gasped in horror.
“Shit! I can’t go out like this!”, she exclaimed.
I pulled up my pants, then buckled my belt and picked up my jacket. “Anything I can do for you?”, I asked.
She sighed. “You can kick that window out and help me through it so I can drive away”, she said.
I shook my head. “I’m afraid the grieving family wouldn’t appreciate the broken window. That, and your son is probably wondering where you’re at by now.”
Jade thought about it for a second. “I think my boy messed up my hair”, she said with a smirk as I slipped my jacket on.
I walked over to her and ran my hand through her hair to smooth it. She tossed her head and smiled back at me, then kissed me on the lips. I circled my arms around her lower back slowly and pressed her to me, enjoying this final embrace.
“Wanna do this again?”, Jade asked.
I smirked and reached into my wallet, fished out one of my business cards, and handed it to her. “Text messages are best for a quick response, in case I’m with a customer. Make sure you tell me who you are the first time, though, so I can add you.”
Jade smirked and pulled her bra out a little, flashing me her nipple for a moment as she slipped my card inside. She kissed me and said, “I’ll get in touch soon. I’m pretty sure I’m fertile right now, and the more I think about it, the more I want to have your baby to get back at my husband.”
I smiled and said, “Well, at least I’m STD-free. But I’d prefer you don’t do anything risky if we’re going to do this regularly though. You know, like fucking a guy you just met at a funeral. A funeral you showed up to in nothing but a shirt and underwear, for that matter.”
Jade blushed. “It’s a dress, Brent. Now, we need to leave here a few minutes apart, so it doesn’t raise suspicion.”
“Shirt. There’s no way that’s anything other than a shirt”, I said as my hand slipped between the flaps on the front of her ‘dress’ and massaged her pussy through her borrowed panties. Jade’s eyes widened and she slapped my hand away. “Don’t you go getting me started again!”, she hissed.
I chuckled and held up my phone. “Text me right away, and I’ll message you as soon as the coast looks clear. I’ll keep an eye on the door from the outside.”
“Seems you may have done this a time or two before”, Jade said suspiciously.
I shrugged. “I’m single, what can I say? Anyway, I’ll be be back.”
She pressed herself flat against a cabinet to shield herself from view as I cracked the door open and discretely slipped out. There were a number of people out in the kitchen, but I walked out as if I owned the place. No one seemed to look at it afterwards.
I sat down on the couch I’d abandoned earlier, and a few moments later my phone buzzed as Jade messaged me. I saved her contact info, then let her know that I was watching the kitchen and would let her know as soon as the people who’d seen me leave had circulated.
Fred spotted me, and meandered over to the couch again. “Hey bud, where’d you go?”, he asked.
I turned to him with a smirk. “Details tonight, my friend. Let’s just say I owe you dinner for a white lie, and she wasn’t asking if I was family.”
Fred’s face was blank. “Who’s ‘she’?”, he asked.
My attention was drawn to the side, as Lois raised her voice over in the living room and people migrated over to listen. She was talking about her father, what he’d meant to her, and that everyone who wanted a copy of the family photos she’d scanned could write their address in her book and she’d send them one. I quickly sent Jade a text message telling her no one was looking at the laundry room anymore. Seconds later, the laundry room door cracked open slowly, and Jade slipped out, giving me a furtive look which drew Fred’s attention.
Fred looked over and saw me looking at her, and her looking at me. Moments later, I felt his elbow jab my lower ribs gently. “All of the details”, he said under his breath.
I smirked and joined the applause after Lois finished her little speech. A lot of the family were relatively distant relations, so for some of them they’d have learned more about her father after his death than they knew about him during his life.
I left the party half an hour or so later, and received a text as soon as I was on the road. Jade had already made a list of the times which would work for her for our next encounter, and was asking if any of them looked good for me.
I read it, then smiled and set the phone on the seat until I pulled into the driveway of my apartment.
I had dinner with Fred, and spared no details. Afterwards, Jade came over to my place for dessert while her husband and son thought she was going to the gym. Over the course of the next week, I fucked Jade almost every day. Sometimes I’d take a lunch break, sometimes she came by after work, and once she woke me up in the morning instead of going to the gym. It didn’t really surprise me when she presented me with a positive pregnancy test, and reiterated her intention to make her husband raise my child.
“So, what does that mean for us?”, I asked her. We’d had sex at least once, if not twice a day for the past week.
Jade blinked at me and put my hand on her flat, firm belly. “That depends, doesn’t it? Because I get horny when I’m pregnant, and my husband won’t even touch me once I start to show. You wouldn’t want me to go unsatisfied, would you?”
What was there to say? I fucked her senseless, then affirmed my desire to repeat it as often as necessary for the next nine months.





The Seven year itch

I had a nine o clock meeting with a customer four hours drive away, so my boss had let me drive down on the Thursday afternoon and because the meeting could easily run into five or six hours, he said he wasn’t expecting me back on the Friday.


I wasn’t away from home much and so had left my husband of seven years instructions on how not to burn his dinner. Although he probably would anyway and end up getting a takeout or something.


I wasn’t really too worried about him. I knew he would be pleased to have a night by himself, surfing as much porn as he could. Like he thinks I don’t know what he gets up to!


I was just annoyed that I would have to miss a gym session really. For the first time in my life, I finally had the body I’d always wanted, but that didn’t come without a lot of hard work and I didn’t like anything that was going to risk me not being able to turn every male head in the room at my thirtieth in a few months. I had never been unfaithful or anything, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like feeling I’ve still got it. Blondes are supposed to have more fun after all.


I was on the phone to the office dealing with a few last minute details of the meeting and completely missed the service area I usually stop at for a coffee and toilet break. Damn I cursed. I knew it was the last one for quite a while and I really needed to pee.


Then the traffic ground to almost a total standstill, double damn!


After a few miles I was contemplating having to pull off the motorway and find a garage or something, when I spotted a hand made sign on the verge, with “WC” painted in blue and a blue arrow. I think it said next exit underneath.


The next exit seemed to just be some kind of service road, and I wouldn’t have even taken it but for the other sign right before it with just a blue arrow.


The service road lead to a flyover across the motorway and then to a country lane which I followed, now getting pretty desperate.


At the T junction I cursed when there wasn’t another sign. I went left and after about a mile or so turned around and tried the other way.


Just before I gave up another small blue arrow pointed up an even narrower lane and then a few hundred yards later another pointed down a track that wasn’t even surfaced.


I drove along it anyway. At least it was quiet so I was contemplating having to go behind a bush or something.


At last I came to a clearing which seemed to have a building.


There were some other cars there, and some men milling outside the building, and it was only the blue WC sign which gave me any confidence that I was in the right place.


I parked and went over to the building. I would never usually have stopped at such a place. It seemed pretty seedy to me, but it was better than having to hitch up my skirt at the roadside.


There seemed to be only one toilet so I asked one of the men if there was a ladies.


The man who answered seemed to speak only broken English, but explained that there was only one, but that is was uni sex, at least I think that’s what he said. It seemed almost like he said “good for sex!” He could see my hesitation, I think (and my discomfort) so he showed me the lock on the door and that it worked. God he had the most piercing blue eyes!


So in I went. Locking the door behind me.


It was one of those toilets which absolutely stinks of piss and where you stick to the floor as you walk. I shouldn’t have thought it had been cleaned in months if ever! And used only by men I would guess but I was so desperate by now that I walked past the one basin and the urinal and went into the cubicle. At least this had a strong looking bolt on the door which I locked as well.


There is really nothing quite like that kind of relief is there?


I noticed some of the graffiti on the wall.


I started to read some of it as I finished up.


It would seem that most of it was from men to other men, and that didn’t really surprise me I have to say, but then I saw a slightly longer sentence that seemed to suggest that someone’s wife was involved. Or at least was willing to be?


It was only then that I noticed a large wad of tissue on the door in front of me. I poked at it with the empty toilet roll holder and it fell to the floor revealing a hole in the door of about fifteen centimetres diameter.


How curious I thought.


I couldn’t believe my own naivety when a few seconds later I realised what it must have been for!


I looked around me as I pulled up my knickers. Trying to imagine some of the depraved things which must have happened here!


As I unbolted the door, my knees buckled involuntarily and for a second before I quickly stood again, I found myself face to face with the hole. I shuddered.


Outside the cubicle most of the men seemed to be back in their cars, and I quickly made my way back over to mine.


The man I had spoken to seemed to be coming back from it. I was pleased I‘d locked it!


He seemed to say something about a phone number, But I just ignored him with a smile and got into my car locking the doors before making a hasty getaway.


Just before the end of the gravel track I noticed a small piece of paper flapping under my windscreen wiper and after a look in all the mirrors, I stopped and retrieved it, only noticing as I climbed back in how moist my knickers seemed.


ANDREZ it said. Above a mobile phone number!


Well I’m not usually the sort to daydream, but I can pretty much say that for the rest of the journey, after I finally gave in and allowed myself to start fantasising. I thought of little else.


In fact after about an hour, I pulled over at the next services, contemplated calling the number, and then even though I had given up smoking nearly three years ago, bought a pack of cigarettes.


I didn’t call him though. But I had smoked three of the cigarettes before I even realised that I was driving back the wrong direction!


I threw the rest away and turned around. Then stopped at the same services and bought some more!


God by the time I eventually got to the hotel there was more that hadn’t happened in my fantasy than had!


My husband called just as I got into the room, but I made an excuse that I was just checking in and would call him right back, such was my need for a very different kind of relief!


Fortunately I had with me a little clit vibrator my husband had bought as a joke or something. I had never actually used it. Always worried the sound would be too obvious through the very thin walls.


I think I must have been very horny indeed though because this time I made very good use of it. Not even stopping when I heard whoever was in the next room turn their television down (I am sure to listen to me!) I think I even cried out as I came!


I can’t believe I left it so long to give it a try. It was wonderful!


After I called my husband back, and listened to him lying to me about what he was up to, for the first time ever I spent the several hours, surfing some very hot toilet orgy and glory hole porn on the internet. And trying not to call the phone number. I used the vibrator several more times.


Eventually I did call it though.


I think I do know why the thought of sucking cock anonymously appeals to me so much. A teenage event I suppose. I will briefly mention it only because it might explain what was driving me.


The first bit is not really relevant to what I am writing but I feel that I need to explain so please bear with me.


Several years earlier, just after my sixteenth birthday, I had gone through a pretty wayward stage. And although I had a boyfriend, and wasn’t a virgin, I was experimental with my sexuality, and almost constantly horny.


The man I was around most of course, like many girls I suppose, was my Dad. And I’m not proud of the fact that I did give him more than a healthy amount of my attention.


After several months of this, one Sunday morning, when my mum had gone to church, I found myself sitting in the lounge, gazing longingly at his cock, which I could clearly see as he read the paper, on the sofa, still wearing only his bath robe.


I had no idea that by now he hadn’t just noticed my attention, but he was very interested in taking things further! Until that is that he allowed himself to become fully erect, right in front of me.


I did what any girl my age would have done I suppose, and bolted to my bedroom, though to this day I’m still not sure if that was from shock or horniness.


Dad, seeing everything after that as a further invitation, followed me at what seemed to be just the right moment. Just long enough for my shock to have subsided a little, but my horniness to be still very much present.


No one but Me and Dad have known until this day what really happened over the next twenty minutes or so.


Well I did tell my husband about most of it, just after we got together. At least about Dad telling me how drop dead gorgeous I was, and about how strange his voice sounded. I’m not sure if I mentioned about Dad asking me to take off my nightshirt, so he could “fully appreciate how beautiful I was” (I still have no idea what made me actually take it off!), but I definitely told my husband about Dad touching me. Although actually it was more like frenzied molesting!


But I’m pretty sure I didn’t say anything about him licking me. Or for how long!


And definitely not how willing I was!


I did tell him most of it though, that I’d cried at some point (which I really did) and about Dad coming on my belly after simulated sex.


And I wasn’t completely lying.


Just not completely telling the truth!


Dad did come on my belly.


After he pulled out of me anyway. Though god knows I thought he was going to cum inside me.


There was nothing pleasant about what he did to me though, it was more that he was kind of teaching me a lesson about what happens to a slut!


He certainly seemed to enjoy giving the lesson though. In fact he pretty nearly fucked me to death, if the blueness around my nose and lips afterwards are anything to go by anyway.


Not that he didn’t make me cum. But still I wouldn’t say it was pleasant!


Anyway, a few months later, he told my Mum that he’d had an affair and left her pretty soon afterwards. I blamed myself a bit for a while.


A few months later during the divorce, he was trying to throw me and Mum out of the house. We had no money and nowhere to go, so I hatched a plan that seemed to make sense – at least at the time.


I planned to bargain with the only thing I had… Myself.


I went to the flat he was staying at, dressed to tease, with every intention of sucking him to his total satisfaction.


And then, once he had cum perhaps masturbating in front of him, or at least showing him everything else, and promising that he could have me whenever he wanted if he let me have what I wanted.


I had played the scenario out a thousand times in my head, and I have to admit it had given me a lot of pleasure too!


On the day though, his girlfriend had also been there and, since I hadn’t anticipated that, I hadn’t even made it in the door.


I hadn’t seen him since. But that doesn’t mean I haven’t still fantasised at times about what might have happened.


So the reason I find the thought of sucking a cock through a glory hole so appealing is that it really could be anyone’s!


And I suppose that feeds the fantasy I have never been able to fulfil.


On the phone, I told Andrez everything.


And it felt good to tell him. Though I’m not completely sure he understood or even believed me.


I was pleased to get confirmation though about the toilet I met him at. That it was indeed “good for sex” and that was exactly what he and the other men there were interested in me for.


We talked a lot about my concerns too, if in theory I went further with it, about not wanting to get caught, about just sucking, or whether I was happy to be fucked too, and even about never having had anal sex.


The getting caught bit wasn’t a problem. It was not a public site but a private farm, which he worked at! And they would take down the signs so nobody else would find it. And the sex? Well that would only go as far as I wanted. It certainly wasn’t his intention to put me off the first time I ever did anything like that.


I was so horny after speaking to him, that we even contemplated him driving up to the hotel and spending the night with me. I surprised myself at how easily I agreed to that! But eventually he persuaded me to at least meet him at the same place again on my way back home, and we could either see what happened there or go somewhere quieter.


One way or another I knew then that he was going to fuck me, and I wanted that!


I suppose the good thing that came out of what happened with my Dad is that after that, I had really turned my back on the slut I might have been and became no more than pretty average and ordinary woman.


I had no idea that a chance meeting at a random toilet was going to lead to me discovering where all those feelings had been hidden away, and once I had found them, and started to explore some of the exquisite pleasures it was as if I had unintentionally opened the flood gates.


I think I even dreamt about it, and masturbated in my sleep. And in the morning when I woke, although I wasn’t sure if I would really go there again, every time I considered it, my heart would race and my mouth got dry as a rush of intense arousal washed over me.


I skipped breakfast, instead taking longer than usual to get ready. Just in case I did stop there. And everything I did seemed to turn me on. Even shaving my legs in the shower, and then completely shaving around my pussy.


Andrez had said that he liked completely shaved pussy, but I was worried that if I came home to my husband having done that, then it would be far too obvious, so I settled in the end for leaving the tiniest little strip of hair above my pussy that I have ever had. And even that I trimmed closely as I sat spread eagled on the edge of the bath at the same time as doing probably the kinkiest thing I have ever done with a shower hose.


Andrez had explained how to prepare for anal sex, and even though I was pretty certain I wasn’t going to go that far, the intense dirtiness of the preparation ritual was something I felt I just had to experience.


He was right at how, if I let the water run from the hose gently as I pressed it to my anus, the pressure of the water would open me easily and allow the hose to simply slide in.


Then I could hold it in place and turn on the pressure more, feeling myself literally filling up with water to the point that I just couldn’t take it in anymore.
God the rush of the eventual release almost made me cum, but I had to hold the hose in place with both hands to prevent it being squirted out, as I worked it in and out, and around in all directions as I cleaned my insides out totally.


I was pleased as I eventually dressed that I had by pure luck packed a very sexy pair of knickers!


By the time I was ready to leave, I needed to cum even more than when I had arrived at the hotel the previous evening, but I didn’t have time so I just had to bottle it all up somewhere and concentrate on the work I was actually there for.


Needless to say, that despite going pretty well, the meeting the next day really dragged on.


Eventually, and at long last I was heading back home.


I worried for a few minutes that I wouldn’t be able to find the site again without the blue arrows that had been there the afternoon before, but a little late and after a few wrong turns and I did eventually manage to find it.


Andrez was there waiting for me as I parked. My heart was almost beating out of my chest when he walked up to my car and opened the door for me.


Despite being nervous as hell, my pussy was now very wet. So wet in fact that I think I had soaked right through my knickers.


I was actually trembling as I climbed out of the car. Andrez held out his hand and took mine to help me. I stood, half stumbling into him as he held me, I looked up at him and we kissed for the first time, my whole body tingling with arousal as his tongue found mine and then teased and explored my mouth.


I started to calm down a bit and to feel more arousal than nervousness. Over his shoulder I could see several other cars with men in them. All of them watching us intently.


Andrez handed me a small brown bottle of liquid. We had discussed this the night before, he called it poppers, and said it would help me to feel less nervous and to enjoy things more from the very beginning.


He suggested that while I was with him by the car, I give it a try to make sure I knew how it would feel.


Before I did, Andrez asked me if I would feel confident, right there in front of everyone, to lift my skirt, and let him put his hand into my knickers. Of course I replied that I wouldn’t, although it seemed strange that I didn’t feel confident considering what I might be about to do in the toilet.


Then Andrez opened the bottle and held it in turn to each of my nostrils while I took a good sniff of the slightly sweet smelling liquid. Wow! – within a couple of seconds I felt a rush of blood to my head and my heart was really pounding, then I just felt warm and a bit light headed. But my level of arousal seemed to multiply by billions and when he asked me the question again I honestly wanted nothing more than to show everyone watching how horny I was, and that I was totally up for everything they wanted to do to me.


I don’t think I actually said anything, just responded by lifting my skirt. OMG my knees almost buckled as Andrez kicked my feet apart and slid his hand into my knickers God what a rush! My pussy was sopping wet. I heard him release a low sound from the back of his throat as his fingers played with the slick swollen lips of my cunt. I tried to pull away from him but Andrez pushed me back trapping me between him and my car as he held my throat with his other hand, immobilising me. Stay still slut, he whispered as his fingers slid deep into me and he used his thumb to rub my throbbing clit.


I didn’t even care that all of the men could clearly see us, even when he told me he had recorded our phone conversation and all of them had heard it. In fact I just felt liberated and free and I loved it. I wondered how much of my pussy they could see through my knickers, and whether it was obvious how incredibly wet I was.


I would probably have sucked him right there in the car park. But after a couple of minutes once the head rush had subsided, Andrez stopped what he was doing to me, straightened up my clothing told me that he wanted me to go into the toilet.


Both of us wanted to go much further with each other, and it was so difficult having to let him go, but Andrez said as we got over to the toilet door, and shared a cigarette, that if I still wanted to see him afterwards, he was definitely interested. God he is so hot!


The smell of stale piss hit me as soon as I opened the door, but for some reason today, the smell and how filthy it was in there just seemed to add to my slutty arousal. I closed the outer door, but left it unlocked this time, and walked over to the cubicle. My high heels echoing on the sticky concrete floor.


I went into the cubicle and closed the door, bolting it behind me. I needed to pee quite desperately. I had planned it like that as then it would be more natural to end up on the toilet, with my knickers around my ankles.


I was fully aware that what I was about to do was highly risky and very wrong, but I couldn’t help myself.


I felt almost possessed with the aching need to feel for myself just some of the pleasure, the girls in the porn I had watched last night had experienced.


I sat on the toilet, and relieved myself, my piss echoing loudly in the metal bowl. I could hear the exited voices of the men gathering outside the toilet block.


The tissue wad was now blocking the hole in the door again, and this time I left it there. These were to be the subtle little signs which I had discussed with Andrez, which would indicate my willingness to go further. Well the first one wasn’t very subtle.


After having a few minutes alone to compose myself, if I wanted to continue, I was to remove my knickers, and slide them out under the door.


Then when one of the men opened the outer door to check if I was ready, my knickers on the floor would indicate my invitation for them to enter, and congregate outside the cubicle.


Then, if I wanted to go further I would remove the tissue from the hole.


After that, remaining seated on the toilet would allow me to go no further than flash for them, and perhaps to bring myself off in front of an audience.


And if I wanted even more, then standing up would be my invitation for someone’s cock to be put through the hole.


I felt like such a dirty slut as I sat there with my hands in my lap, looking at my wedding and engagement rings on my finger. I really was in two minds still about whether to continue or not. It felt so very wrong, and yet, somehow, I really wanted much more.


Then, after a very long hesitation and a few deep breaths, I finally slid my knickers off completely, trying not to snag and tear them with the heels of my shoes.


I felt another tug of dirty arousal as I dropped them onto the filthy floor and kicked them under the door, knowing that later I would be putting them back on again.


Sure enough, a few minutes later, I heard the outer door open and the hushed voices of several men right outside the cubicle.


I don’t think I have ever felt my heart pounding so hard. Twice I nearly stopped after almost removing the tissue wad. In the end I took a little sniff of the poppers to help me to feel more confident.


I removed the tissue from the hole.


Then I had another deeper sniff and after that, once the rush had taken hold of me, I had no problem at all pulling my skirt right up around my waist, spreading my legs and sliding two of my fingers into my pussy in full view of the men jostling to get a look at me through the hole. I think I even licked them clean. And told them how good it tasted!


I only finally decided then that I really was going to suck somebody.


I stood up, and sniffed at the little bottle several more times while I waited for something to happen.


I noticed on the wall among the graffiti someone had drawn what looked to be some five pointed star’s and some kind of skull with symbols all around it. And someone else had written the lords prayer backwards just above the hole.


I started to read it in my head. The chatter of the men gathering outside the door, almost seemed as if they were chanting it too.


Suddenly the effect of the poppers gripped me completely. I have never felt such extreme arousal in my life as I watched a very big, hard white, circumcised cock push slowly though the hole. My nipples were so stiff they hurt, my pussy was literally dripping, and it felt as if every cell in my body was buzzing and throbbing with lust.


I’m sure it was just the high, playing tricks on me but it felt as though I kneeled in mid air without even touching the floor.


I remember watching my legs as they were spread wide open as if I was being held by invisible forces. And then, I literally floated slowly but definitely down to the hole, an almost perfect diagonal line between this complete strangers cock and my open mouth. It felt like something was touching my pussy, and licking me too, squeezing my tits and pinching my nipples, but it was just my horny imagination because I can assure you no one was there.


I stopped, still floating off the floor so close to the cock that I could smell its musky aroma and feel the heat from it.


My mouth was watering, and as if I was watching someone else, before I even realised I had touched it, I had wrapped my fingers around its base, as I literally pulled myself forward, and my mouth onto it.


I cannot find words to express how much pleasure I felt with that cock in my mouth. The poppers seemed to amplify my arousal, and numb out everything else, yet still I seemed to have extreme focus on just my mouth, and the cock. I could not have comprehended how much I enjoyed what I was doing, and I think the man could feel it too.


I could literally feel him twitching and throbbing as I used my mouth and tongue to tease him to his point of no return before finally wanking him off into my mouth. I felt him stiffen even more just as he was about to cum and instinctively wrapped my lips around his cock head as his hot cum started pulsing out filling my mouth. The cock started to withdraw from the hole and I dribbled some of his cum as I tried to lick his cock one last time.


I wasn’t sure whether I should spit his cum out or swallow it. But I instinctively swallowed as another slightly smaller and uncircumcised cock pushed through. It seemed as though it would be very rude somehow, to suck a mans cock while still having a mouthful of someone else’s cum.


I realised as I was sucking this one that I really enjoyed the way a cock feels in my mouth, and I absolutely love the taste of cum. This one I could take a bit further down my throat, and when he came I swirled my tongue all around his cock head trying to get completely covered with it.


Over the next several men I sucked off, I enjoyed experimenting with different techniques of using my mouth, sometimes with my hands too and sometimes without. I tried to work out quickly whether the man liked being sucked hard, or teased and licked. Or sometimes a combination of both, whilst always trying to increase their pleasure and arousal up to the point that they unloaded their seed into my mouth.


At one point, one of the men had laid on the floor and pushed his whole arm under the door as someone else was fucking my mouth through the hole. I quickly spread my legs and squatted onto his hand and it felt wonderful to have my pussy and arse touched and fingered at the same time as giving someone a blow job.


Just before the man finger fucking me made me cum, I almost managed to take the cock all the way down my throat.


After that one had cum too, someone knocked on the door and told me to open it. I hesitated. I hadn’t intended to go any further than sucking, I was definitely horny enough to be fucked but I still only wanted Anrdez to fuck me and I was nervous as hell about being the only girl in a completely out of control gang bang.


No one else put their cock through the hole, and I heard the men giving me instructions to stand up and sniff the bottle again. I knew how wrong it was, even as I did it.


When I opened the door and came out of the cubicle there were at least seven men in the toilet, and their hands were all over me.


By now I was just wearing, my blouse bra, skirt and one shoe. The strap on the other had broken as I had squatted to get my aching pussy onto the mans hand.


I had taken my jacket off when one of the cocks I had sucked previously had continued to spurt cum when I had thought he had already finished, and a big spurt had gone all over it. Even as I removed it, and started to unbutton my blouse, several more spurts went onto my face and in my hair.


Then before I could finish taking off the blouse another cock had pushed through the hole and I had lost myself on it again. That was the one who’s cum I had only just swallowed.


They didn’t even finish undressing me before I was kneeling on the dirty floor, sucking three of them in turn, between them kissing me, pushing my bra down and mauling my tits. Then two others pulled up my skirt and started to touch my pussy and arse. All of them had their cocks out, and were very hard and extremely horny. Several of them, including Andrez looked big! Bigger than I had felt since Dad anyway.


I was half lifted to my feet as one of them got behind me and tried to push his cock into my pussy as I swapped between sucking two of the others. I didn’t care though as by then I was literally aching to be fucked.


I was being pulled this way and that, and it took him several attempts before I finally felt him enter me and then push all the way in. Sweet Jesus, he felt good.


It felt like this was one of the bigger ones, god he was stretching the entrance to my cunt so much that my clit was pushed hard up against his cock and was being dragged along it every time he fucked it into me. I knew instantly that he was going to make me cum.


I think Andrez was kissing me as the orgasm ripped through me, my god I have never felt anything so intense, and before it had even peaked another one crashed through me and multiplied on top of it. While my entire body was reeling with the convulsions I went down on Andrez and tried to give him as much pleasure as the cock in my pussy was giving me by taking his cock as far down my throat as I could.


I felt my blouse being pulled off me, over my head as someone else undid my bra and it fell to the floor underneath me.


The cock in my pussy pulled out of me and was replaced by another one so quickly that for a second I thought it was the same one. But it wasn’t and I came again with the realisation that I had just been fucked by two different men in as many minutes.


After that I wasn’t really aware of who I was sucking or being fucked by. My skirt and remaining shoe had been removed and I was now completely naked. I was grateful that my wish for anyone fucking me to wear a condom was being heeded.


After they had cum, some of the men left, and several more arrived, and once again the toilet was full of very horny men, all desperate to get a piece of me, and it soon became apparent to me from their comments that all three of my available holes were going to be utilised.
In fact I was surprised that apart from fingers my virgin arsehole had so far remained untouched.


Then the door opened again and another man came in who several of the others seemed to know.


Andrez shook his hand and I realised that this was obviously the owner of the farm we were on.


Some words were spoken in a foreign language and all of the men backed off and watched as the owner of the farm approached me.


It was apparent from the way he spoke to me and touched me as he manhandled me over to the urinal that he considered himself to own me too. He only referred to me as slut.


He faced me away from him and lifted one of my legs as he spread them, placing one of my bare feet into the urinal. Then pushing me to bend forward he squatted behind me, spread my arse cheeks with this hands and began to lick my arsehole.


I understood now why none of the others had tried that hole yet. The owner was to be the one to take my anal virginity. Fortunately from the look of him, he didn’t have one of the largest cocks there I was thankful for that.


After licking my arsehole and pushing his tongue right up me, he came around to my face and pushed his cock into my mouth. But when his cock head reached the back of my mouth and I started to gag, he didn’t stop pushing. In fact he had no intention of stopping.


I was grateful that I had already had plenty of practice with trying to deepthroat the other men, and once I realised what he wanted I managed to relax and not gag again. Actually it seemed easier somehow to take it with him tightly holding my head and forcing it in too, and the second time he pushed in, although a gaggy cough sound came involuntarily from my throat, I managed to take him all the way down. Much to the approval of the other men, now watching what he was doing to me.


He totally used my mouth and throat as a fuck hole, and each time he pulled out I seemed to have even more thick saliva in my mouth, he told me to spit it on his cock, then lick it off again, and then spit it into my hand and use it to lubricate my own arsehole.


Then he moved round to behind me again.


While one of the others held an open bottle of poppers to my nostrils and covered my mouth with his hand forcing me to inhale it every time I took a breath, I was told to spread my arse cheeks with my own hands as the owner inserted first the head, then inch by inch the whole of his cock into my arsehole.


After giving me a few seconds to stretch around him, he started to fuck me.


Actually it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as I had anticipated. I guess the poppers made it easier. Although I was so high I was all but numb with it. And when he pulled out of me and told me to lick his cock clean, I didn’t even hesitate.


Afterwards he left me to the others who by now were more than ready to take over from him and this time around it was no holes barred!


At least twice I think, different men were fucking my mouth, pussy and arse all at the same time, and once I even had two cocks in my pussy!


I really have no idea how long it lasted, or how many men fucked me. Although I think more than one came back and had me for a second time.


Eventually I was just there with Andrez. And I was really grateful that he hadn’t left me.


Andrez helped me to get dressed and then walked me back to my car. It was dark by that time.


When I got back to the car, the familiarity of it, made me realise what had just happened, And the thought of then driving home to my husband in such a cum stained stinking state made me burst into tears. Andrez just held me and when I explained why I was crying, he invited me back to his to clean up.


I agreed, and back at his flat, after a glass of wine, we came up with a story for my husband that my meeting had only just finished and that I had a little more to do the following day, so I would get an early night at the hotel (where there was very bad phone signal) and that I would be back home again by mid day, or Saturday night for the latest.


I called him, and having convinced him (I’m sure he could hardly believe his luck!) I finally had a well earned shower and Andrez put my clothes in his washing machine.


Naked on his sofa, he just cuddled me as we talked, enjoying the warmth of each others bodies.


Halfway through our second bottle of wine, it would seem that Andrez was also naked, and after some incredibly tender kissing, we found ourselves on the rug in front of the fire, where we made love. Andrez was the perfect gentleman again. Offering to where a condom. But there was no way I was going to let him do that this time.


And not for the rest of the night either.


It was the best sex I have ever had. I love it when it feels like its almost just too much dick to handle, like at any moment you’re simply going to come undone and you’re going to break apart from pleasure. I love it even more that Andrez knew that was the case and he didn’t stop, he just kept fucking me and touching me, shoving me over the edge making my whole body jerk and strain against his cock past the point of my orgasm and right through several more.


When we woke in the morning, after going down on him, I offered Andrez my arse and used my clit vibrator on myself as he took me anally. I actually managed to time my orgasm to perfection, and it was very intense to feel Andrez squirting cum deep into my arse at the same time as I was cumming myself.


Then I returned home, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, although when my husband had sex with me, he said that I seemed distant, and even that he didn’t feel big enough! I just smiled, and kissed him on his forehead.


It wasn’t that I didn’t cum. Just that what actually made me cum eventually was how little pleasure he was actually giving me, and the endless possible things I knew I could do about it. 








Wife's Request

As a young Assistant Program Director for the Botanical Gardens in our city, I arranged to have a choral group from a Lutheran college sing on Christmas Eve. It was at that event when I first met my wife-to-be. Her beauty struck me. She was lead singer for the choir and had a lovely voice. We talked after the performance and she agreed to meet me for breakfast. We subsequently began a long-distance courtship, culminating in our marriage a year later. She finished her music degree at a major university in my city. At her request, we had withheld having sex until marriage. I learned that she was a virgin and followed her religious principles.


I thought we had a strong marriage until my wife told me she would like to begin dating others while still married to me. In shock, I asked her, "Why now?" She told me that she didn't feel desirable, that she felt like she'd missed out on a lot by marrying young, by having children; and she wondered if she would enjoy the freedom to do what she wanted. "I feel tied down and useless," she added.


Since she had stopped attending church, I encouraged her to join the choir and perhaps direct a choir, or substitute at our local schools. She declined stating that it wasn't enough of a change for her, or enough of a challenge.


I knew that the motivating factor was her best friend's recent divorce. My wife, Sheri, saw her best friend, Anita, shopping at expensive department stores, going out on dates with a variety of men, getting dressed up, being catered to and entertained at someone else's expense. Anita's divorce settlement also enabled her to live an upscale lifestyle. The rumor mill had it that she was sexually active, fucking on first dates and having affairs with several married co-workers.


This way of life must've been viewed as glamorous to a stay-at-home suburban mother of two, 7 and 4 years old. Sheri had seldom shopped for clothes, she did her own hair and even her eyeglasses were out of style. None of this had bothered her before Anita's divorce. She was the perfect wife.


This request to date others, of course, made me feel threatened; but I could see that she was determined—that anything I might say to dissuade her would only strengthen her resolve.


The next Saturday night, we got a baby sitter and I took my wife out on a date for a trial run. I fantasized that I was the other guy she'd soon be going out with.


In preparation for the date, she obtained a set of contact lenses, got a new cut and a different hairstyle that nicely framed her pixie face. I bought her some sexy underwear at Victoria's Secret, and she got Anita to help her pick out some hot clothes at a leather shop in the mall and at Nieman's. I made reservations at a very nice restaurant for 8:30 p.m. and afterwards at a hopping dance club. I rented a motel room for after the date. I also borrowed one of my father's Viagra pills to ensure a successful performance.


The evening was great!!! My wife was pretty, vivacious and witty. Her face just glowed with excitement and her lithe body quivered with sexual chemistry. I was so proud to be seen with her. The food was wonderful and the dance band played just the right music. "Why hadn't we done this before," I wondered.


When we got to the motel room, she wanted us first to shower together. I used the bar of soap to massage her 38 C breasts, her recently shaved pussy and her bottom. "Now, it's my turn," she said with a leering look. She began by massaging my balls with her soaped hand, and then gently rubbing my rising dick. She arched her feet to give me a deep, passionate kiss. By now, I had a raging hard on.


She then ordered me to turn around. She used the soapy washrag to completely wash my anal area. "Rinse it all off and face me," she said. After doing as she ordered, she took my dick deep into her mouth rolling her tongue around the head and up and down the shaft.


"Spread your legs apart," she commanded. When I did, she began to explore with her tongue my balls, and the area between them and my anus. She told me to turn around again and spread my legs further. She grabbed the cheeks of my ass and spread them apart. She stuck her tongue deep into the opening, retreating to the rim and flicking the sides. I'd never had this done to me before and I was ready to explode. "Do you like it?" she said. "Oh, yes," I whimpered. "I'm going to cum."


Sheri said, "Quick, turn around! Let me have it in my mouth." She grabbed the shaft and drove it deep into her throat. I could feel her tongue action and her throat spasms. I wondered to myself, "God, where did she learn to do this?" At that point I didn't care because I was in the midst of blowing my wad into her mouth and down her throat. "Jesus, that was awesome," I thought. She stood up and hugged me tightly, tipping her head back. I leaned down to give her a kiss on the cheek, but she grabbed my face and gave me a big kiss, driving her tongue deep into my mouth. It was loaded with cum and, at first, I was grossed out; but as she furiously moved her tongue in and out, I sucked on it desperately seeking to share my entire load.


We dried off, made some coffee and got into bed to drink it. I asked her how she'd become such a proficient "headmaster." She admitted that Anita had been giving her lessons with a dildo. She claimed to now be able to deep throat a 9 inch jell dildo. I asked her what other lessons Anita had been teaching her. She seemed reluctant to share any more so I pressed her for information. "Are you sure you want to know?" she asked. I reassured her, "If this is going to work out, you must be willing to share everything." I was getting hard again thinking about potential scenarios.


"Well," she said, "uh, you're sure you want to know?"


"Yes, I do," I replied. "Well, she has been teaching me how to please a woman, and how to be pleased." I was shocked. "Do you mean, cunnilingus?" She blushed and said, "Uh hum, and she has taught me how to use various types of toys—dildos and vibrators."


She then asked me if I'd like to learn how to drive a woman crazy. "Sure," I said, but inside I was kinda hurt because I fancied myself a real pussy eater. "Here's how Anita first taught me. Bend your index finger and place your thumb next to it and look at it. Can you imagine the thumb and finger as labia folds and the knuckle as the clit?"


"Yes," I replied. "Bend the thumb just a little to open the slit slightly to simulate an opened pussy." When I did this, she proceeded to demonstrate on my hand how to eat pussy. "Now, you try it on my pussy," she said.


I began the long evening of satisfying my wife in ways I had never known before. And, she did things to me that no one had ever done to me before. One thing the evening did was to loosen both of us up. Somehow, I was less intimidated by the thought of her with another man.


I decided to let her have a trial date, but I established several conditions. First, she was to go no further than a good night kiss. Second, she was to be home by midnight. Third, she was to tell me everything that happened on the date—what was said, how he acted, how she acted, etc. At this point, I noticed I got a little excited fantasizing about the event. The thought of my sweet wife being with another man really turned me on. Even with the restrictions I'd placed on her to prevent it, I secretly hoped she'd come home with a pussy full of cum. But, then again, I didn't. Oh, I wasn't sure what I really wanted at that point.


II. The Date


My husband, Jim, has been so understanding of my need to try dating outside of our marriage. I know it was a shock at first, but he seems to be more welcoming to the idea lately. He thinks it's because I envy Anita's freedom and want material possessions; but that's not it. Ever since Jim's promotion as Director of the Botanical Garden, we could afford anything I wanted. The truth is, Anita has awakened my sexual desire. For some time, we have been lovers, although we both consider ourselves to be straight. She, quite simply, is an insatiable nymphomaniac. She has taught me how to satisfy her needs and, in the process, has created the same needs in me. She has aroused passions in me that I never knew existed. My date with my husband only made me more aware of these needs—he didn't satisfy them. I now have a deep-rooted need to be fulfilled by a talented man who understands a woman's needs and knows how to satisfy them.


With her wide array of lovers, Anita recruited her most prized lover, Warren, to be my first date. Warren is an ex-football player who played for our local NFL team. He has gone on to own his own insurance agency and is very successful. He managed his salary from the NFL well, and with his insurance business, he is now a very wealthy man. He has never married, but did have a live-in girlfriend for several years. That relationship produced a daughter who is now 17 years old. His daughter lives with him and he remains close to his former lover.


I have never seriously dated anyone other than my husband, and have never had sex with another man—certainly not a black man. Warren was to be my first. Anita warned me that his penis was very large and that he has long lasting power. For days before, we conditioned my pussy with a ten-inch dildo that Anita said approximates his size. "Just in case," Anita joked.


Finally, Saturday night arrived. I hadn't told Jim who, specifically, I was dating. I just made general comments about his work and his status. Of course, being a huge fan of our NFL team, I knew he would recognize Warren the minute he met him. I wondered what his reaction would be.


At first Jim was shocked when he answered the door. Soon, however, I could tell he was delighted to be talking football with this former pro-bowl offensive lineman. The contrast between the two of them was quite pronounced. My husband is a six-foot man who weighs around 190 pounds. Warren was 6' 4" and was now a trim 280 pounds. There was not an ounce of fat on his body. Finally, Warren looked at his watch and said that we'd better get going. He stuck out his hand and my husband vigorously shook it and wished us to have a good evening.


Jim reminded me of our agreement and Warren agreed to honor it. I saw a momentary look of disappointment cross Jim's face. I kissed him goodbye and asked if he wanted me to call him when we got to where we were going. "No," he said, "I just want you to enjoy yourself." Then my husband told me he wanted a word with Warren in private so I stepped outside to wait by the car. I didn't know at the time what they talked about.


Since Warren is so well known, he wanted to go somewhere we wouldn't be bothered by his fans. He had reserved a private table in the club at a nearby river casino. On the way, he got a phone call from Anita. He told her what our plans were and said, "Just a minute. I'll ask her." He turned toward me and said, "She wants to know if you want to get together after dinner. She has a date with a good friend of mine." I said, "Sure. Whatever. Where does she want to meet?" He talked a bit more and said, "How about we meet in the casino hotel. She said she'll get a room and call us."


I thought about my agreement with my husband and commented that that might be dangerous. I reminded him that I could only kiss him good night. "Well, that's the thing," he said, "your husband apparently had a change of heart and told me that if you were willing, to let happen what will happen." I was stunned. I asked him if he was serious. "Yes, I am," he replied. I scooted over close to him and kissed him. I said, "How about we forget about dinner?"


I could hardly wait to get to the hotel. My panties were becoming soaked. I ran my hand up his arm and felt his muscular strength. I put my hand on his knee and moved it up to his crotch where I felt his dick running down the left pant leg. I caressed it and felt it stiffen. His breathing became more rapid as did mine. "I've never known a woman as beautiful as you," he said. "Oh, you're such a smoothie," I said. "No, really," he assured me.


By now I was so sticky, I reached down and removed my thong panties. He took them from my hands and smelled the crotch. His big pink tongue licked them and he put the crotch into his mouth and began to suck it. He kissed me and I could smell my juices. I reached down for his fly and unzipped it. "I'll have to have your help," I panted. I took one look and creamed some more. It was so fat and huge. I had to have it in my mouth. I took it and used the techniques Anita had taught me using the dildo. Shortly, I felt the warmth of his load as he came in my mouth. I continued to stroke his penis and sucked it until he began to squirm. "It's starting to hurt a little, baby." To my surprise, he asked me to kiss him. I kissed him with my cum-filled mouth and his tongue penetrated my lips searching for his own nectar. "That was great, baby," he said.


I was so damned anxious to have that big dick in my pussy that I started to masturbate. "Don't wear it out, baby," Warren told me. "Gimme some of that good juice." I stuck two fingers into my pussy and pulled out a large gob and put it in his mouth. I then told him to kiss me. We kissed and kissed, sharing our cum. I could see his dick getting hard again. I kissed it and told him to put it away and save it for me.


When we arrived at the hotel, we found the room Anita had reserved. When we knocked, it took awhile for her to answer the door. She was naked and so was her date who was lying on the bed with a rapidly deflating dick. The room smelled of sex. "Oh, sweetie," she said, "I've just had the best fuck! We're gonna have us some fun." She kissed me and stuck her tongue in my mouth. She pulled back and looked in my eyes. She laughed and said, "Hmmmm, it tastes like you've also gotten a head start. That's good. They'll both last longer now."


She introduced me to her date, Ryan, a well-endowed white guy who had been the starting quarterback when Warren played ball. "Why don't you two get comfortable," Ryan said. I sensed that the three of them had played together in this hotel many times, which Anita later confirmed.


At my husband's request, I had worn the very same clothes I'd worn on our trial date. I quickly took them off. Warren ripped at his suit and was naked in seconds. I walked over to him and stepped into his big arms for a hot kiss. The feel of his body against mine had me weak kneed. He was big and muscular with narrow hips and broad shoulders. I loved kissing his full lips and the feel of his big hands on my ass and breasts. He picked me up and ravaged my lips, neck and breasts.


He laid me on the bed and began to lick my pussy with his expert tongue. I could feel my juices dripping into his eager mouth. He scooted me to the head of the bed, spread my legs and pushed my knees back to my ears. He stood up on the bed, crouched a little and bent over me starting the process of putting his long, fat, dick into my wet pussy. He put his hands next to mine and spring-like began stroking in and out. I had never had a penis feel so good. His size, the angle and the measured rhythm of his strokes had me climaxing again and again.


He then asked me to turn over onto my hands and knees whereupon he entered me doggy style. I began to scream: "Oh, God!!! Oh, Yes!!! Yes!!! I kept screaming. I couldn't stop.


I started to move my ass up and down, back and forth to match his strokes and maximize his rubbing against my g-spot. The bedspread was wet from my juices. I climaxed over and over. Soon, I felt his magnificent cock engorge with blood as he readied for climax. "Here it comes, baby," he shouted. He began to stroke harder and harder. He punished my pussy with his strokes. I fought back and met his pace. My pussy gripped his dick. He came with a shudder. I was so drenched. He finally stopped stroking and his prick began to soften. When he pulled it out, there was a loud pussy fart. We all laughed and laughed. His juices began dripping from me.


Anita got on the bed behind me and looked at my pussy. She gave my butt a light kiss. "That looks so beautiful," she said. "You look like you've had a fence post in there." I laughed and said "I feel like I've had a freight train drive through me." She laughed and repeated her previous comment. With a very husky, measured, voice she said, "That looks so beautiful. I want some of that." She turned over beneath me and began to lick my clit. She flicked it back and forth and began to lick the cum off my legs and rear. Then she stuck her tongue in my pussy and started to suck out the cum. She swallowed and swallowed. By now I was bucking and face fucking her until I had another orgasm.


She looked at Warren and told him how delicious his cum was. She then turned to Ryan and told him, "I think she's ready for you, Ryan." I thought, "Oh, my God. Two men!!!" I turned over to see Ryan standing with a gorgeous hard on. It wasn't as large as Warren's but it was bigger than any man I'd ever imagined. He asked me, "Ready?" I answered, "Oh, yes."


Well, it turned out to be a wonderful night. Both Anita and I made love twice to the men and, after we'd worn them out, once with each other. I couldn't believe how satisfied I was. By now it was 3 a.m. and we all decided to head our separate ways. When we drove up to our house, I could see the light on in the front living room and Jim waiting in his favorite chair. I smiled at Warren and said, "Well, are you ready for your good night kiss?" He laughed uproariously, and said, "Yeah, baby, come here." Warren got so aroused again I gave him another blowjob in front of our house and swallowed his cum once more. As I walked into the house cum was dripping out of my pussy and my mouth was slick from all the cum I'd ingested.


Jim woke up when I walked in, looked at the clock and said, "Hi, honey. How was your date with Warren?"


I gave him a big 'thank you' hug and a lingering French kiss, then said, "Oh, it was alright." 


Party Treat

My wife and I were not sexually precocious. The first time we kissed anyone was at the senior prom, when it was part of the ceremony. We kissed each other. When we attended the same university we occasionally dated other people. Usually we dated each other.


We did not make love, because my wife wanted to save her virginity for her wedding night. That was fine with me, because I assumed she was saving it for me. I was right. Our first time the evening of our wedding was the most delightful experience I had yet enjoyed. By then, however, we had practiced the agreeable preliminaries with each other, so we both knew what to do.


For the first year of our marriage we usually made love several times a day. We practically would have enjoyed spending all of our time naked, and in bed.


However, honeymoons come to an end. After several years sex between us began to become routine, despite the fact that my wife was any man’s dream. Her beautiful face was the most obvious part of her beautiful body. From her large firm breasts with the pink and perky nipples, she tapered to a taut stomach, and narrow waist. Her hips were beautifully rounded. They framed her smoothly shaven vulva. That consisted of a slight mound, a well defined slit, and no clit hood. Her thighs were slender and athletic. Seen from behind her bare bottom looked almost like a Valentine heart. The backs of her knees were delightfully dimpled.


I had every reason to be appreciative, and was. Nevertheless, I was surprised by fantasies of establishing a Ménage à trois with my boss, whom I admired. I could not understand why, but the thought of those two having sex together began to excite me. I thought it was best for it to remain a fantasy. If I discussed it with my wife, she might think I was falling out of love with her. The truth was that my love for her was becoming deeper and more profound.


From company parties and picnics I could tell that my boss was attracted to my wife. Nevertheless, without my wife’s approval I had nothing to offer him. Moreover, our company was experiencing extensive layoffs because of the economy. I did not want my boss to think that I was trying to incur favor with him illicitly. I wanted my job security to be due to hard work. As the youngest member of his group, and the most recently hired with no experience at all but a college degree, I felt the need to prove myself. Finally, he was married.


Consequently, when an important project was behind schedule, I volunteered to work late one evening to complete it. I called my wife, and explained the situation to her. She understood, but I knew what the urgency in her voice meant.


I finished the project sooner than I expected, and drove home. When I got there I was surprised to discover my boss’ car parked in front of our house. When I got inside it was obvious what was happening in our bed room. My boss had used my diligence at work as an opportunity to seduce my wife. At the age of twenty-five my wife was having sex with her second man.


I was unsure of how to respond. I had every right to play the role of the jealous husband. I could almost certainly get my boss fired for this. Perhaps I would get his job. That would have been hypocritical. It may have ruined my marriage. My fantasy was being achieved. I have to admit that I was aroused by my wife’s squeals of delight.


I sat in the living room and waited. I considered leaving quietly, and returning in two hours. However, before I left, they opened the door and walked out. My boss had put his clothes back on. My wife was completely naked. When she saw me, she ran back into our bed room, and closed the door. My boss smiled at me. “Don’t get angry at your wife,” he said. “She tried to resist. But when I asked permission, she gave it to me. I wanted to do this for a long time. Your wife is delightful. You’re a lucky guy. How did the assignment go?”


“Better than I expected.”


“Great. See you at work tomorrow,” he said before leaving. His words belied his nervousness, but his body language and the tone of his voice revealed it.


When I went into our bed room my wife had put on a bath robe, and was crying. “Go ahead and divorce me,” she said. “I deserve it.”


“I don’t want to divorce you,” I said. “Do you know something? For at least a year this has been a delightful fantasy of mine. I did not tell you, because I thought you would be angry at me.”


My wife stopped crying, and showed the beginning of a smile. “Really?"


“Really. Tell me how it happened.”


My wife began. “At work I was feeling really sexy. I could hardly wait to come home to make love to you. Your call was a real disappointment, but I know that your job is important. After your call I took off my clothes, drank a few glasses of wine, and waited for you in the living room. When I heard a car drive up I thought it was you. I wanted to surprise you at the door, completely naked, and surprised your boss instead.


“He walked in, and held me gently, but you know how strong he is. I could not get away from him. He kissed me several times. I shook my head back and forth, saying, ‘This is wrong. Please let me go’. The wine and the desire I had been feeling for you went to my head. When he asked permission to have sex with me I did not want to anger him because of the layoffs. I hoped that I would be able to strengthen your job security without you learning about it.”


“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.


“Yes. I know that sounds terrible, but I did.”


“I am glad. If this happens again, don’t do it if you don’t want to, but don’t feel that an obligation to me stands in your way.”


“I’ll remember that,” my wife said. She walked over, and kissed me. “I love you so much,” she said. “I don’t deserve a husband like you.”


“Sure you do,” I said, removing her bath robe. “Right now I’m so excited I might shoot into my under pants.”


“Don’t do it there,” my wife said, feeling my erect penis. “Do it here,” she said, while fingering her slit.
We did. I was too aroused to last very long. After enjoying a most loving period of afterglow, we did it again. My wife lost track of her orgasms.


The next day my boss called me into his office, told me to close and lock the door, told me that the customer had just called, praising the completed project, and asked, “Are you going to tell HR?”


“No. Believe it or not, this has been a fantasy of mine.”


My boss was obviously relieved. “Did she enjoy it?”


“Yes. I told her that if this happens again she should do what she wants to do. You and I know what she wants.”


The next day my boss called me into his office and told me to close the door. “I don’t mind telling you how relieved I am that you are not going to HR about this. I told my wife. She feels the way about it that you do. She would like to have you and your wife over for dinner this Saturday.”


“I will have to ask my wife, but I am sure she will look forward to it as much as I do.”


That Saturday, when my wife and I drove to my boss’ home, my wife wore nothing under her clinging dress, which she left unbuttoned in front, revealing the most delicious cleavage. My boss and his wife were at least ten years older than we were. My boss’ wife is an elegant and charming woman, who knew exactly why we had come, and who was obviously looking forward to it too.


During a well prepared dinner and a superb wine, my boss regaled us with the most intimate details of his seduction of my wife. These included the fact that when he entered my wife’s vagina it was thoroughly lubricated, but she was crying softly, whispering, “I always tried to be a good wife.” His wife smiled knowingly at my wife, who was blushing and looking down, even though she enjoyed the retelling of their encounter.


“I am so glad you let him,” my boss’s wife told mine. “He works so hard. He needs this from time to time.”


When dinner was over, my wife was glad to sit on my boss’ lap. He took his time, kissing her, praising her loveliness, and only gradually unbuttoning the rest of her dress. When my wife was completely naked, he stood up, unbuttoned his pants, and removed his erect penis. “I am glad it is so big,” I said. “I always wished I could fill every part of her vagina.”


My boss sat in his chair. My wife sat facing him, spreading her thighs. After he entered her she told me, “You are the only man I will ever love, but it does feel delightful that he can go so deeply into me.”


Soon, my wife was loving it. When her face revealed the rapture of her first orgasm I said, “I wish I could have taken a photo of that.”


“My husband has always been a good lover,” his wife said, “I know the difference between a good performance and a bad one because I have talked to my friends. I love it when he tells me about his conquests. They are for fun. He married me.”


When my boss finally shot his semen into my wife’s vagina, he said, “Yes! Yes!,” and grunted a few times as he squirted his last drops against her cervix. My wife laughed musically, kissing him again and again.


When my wife and I drove home I had to be careful not to exceed the speeding limit, because I was in a hurry to fill my wife with my own life’s fluid.


After that I shared my wife with my boss on a regular basis. Sometimes we would take turns with her. Sometimes I would watch them together. Sometimes they would spend the weekend in another city. When they did his wife, or I would drive them to the airport, and pick them up again. I would have enjoyed a tryst with his wife, but I knew without asking that she was off limits.


My job was secure, but that was not the point. My boss loved it. My wife loved it. I enjoyed it for reasons I could not understand.


Several months later my boss told me that a co-worker was getting married, and asked if we could have a bachelor party at my home, with my wife serving as the hostess. I told him I would ask my wife. Of course she agreed. Several days later he showed up at our house with a package. “I bought you something to wear for the party,” he said with a mischievous grin on his face.


My wife opened it to discover a nearly transparent shift that would only come down to the top of her thighs. She blushed. “You don’t want me to wear this in front of all those men, do you?” she stammered.
“Yes, and I am sure they do too. Put it on. Let’s see how it fits.”


My wife went into our bedroom. When she came out her panties and bra clearly showed through the shift. My boss held her gently, kissed her, and said, “My darling. I do not want you to wear anything under it for the party.” Then he removed my wife’s panties, lifted the shift over her, and unfastened her bra. As he led her into our bed room she looked back at me with an expression that said, “Here we go again.”


My wife closed the door to our bedroom. Minutes later her delighted squeals demonstrated that she was enjoying her love making session with my boss. I was pleased because I knew she would make an excellent hostess for the party.


When the men arrived for the bachelor party they could hardly believe how alluring my wife looked in the shift through which they could see her nipples, and even the slit in her vulva. As she passed the drinks around they held her, kissed her, and fondled her under her shift. She giggled, and playfully pushed them away.


After the drinks began to do their work, my wife produced a CD, and a large fan, and said, “When I was at college I took a course in modern dance. Let’s see if I remember how to dance to Maurice Ravel’s Bolero.


Because she liked to dance to the Bolero when alone with me, I knew she could remember. She danced to the sensuous strains of the music, moving her body along with the movements. At times she covered herself with the fan. At times she closed the fan, and used it to frame her charms. Sometimes she would clap her hands together in time with the music. Finally she removed her shift, and danced completely in the nude. The volume of the music increased with our desire for my most desirable wife. Sometimes she lay on the ground, moving her hips, as though in coitus. Then she would stand up, rotating her body slowly and looking at each of us invitingly.


When at last the music finished, she bowed to enthusiastic applause. My boss held her, kissed her, put his arm over her shoulder, and told the men, “I must tell you about this most delightful creature. She has only made love to two men. I am the second. As your boss it is my privilege to go first with her. Then she will give pleasure to the guest of honor.”


This time my boss removed all of his clothes, revealing a body he kept in shape at a health club, and his impressive phallus. “That is certainly the size a leader should have,” one of the men said, as the others laughed. My boss and my wife made love as they had at his home, facing each other in a chair. Fortunately, this time was briefer. I was afraid my wife would lose her lubrication before she was finished with the guests. I need not have worried. She bought some for the party.


My boss was followed by the man who was going to get married the next day. His penis was not as thick as my boss’, but nearly as long. It curved upward. My wife was delighted with it, although she had never seen him before. The other men voiced encouragement.


When they were finished, my wife went into our bathroom to clean the semen out of her vagina, and apply some artificial lubrication. When she came out she said, “I will accommodate the rest of you guys on our marital bed.”


This was going even better than I expected. My wife was loving it. So was I. So were the guests. I never thought I would tolerate, much less enjoy something like this. I was filled with a delight I could not explain. Although my wife had initially been reluctant to wear the revealing shift, especially with nothing under it, it was her decision to buy the lubrication, to dance to Ravel’s Bolero, and to remove her shift while dancing. She had planned this. It was as enjoyable to her as she had expected. When she finished her dance our guests could see that her vagina was dripping with lubrication.


The remaining men removed their clothes, and stood around our bed waiting for their turn. I reflected that I had not seen so many penises since taking showers after gym class in high school. They were various shapes and sizes. One was not circumcised. The others were. I enjoyed watching each of the erect penises go into my wife’ vagina to give her pleasure. After having sex with two men, my wife washed her vagina again, before the last two.


When someone asked me if I was going last I said, “After pleasing six of you, I think my wife could use a respite. I will enjoy her in private after you have left.”


My wife and I stood near the door as the men left, kissing my wife, and shaking my hand and thanking me. My wife was still completely naked. She was holding her hands behind her back, so that her charms were displayed to advantage. She was blushing at the thought of what she had done, but she was also smiling, because it had been fun. She had given me her first kiss when she was seventeen. She had given me her virginity when she was twenty-two. Now she had had sex with six men while the others had watched. Three of them she had never seen before.


The wedding went well. After that there were more parties at our home, with my wife as the center of attraction. For the second party my boss gave her a “school girl’s costume,” with a pleated skirt. However, the skirt only came half way down my wife’s derriere, leaving her vulva completely exposed. My boss made it clear that he was giving my wife the costume in return for her promise to wear nothing under it. The party was a success. My co-workers had the sense not to tell company employees not in our group about our gatherings.


For our third party, my wife wore nothing but a long necklace. After all she had nothing left to hide from my co-workers, who were becoming my best friends. From time to time one of them would drop by after work for a few drinks, some conversation, and a love making session with my wife.


My friends loved it. My wife loved it. I was glad that my friends could give the woman I loved so much pleasure. The bond this created brought our work group closer together, erasing tensions that had previously existed. Because we began to work together better, the collective performance of our group improved, and none of us lost our jobs in the layoffs that ravaged our company. I was given a nice raise. Everyone agreed that I deserved it, not because of my wife’s generosity, but because of my performance on the job.


When my boss’ boss asked him how our group had improved so much my boss at first demurred. Then he explained. Rather than becoming shocked, my boss’s boss asked me if he could enjoy my wife’s favors too. When I mentioned this to my wife, she thought it would be an excellent idea. The fact that my boss’s boss is over twice my wife’s age, and that she has never met him made the idea of giving him pleasure even more delightful to her. The gentleman will be having dinner with us next Saturday. His complicacy makes it less likely that my wife’s kindness to my co-workers, and mine, will ever be a negative factor in my continued employment with the firm. 


Gloryhole

My wife and I are the types of people willing to try new things. We are each other's first time, and since then, we have been willing to experiment with new things. I spent the first year of marriage in Iraq, where on a whim, she would buy porn DVDs and mags and send them to me. What really threw me off was that the movies were almost always opened. When I asked her about it, she said she had to make sure there wasn't anything too freaky, and then tell me which scene I should watch first.


Fast forward twelve years, and she still has that same adventurous streak. While her years of trying new things applied mainly to toys, positions, and different types of kink, we had never tried anything involving other people. Sure we talked about it, but there was never any real follow through.


My wife Jen is about 5'3", 120 pounds, with long wavy auburn hair, and 38DDD tits. On her frame, she looks as top heavy as Dolly Parton, but they are all hers. I am about 6'4", 230 pounds. My body isn't cut or ripped, but I am still in good shape. I am very broad, so despite the lack of abs, I carry my weight very well.


One night we were exploring the community around our newest Army base, and came across a porn store. Jen was feeling somewhat adventurous, and suggested we stop in. I had no issues, so we pulled in. The first thing that I saw was that not only did it have a huge collection of movies (with any possible fetish you could think of) they had an adult arcade.


"We should go in the arcade," Jen ribbed. We had seen several of these in other stores but never used them.


Calling her bluff, I said "Sure, just let me see what we need to do."


I found the sign that directed me to the clerk at the counter who ran the booths, and went up to her to ask about the arcade.


"May I help you?" she asked, with a sweet Dixie drawl.


"How much to use the arcade? My wife and I are interested."


"Well, um, it's not typically a couples thing," she stammered. "They all have gloryholes," she whispered hoarsely.


"What's that?" Jen asked innocently.


"Well, that's where there is a hole in the wall of the booth, and the man puts his dick through, and gets a blow job from a mystery girl on the other side," the clerk explained.


"And how would a girl go about getting a job like this?" my wife inquired, making me look at her with a raised eyebrow.


"Well, they audition. We send a girl who is interested into the middle booth, and when a 'customer' goes in, we watch her performance. If she does good, we work her into the rotation."


"Could I audition? With my husband watching? I know how much it would turn him on to watch me sick off another cock," she volunteered.


"Well, um, if he's ok with it," she stammered looking to me to offer her an out.


Shrugging, I simply said that I was cool with it. Jen knew I've always wanted to see her perform on another guy, and here was her big chance.


"Well, I suppose the customer is right. Just know that since this is an audition, you only get 25% of the fee. Now let's get you situated. By the way, I'm Roxanne, but y'all can call me Roxy."


Roxy led us through the back room of the store and took us to the booth where the girls 'work'. Inside the room, she gave us the rules of how the girl's booth worked.


"Ok, so when the man comes in, he may make some small talk, and he might ask to touch you through the hole. If he does, it's fine, but you have the right to say no. Keep in mind, he may tip if you let him get a handful of tit or finger your snatch. When you are ready for him, just put your hand through the hole and motion him with your finger. After he cums, and you are done, tap him on the tip, and he pulls out. If he doesn't, just hit that buzzer on the wall, and our bouncer will escort him out."


"Sounds pretty easy," Jen said. "Can't wait to work!"


Jen started stripping while she waited for the first man to get into his booth. "In case he wants anything to tip me for," she said with a wink. After freeing her massive tits from her bra, she unbuttoned her jeans and started to peel them off. As she pushed her jeans and panties down, I couldn't help but notice that they were wet.


"Excited?" I asked.


"Very," she giggled after seeing her underwear.


On the other side of the wall, we heard the booth door close, and her audition was underway.


There wasn't any small talk to speak of, but the man asked if he could feel her tits.


"Sure, baby. Whatever you want," Jen told the man in her sexiest voice. Then she kneeled down and pushed one of her triple d's to the hole. No sooner than she leaned forward, a large black hand reached through and started pawing at her massive globe. He squeezed her tit flesh, pinched and tweaked her nipple, eliciting true moans of pleasure from my wife. I was amazed at how into it she was getting! Then she twisted so that the guy on the other side of the wall could tease and pleasure her other tit.


"Can I feel that cunt?" he asked. Without saying a word, Jen stood up and spread her legs at the hole, and she was greeted by two large fingers that started exploring her hairless mound.


"Mmm... It feels so good when you rub my clit," Jen moaned while this stranger rubber at her button.


"You'll really like this then," he said as he suddenly shoved two fingers into her pussy.


All Jen could do was moan as he started finger fucking her. As she started grinding her cunt onto his fingers she squealed as an orgasm rocked her body. I had to admit, watching my little white wife get finger fucked to an orgasm by those large black fingers was incredibly hot.


He pulled his fingers out of her now juicy box, and she dropped to her knees and used her fingers to signal him to bring on his cock. We both stared as nearly 11 inches of dark man meat came through the hole. Jen wasted no time wrapping her tiny hands around his massive shaft and start stroking him. She took a tentative lick up the underside of his tool, circling her tongue around the base of his glans, then flicked her tongue in the tip of his piss hole.


After she got her feel of the massive black dick, she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Slowly she started bobbing her head back and forth, taking a little more of his dick in her mouth in each downward pass. Soon, she was taking half of his member, but couldn't go all the way down, because his girth completely blocked her throat. But what she lacked in ability to swallow, she made up for in enthusiasm. She would take him till she gagged, and then start sucking hard and pull off his cock with a "pop", then she would take her saliva and use it to lube the part of his cock that she was stroking. Soon his whole cock was dripping with drool.


"I got something special for you. Just make sure to let me know when you are gonna blow," she instructed the mystery man. Then I couldn't believe my eyes! She stood up and bent over away from the wall. She reached behind her and grabbed his massive cock, and then backed her dripping pussy onto it!


I was blown away! I thought she would just end up sucking the guy off and getting her little thrill, but here she was about to fuck some complete stranger! And I was so turned on that I whipped out my own 8 inch dick and started stroking it in the booth.


"God, you're so big! How will I ever fit it in my little white pussy?" she moaned as she pushed more and more of his cock into her cunt. Slowly, she started rocking, working inch after inch into her pussy, moaning uncontrollably at his penetration. Soon, he ass was pressed against the wall as she worked all of his tool into her box.


"Baby, your pussy is so tight! How you like that big nigger dick in your little white cunt?"


"Fill me up! Give me your nigger cock!"


Soon, they were both thrusting at each other. I watched as they pulled apart to where his dick was barely seated in her, then she would slam back on him till she hit the wall.


"Ooh, just like that! Harder! Harder! Make my white pussy cum on your nigger dick!" Jen moaned. As she was nearing her climax, Roxy (who we had all but forgotten was watching the audition) came around her and got on her knees and sucked my cock into her mouth. This was incredible! Watching my wife get fucked by that massive cock, while getting my dick sucked by the girl from the front desk. And her cock sucking abilities were amazing! She would take my dick all the way down to the base, then stick her tongue out and lick at my ball sack before pulling off and lavishing attention to my swollen head.


"Uh... Gonna... Gonna... I'm cumming!" Jen screamed as her body went stuff on the massive cock in her.


That sent me over the edge, and I grabbed Roxy's head and held my cock in her throat as I pumped my load down her throat.


"I'm about to cum," the guy said, and Jen pulled off of his cock and dropped to her knees and started sucking at his big black head, rapidly stroking his shaft.


"Get ready, here comes that nigger cum," he growled through the wall.


She pulled his dick out of her mouth just as he started spraying his load. Rope after rope of cum sprayed all over my wife's face and tits. When he finished cumming, Jen dutifully sucked the remaining clunk from his deflating cock and made sure it was clean before giving him a light tap on the head of his prick. As he pulled his cock from the hole, Roxy leaned over and kicked the cum off Jen's face and tits, swallowing the splooge after she collected it all in her mouth.


"That was one of the best auditions I have had the privilege to watch!" Roxy exclaimed. "If you want on the rotation, just let me know." She pulled a business card for the store out of her pocket and then wrote her number on the back. "Or if you want to have some fun."


As she walked out, Jen started to get dressed. "We have some stuff to talk about," she told me with a wicked grin. "This would keep me busy whenever you are gone. And maybe I could get a camera and make some tapes."


"That sounds like a good plan. Let Roxy know on the way out," I told her.


Just then the door for the arcade opened and closed.


"Girl out front says your new, and love sucking cock."
  





Indian Couple Find a Bull

For privacy reasons I will be changing the names in the story. My girlfriends name will be Kiran and the Bull's name will be Jerome.


Quick run down on the both of us. We are both 19 years old, East Indian, born and raised in Calgary, Alberta. We have been dating for 3 years but got married extremely early because we got caught dating by our parents who wanted us married asap and this happened during our 1 year anniversary.


Kiran is around 5'7 108 pounds, slim, petite body with an ass to die for, 42 C cup breasts. She works out 5 times a day and squats have paid off if you know what I mean. Light brown skin, with small cock sucking lips.


It was the weekend of our anniversary and we were both thankful it was Friday. We both had a long week and were looking forward to having the house to ourselves as my parents were leaving to India for a wedding. We usually couldn't have sex unless they weren't home or else we would have to be extremely quiet, which sucked. It was around 5pm when we had finished showering and just ate dinner. The wine from dinner had started hitting the both of us and I asked her if she was happy with her sex life.


"Yes baby", she responded as she kissed me and grabbed my cock on the outside of my PJ's. "Why do you ask?", she questioned.


"Because you've only been with me in bed, and I want to know if you've ever wondered how it would be like to have someone else fuck you" I responded.


I was only about 4.5-5 inches and although I was her only, it seemed like sometimes I wasn't enough for her.


She gave it some thought and responded "no baby I love your cock and only yours".


It got me thinking why she paused before she answered, "why did you think before you responded?" I asked.


"Look down" she answered.


I couldn't believe it, the thought of her with someone else had given me a hard on.


"Did it just turn you on when you asked if I would ever wonder how it would feel to have another guy fuck me?" She asked.


I was so confused, I've always wanted her to be with another girl but it did turn me on when I really thought about her being with another guy while I watched. But I didn't want to feel incompetent so I responded with "no I just want to make sure your happy with our sex life and if you weren't I would want you to tell me".


She just smiled and kissed me and started stroking me. As we went back to drinking wine she asked if we could open up to watching porn together. I had no problem with it so I opened up our laptop that was hooked up to the TV in our bedroom and went to xtube.com. On the home page was a video of a BBC bull pounding a brunette. She told me to click that video.


Once the video started, it was a homemade video with a camcorder on the desk in a bedroom and there was this bull in just boxers and the brunette was already completely naked. They started making out while they felt each other up. In the mean time I had my fingers on her clit and pussy lips. As the girl started getting felt up around her pussy and ass, I started rubbing Kiran's pussy. She started moaning but wouldn't take her eyes off the tv.


As the video goes on the bull lays down on his back and brings the brunette down on his face and starts to eat out her pussy. In the video you can see his bulge grow in his boxers. I could tell she was anxious to see how big he was so in the mean time I grabbed her hand and put it on my cock. She immediately grabbed it and started stroking it. As the bull finished eating out the brunette, he flips her and end up in the 69 position.


The brunette starts to make her way inside his boxers with her hand. Kiran stopped stroking my cock as she awaited the cock to spring out of his boxers.


As the cock gets pulled out, Kiran could not believe how big it is. She looked at me in shock. She then looks down at mine and starts to look back and forth between the screen which has a black cock that has to be at least 9 inches long and then mine which was probably 4.5 at the time and hard.


She then watches the brunette struggle with the top half of the cock in her mouth. Kiran then grabs my cock and starts sucking on it almost deep throating it all. As she sucked on my cock, she watched how the girl in the video was stroking it and sucking on the cock at the same time and started doing the same thing. Within a minute I felt that I was going to cum, so I stopped her. Which confused her, I told her that I was about to cum so I had to stop her.


I could tell she was disappointed but she continued watching the video. She fast forwarded it to the scene where the bull had been fucking the girl for a good 10 minutes. She asked, "what's all that white stuff on his cock".


She hadn't ever creamed on my cock so I explained it to her. Which sparked her curiosity. She immediately jumped on top of my cock and started riding me. She started rubbing her pussy as she was riding me. We never fuck without a condom and it felt amazing but I was ready to cum so I had to get her off and stroke till I came.


I knew she felt unsatisfied. So I offered to eat her out but she declined. She grabbed her wine glass and went onto the Bulls xtube page and watched more videos. As she watched them she kept biting her lip as she watched his videos. She noticed he was from Calgary as well, and he had an email address to contact him.


"Remember that question you asked earlier", she asked.


I knew what she was referring to. She was about to ask if she contact him.


"Yeah.." I answered.


"It would be a one time thing, I don't know if it's the wine talking, but it's the perfect opportunity, nobodies home".


I couldn't believe it, I was harder then ever, I was jealous but seeing the size of the cock on the screen and the look on her face, I agreed we'd email him and see what his situation is.


We emailed him, with her measurements, pictures with her face blurred. The thought of him replying had us both horny then ever. She grabbed my hand and forced it to her pussy, "eat me out, and don't you dare put your cock in me, I want to be as tight as I can be for his cock" she said as she forced my head down to her pussy.


She sat on my face and rubbed her pussy against my tongue furiously, she dug her pussy down onto my tongue and thrusted until she came right into my mouth with her pussy juices filling my mouth. She fell back and collapsed. We laid there in pure ecstasy.


She rolled over and went back to check her email and saw he had replied almost instantly. He lived 20 minutes away and was interested in meeting with us. I didn't feel comfortable doing it at home since he would know where we lived but she insisted. We emailed him back and asked him a couple more questions on if he was comfortable with me watching and if he would be willing to wear a condom because she wasn't on the pill and was ovulating.


He emailed us more pictures of his cock and explained he was bi and would not mind even if I joined. I brought up the idea of DP but she did not want to do Anal. After exchanging emails we decided he would come over the next day around 6pm.


Fast forward the next day. I got up around 11am and realized Kiran wasn't home. Looked at my phone and she had texted me she was getting a full body wax done. I knew that this was my chance. To set something up. I emailed the bull and got his contact info. I texted him asking if I could record the incident, but secretly as she wouldn't ever allow it. He didn't mind as long as he got a copy. He reassured me he would not upload it without permission.


I stepped out and got cameras and set them up in the room in areas that would catch the best angles. The thought of what was going to happen turned me on so I started to jerk it. As I was jerking it, she walked in and laughed. She came over and told me to hurry up an finish up as it was getting time for her to get herself ready.


I couldn't believe this was going to happen. I started to regret it. What if he fucks her and she doesn't enjoy sex with me after? His cock was much bigger then mine. As I laid there and thought about it, she started stripping down for a shower and I saw her freshly waxed body. Oh my god I couldn't believe how sexy she looked.


There was no stoping her now. I laid there just thinking about it while she showered and got ready.


After an hour she came out in her robe. Asked her what she was wearing under neath.


"It's a surprise" she replied.


She came and sat with me and leaned against me. I went for a kiss but she moved back.


"I just dolled myself up babe, it's for him, you'll get it after I promise you".


I agreed. She realized he would be arriving soon so she told me she would be in the room and would wait for him to come and wanted me to come get her if he was who he said he was.


As I waited I went on the laptop and was about to clear the history when i realized she had been watching creampie clean up videos. I realized what she meant by "you'll get it after". She was gonna make me clean her up.. But she was ovulating, so what would I clean?


As I sat there confused, 20 minutes passed and I heard the door bell ring. My heart raced, I got up and opened the door.


There stood a 6'3 mid twenties black male. In just shorts and a beater.


He introduced himself and I let him in. Walked into the living room and sat him down. We chatted a bit and explained to him it was a one time thing and how she hadn't been without anyone else.


He chuckled.


"What's so funny?"


"One time thing? I'll be straight with you, you live relatively close to me, she'll want it more then just once".


Just as he finished informing me that she would most likely be hooked I heard Kiran call my name, he smirked. I got up and went to the room, as I walked down the hall I saw him get up and started to remove his beater.


As I got to the room I saw Kiran sit there on the bed.


"So is he really the guy from the video online?" She asked.


"Yes, but bab--"


Before I could explain this could be addicting she jumped up and started pushing me outta the room.


"ok go go I'm gonna finish my wine glass and I'll be out" she explained as she forced me out of the room and shut the door.


When I came back to the living room, I saw the bull sitting there in just his boxers. He was even more ripped then in his videos.


"What's the hold up?"


I felt regret and was about to make up a story on how she didn't want to do it anymore when all of a sudden I saw his eyes open wide.


"Whoaaaa she looks even better in person" he said.


I turned around and there she was. My 19 year old wife. Petite body in black and pink lingerie. I had never seen her wear it.


As she walked by me she whispered, I forgot to mention, I dropped by to grab my outfit today babe, she winked at me and went and sat on his lap.


As they started to feel each other up I started to see his bulge grow, as was mine but a lot smaller. She ran her hand across his chizzled chest and pecks. He ran his hands against her light brown skinned legs and up her smooth stomach up to her tits. As he kissed her I could see her whole body get struck with goosebumps. I could see her lingerie had 2 buttons right at the opening of her pussy for easy access.


As she made her way down to his cock with her hand. He slapped it away.


"Not yet" he stated.


She looked at him in confusion.


"First you have to lock up your man" he said as he handed her a chasity cage.


"Oh I saw this in one of your videos" she explained.


Without asking she came over towards me and stood me up. Dropped my shorts and boxers and grabbed my semi hard cock. I was so ashamed of what was happening I was soft. She put the cage on like a pro. Grabbed the key and put it between her bra and breast.


Came close to my ear and whispered, "don't you dare cum without my permission".


The bull got up and said it was time. She grabbed his hand and walked him towards the bedroom. I looked down at my cock in a cage and couldn't believe what just happened.


When we got to the room she dropped straight to her knees. She had placed a pillow there like she had planned it out.


She started to feel his abs, and made her way towards his boxers/briefs. The shape of his cock was just ready to explode out of his briefs. As she started rubbing his cock from the outside. She started kissing his briefs were the cock was visible. As she kissed his cock, she left behind her lipstick on his white briefs.


The size of her small head compared to the cock was terrifying. I remembered how he throat fucked the girls in his videos. Her mouth was small, the head of his cock was probably enough to make her gag.


After getting her lipstick all over his briefs, she made her way towards in inside of his briefs. As she started pulling out his cock, she looked back at me in shock.


With my cock it's springs out within a second. But with his cock it was so long she had to yank it out. As it all came out, she stared at it.


"Omg it's bigger then my forearm" she said as she was in shock.


"Baby you sure you want--" she didn't let me finish as she grabbed it and put the dark pink cock head in her mouth.


The bull let out a moan, "her tongue.. her tongue" he quietly said as she swirled her tongue on his cock head.


He grabbed her head and tried pulling it closer, but his cock was too big. She tried but started gagging.


"It's too big, I can't go any deeper" she said as she coughed.


He grabbed her with ease and pulled her up and bit her lips. "We'll just have to try your other set of lips then"


She immediately started making out with him as he reached down and cuffed her ass cheeks. He slapped her cheeks and she let out a scream.


"If you think that hurts, you haven't felt anything yet" he said as he tossed her on the bed.


He crawled up to her, started kissing up her leggings and up past her pussy and came between her legs. He rock hard cock rubbed against her pussy and she let out a moan. He kissed up her stomach and moved her bra to the side and started to suck on her tits. She started moaning and grabbed his cock, I could see where she had sucked on it. It was wet just to the tip of the cock's head. She started rubbing her pussy with his cock's head.


As I looked at the size of his cock and the opening of her tiny pussy, I knew this was gonna stretch her wide open. As she continued to rub her pussy with his cock, she positioned it to the opening of her tight pussy. She started to stroke it towards the opening of her pussy but he just wouldn't thrust towards her pussy. She tried grabbing his left ass cheeks to push in but he pulled away and sat on his knees.


"Not yet, first let me taste that virgin like pussy" he said as he laid on his back and instructed her to sit on his face.


She got up and wrapped her toned legs around his head and sat her face down on his mouth with his eager tongue sticking out. As she sat down on his mouth, you could see his long tongue get swallowed up by her brown and pink pussy lips.


She grabbed the head board of the bed and let out a moan. Even his tongue was bigger then mine.


He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them as she thrusted alongside his mouth. As she was riding his tongue, he did something that I didn't think she would allow. He made his way over towards her asshole and inserted his thick black middle finger. He had only inserted half of it in but it was enough for her to jump.


The bull wasn't phased by it. He grabbed her hip with his other hand and pulled her down back onto his tongue. She let out a loud scream, it hurt but I could tell she liked it as well.


While this was all going on, I looked over at his cock, it was soft. But it was still at least 6 inches and thick.


As he ate her pussy out, he started to bang her asshole faster, now with his whole middle finger penetrating her ass. As he banged her asshole and licked her pussy, you could see her ass cheeks shake, she was building up an orgasm, she started moaning louder and louder.


As I came closer I could see the Bulls neck covered in her pussy juices. She was covering his mouth and face in her pussy juices and I couldn't help but look down at my cock, bulging out of the cage. Started hurting as the cage was tight. I went over and stood ontop of the bed above her. I went to go tell her to keep it down as she was getting a bit loud. As I leaned in she grabbed my cock in its cage and put it in her mouth.


All I felt was the part of my cock that was bulging outside the cage get inside her mouth. She started swirling her moist tongue around my cock. I couldn't help it. I was going to cum, the moans she was letting out while my cock was inside her mouth felt amazing. As I let out the first spurt of
Cum, she pushed me away, resulting in my cum shooting onto her cheek and the rest on our bed.


"I told you not to cum until after!" She yelled.


I couldn't believe it, my innocent wife was a complete different person. There I was with my cock caged up, dripping cum, while she was sitting on a bulls tongue.


"Good job babe, I was so close to cumming too" she said as she hoped off his tongue.


"It's okay, I think your wet enough now" the bull said as he laid there.


"Yeah but your not hard anymore" she said as she grabbed his cock.


She looked at me and ordered me to sit down on the chair next to the bed.


She sat in the 69 position and shoved her ass back into his face and grabbed his cock and started licking up along side the shaft like a pro.


I sat there as my cock started getting hard again, and she noticed.


"This makes you hard, now does it baby?" She asked.


I nodded my head.


"Then come over here" she said.


I got up and came to the edge of the bed.


"Here, stroke it while I suck on his cock" she ordered.


I had never touched another cock, but in the spurt of the moment I grabbed it and guided it to the opening of Kirans tiny mouth. She opened her mouth just enough to have her lips wrap around his cock and stretch it open as she went down on the head.


As I held my hand there, she guided her hand along my hand and started stroking my hand up and down on the cock.


His cock was starting to get hard, I could feel the blood rush to his cock as it grew. Veins started popping out. She was starting to struggle with the head as I started stroking it she grabbed my other hand and placed it around his cock.


There I was, stroking a big black cock right into Kirans mouth. A few minutes passed and she removed my hands from his cock and told me to move back.


As I sat back down she started spitting on his cock, and stroking it to get it all lubed up with his spit. She started deep throating it while stroking it furiously.


I got up and moved to see what he was doing that was driving her up the wall. As I got behind her ass, I saw he was fingering her asshole and pussy.. And she was LOVING IT!


Not only was she moaning loud once again, she was starting to push back, which prompted him to bang her faster and harder.


I looked at his fingers completely disappear into her ass and pussy. His fingers were longer then my cock! She was creaming white pussy juices all over his fingers.


Without warning he pulled out and removed her off his face and cock.


I knew it was about to happen. She laid on her back and spread her legs. I went over to the dresser to go get condoms. As I grabbed them and passed them to him, she looked at me and said "really? You think your regular condoms are going to fit his monster cock baby?"


"Should I go get bigger ones?" I asked.


"Not sure if I can promise you that she wouldn't of had 2-3 orgasms on my cock by then" he interrupted.


"Then what do you want to do baby?" I asked.


"I've watched his videos, he can hold it in" she said.


"But your ovulating baby, it's not safe" I said as I couldn't believe she was willing to get fucked bare back.


"It's a one time thing, he won't cum inside me" she said as she started to rub her pussy.


I could tell she wanted it badly.


I shrugged my shoulders and sat next to her head. She grabbed my head and brought me closer to her mouth.


I could smell the black cock juice off her mouth.


She leaned me in and kissed me. I felt her tongue enter my mouth. Full of black cock juices. I wasn't sure if it wasn't pre cum but it didn't stop me. We made out like mad.


After 10 seconds she pushed me off and told the bull to go slowly.


There was no turning back, Kiran my 19 year old wife was about to take a cock bigger then her forearm.


With one hand the bull spread her beautiful wet pink and brown pussy lips. He guided his cock to the opening of her virgin like pussy.


I looked at her, she was in pure ecstasy. As he thrusted forward, not even half the cock was at the opening of her pussy and she let out a loud moan. Arched her back and grabbed onto the bed sheets.


"Damn this is gonna take a while" the bull said as he grabbed the middle of his long cock.


He thrusted a little more and she let out a scream.


"You okay" I asked.


No response.


"Kiran?" I asked again.


With her eyes shut she nodded.


The bull continued to push a little more in. As he got about 4 inches in, she put her hand against his lower abs. Stopping him from going any deeper.


"Wait, it hurts." She said in pain.


"Do you have lube? It'll help" he said.


We had never used lube so we didn't have any.


"No, but should I eat her out? It'll make her more wet" I asked.


"I got a better idea baby" she said as there was a black Cock deeper in her pussy then my cock had ever gone.


She instructed me to come and put my head on her pelvic area. As I did that I looked up and saw the bull nodding to Kiran.


He slowly removed his cock from her pussy and put it within an inch from my mouth. Right on top of her clit.


"So you wana lube it up?" He asked as he looked down at me.


As I was about to get up, I felt Kirans hand hold my head down.


"You really want me to be in pain baby?"


I just lay there in shock.


"Now be a good husband and open wide" she said.


Without hesitation, I opened up and saw his cock with her pussy juices on its head come inside my mouth. Tasted like her pussy but a little saltier.


As he pushed back, he pushed to the back of my mouth/into my throat.


"Hey look he can take it deeper then you Kiran" he chuckled.


Never in a million years did I think this was possible. Kiran was getting her pussy banged by a black guy, while I had a black cock in my mouth. All being recorded.


I swirled my tongue around the cocks head and felt it get harder with each thrust.


The bull started to moan along with Kiran.


"Don't finish him off now baby, I want me a piece of that cum filled cock" she said.


She grabbed my head, as I removed the cock from my mouth I saw all the saliva on his black cock which must of been 10+ inches now.
She grabbed me and pulled me in and said "let me taste that black
Cock in your mouth while he fucks me". Right before I leaned in for a kiss she grabbed my hand and guided it to his cock.


She wanted me to guide his cock back to the opening of her pussy. Like it was my way of giving him permission to fuck her brains out.


I grabbed the rock hard black cock and brought it to the opening of her brown pussy lips that were drenched. As the tip of his cock thrusted into her pussy, she grabbed me and kissed me.


With my hand still guiding his cock inside her pussy, I felt the cock keep thrusting deeper and deeper inside her pussy. She opened her mouth open wide. It was in all the way, it had to be, she arched her back and let out a moan.


"OMG ITS SO FUCKI---" she said as I forcefully put my lips against her gapping mouth and swirled my tongue against hers.


I felt the Bulls cock remove his cock and thrust back in, I stopped kissing her to look at his cock and couldn't believe it. Not only was his cock covered with white cream from her pussy. I saw the pussy juice had only gone to a little over half of his cock.


"Did you not go in all the way?!" I asked.


"No way, I hit the back of her pussy with just 7 inches" he said as he thrusted inside her tight wet Indian pussy.


I could hear the friction of her pussy clinging onto his cock as it ripped apart her pussy as it went deeper with every thrust.


As he slowly picked up the pace, she started to moan louder and louder. Grabbing onto the bed sheets, screaming "fuck me, fuck my tight indian pussy with your big black cock".


"Oooo baby I feel your cock hit the back of my pussy".


"It feels so good, don't stop baby, I want your cock deep inside my pussy".


Then she said something that shocked me.


As he started to kiss her up her neck and thrust deeper she screamed, "show my husband how to fuck my brown pussy"


It set off emotions inside me. But
Not only did it turn me off even more, it made me cum!


I wasn't even touching my cock and I started spurting cum, loads of cum.


I didn't want either of them to see so I got up and was about to walk away when she grabbed my hand.


"Go squeeze his balls from behind". She ordered.


"Feel his balls full of cum waiting to shoot deep inside my pussy" she said as I couldn't believe what she had just said.


I had to remind myself that she was just in the zone so I did as she said.


I went behind the bull and grabbed his big black balls. Must of been double the size of mine.


As he thrusted inside her I looked down and saw her pussy was covered in white cream, and every stroke brought out more cream onto his cock.


It worried me so I asked, "you didn't cum did you?"


"No, now let me do my thing" he said.


I let go of his balls and he started to give her slow strokes as he played with her pussy and tits.


The bed sheets were drenched in their juices. I went over and sat down. For a good 20 minutes he ripped apart her pussy but couldn't get past 7 inches.


After missionary for 7 minutes he took his cock out and stood at the end of the bed. Cock covered in pussy cream. As he stood up, I saw Kirans pussy, wide open. You could see inside her pussy that's how open her pussy was.


He instructed me to get up and lay on my back with my head hanging off the bed.


After doing so, she got up and go in the 69 position on top of me.


I was underneath her with his cock inches away from my mouth.


"Let's get my cock cleaned up a bit" he said as he grabbed his cock and inserted it in my mouth.


The taste put me over the top, and I couldn't help it. I heard Kiran, "omg he's cumming and I didn't even touch his dick". I was tasting her pussy cream off his cock while she played with my cock outside its cage.


"Ok that's enough for now" the bull said as he removed his cock out of my mouth.


He guided it to the opening of her stretched pussy and slowly starts inserting it. I was watching her pussy take in a black cock from just inches away.


I could almost see/imagine where the cock was along her pelvic area.


As he started to thrust faster, she started moaning louder, screaming in pleasure and pain.


"Fuck me Jerome, fuck me with your black cock. Make me your slut" she screamed.


I was afraid the neighbours would hear so I grabbed my cock and forced her head towards it.


She got the clue and put my caged cock into her mouth.


As she moaned it vibrated my cock, putting my cock close to cumming. As I was about to cum, I removed her mouth and I came all over her neck area.


She didn't even notice. I snuck out from under her to see what made her not notice I just cummed again but this time on her face.


As I stood behind her and looked at her ass, I saw the bull was fucking her with almost his whole cock, with a few inches still not going in and he had 2 fingers in her ass.


As he fucked her, she was trying to pull away, but he kept grabbing her hips and pulling her in closer.


The bull started to pick up the pace and removed his hand from her hips because she stopped pulling away and had started bouncing back onto his cock.


The bull then moved his hand and placed it on her clit. The bull was fucking her like a porn star! He had his cock ripping her pussy apart and had 2 fingers thrusting inside her asshole and his other hand rubbing her pussy and it was building up something big.


As he picked up the pace, she started screaming, "DONT STOP, OH MY GOD IM GOING TO CUM" and all of a sudden she started to squirt all over his cock and the bed. It was like a sprinkler went off. She tried pulling away but the bull pulled her in with his hand that was under neath her rubbing her pussy. Resulting in her cummimg even harder, drenching the bed and carpet. As she was finishing squirting she pulled away from his cock, releasing his cock from her sore pussy. And she collapsed onto her stomach on the bed.


As I looked at the bull he shook his head, couldn't believe how powerful that orgasm was, as could I.


There my wife Kiran laid, on her stomach, with her pussy that was once a virgin like pussy, covered now in pussy juices, cream and gaping open. I looked down on my cock and realized I was dripping cum.


I realized then that if I put my cock inside her pussy at that moment, she wouldn't even be able to feel I was inside her.


The bull got back on the bed and layed on his back next to her. With his cock still rock hard covered in white cream from Kirans pussy.


"How was that?" He asked Kiran.


"Mmmmm" she moaned.


"So when do I get to finish?" He asked.


"Baby, go clean my juices off him" she said as she was breathing heavily.


I crawled onto the bed and started licking the juices off his cock. The taste of her juices had me hard as a rock. I felt Kiran move around but wasn't sure what she was doing.


As I sucked his cock I was in the zone, not ever doing it before
Today I wasn't even realizing what Kiran was doing.


After I Slurped up the last bit of cream off his cock, I felt my cock spring out. I looked down and Kiran had opened the cage.


"It's your turn now baby" she said.


Thinking it was my turn to fuck her, I started crawling towards her, she pushed me back.


"No, not my pussy. You'll see"


As she get up and sat down on Jerome cowgirl position.


"Now guide his big black cock back into my pussy" she said as she went down and started French kissing Jerome.


I grabbed his cock which was still hard and positioned it to her pussy which was still gaping open. And without any hesitation she sat down on it. Letting in half of it without stopping.


She let out a loud moan. "Ahhh baby, lick his cock right up to my asshole"


I had never licked her asshole but it was covered in her pussy juices so I started licking his cock up to her asshole and ended up started running her.


After a few moments she told me to go into a bag she brought home today.


As I reached inside it, I found lube.


"What's this for?"


"Anal"


I couldn't believe it. She wasn't going to have anal sex with me but she would let him?!


I opened the package and started to run it in and around her asshole while he slowly thrusted inside her.


As I was done I asked "Jermone, time for me to lube your cock"


They both laughed.


"You think his cock is going in my ass?!"


Confused I just sat there, then it hit me. I looked down at my throbbing cock.


"Your cock is a perfect size for my tight asshole" Kiran said as he started to pick up the pace.


I quickly opened the lube and stroked my cock with lube- almost cumming at the thought of what was about to happen.


I pushed Kirans back, leaning Kiran towards Jerome's face.


As I positioned my cock to the opening of her asshole. I heard Kiran and him start making out.


I looked down and saw he had stopped fucking her but had his cock in her to about 8 inches. Which gave me an idea.


I grabbed my cock and inserted the head of my cock and another inch to the opening of her asshole.


As I slowly started to push in, she started to scream, "omg I can feel your cock enter my ass"


As my cock was almost in the the whole way, I pushed her ass down, resulting in forcefully pushed his entire cock inside her pussy and having my full length in her ass.


"AHHHHH HES HITTING THE BACK OF MY PUSSY"


We just stayed there, in that position as Kiran had a 10+ inch Python cock in her pussy's deepest depths while my cock was fully erect inside her asshole.


After what seemed like minutes. Jerome instructed me to slowly pull out and push back in without having my cock pull out completely. As I did that I could feel the wall that deprecated her pussy and asshole. I could feel every inch of his cock inside on the other side.


As I thrusted in and out she started to scream in pain.


"I'm pulling out" I said.


As I was about to, she screamed "don't you dare"


"But baby---" I couldn't finish my sentence before she cut me off and started riding my cock and his.


It was the best feeling I've ever had. I just stood there on my knees. Looking down watching Kiran slowly ride my cock into her asshole and his cock into her pussy.


It wasn't long before I started grunting. "Omg he's going to cum" she said I'm anger.


She got off his cock a little more and started to push back onto mine furiously. "Fucking cum inside my ass" I couldn't believe it, I went from having a wife I had only fucked who told me she would never do anal with me to telling me to cumming in her ass while having a black cock inside her like it was nothing.


As I watched her ass bounce on my brown cock she said something that set me off.


"Cum inside me baby, Jerome your next"


I wanted to pull out so badly, knowing if I came then Jerome was going to cum inside her ovulating indian pussy. But it felt way to good to pull out. The site of her brown ass covered in pussy juices bouncing on my cock was too much.


As she backed up onto my cock I thrusted back into her ass and grunted loudly as my cock went rock hard and shot loads of cum inside her asshole. She started to moan loud, as she started orgasming.


"Ooohhh baby I feel your cock shooting cum inside my ass, ohh baby keep going".


But I couldn't. I was completely done.


I slowly removed my cock from her asshole which closed immediately.


My cock was still dripping cum as I backed off the bed.


Cum started to leak from her pussy as she slowly started to sit down on his cock. It was like the deeper his cock went in her pussy, the more cum that was dripping out of her pussy.


I wasn't sure what was going to happen. Kiran wasn't on the pill and was ovulating. She wouldn't even have sex with me when she ovulates even with a condom and here she was with a block cock inside her pussy.


I was just about to tell her it had gone too far when she turned back and looked at me and instructed me to do something that changed my mind of not wanting him to come inside her pussy.


"Baby, while I bounce on the top half of his cock, I want you to stroke the rest of his cock, and don't stop until you stroke every last bit of cum from his big black cock, into my ovulating womb"


I immediately jumped on the bed and grabbed the base of his cock with one hand and grabbed his slippery hard cock and started stroking from the base to where Kirans pussy sat on his cock.


It was amazing. With every stroke his cock grew harder and longer. Her moans got louder, his veins got bigger. And within minutes she screamed "TELL HIM TO SHOOT HIS BLACK COCK CUM INSIDE MY OVULATING PUSSY"


Without thinking about the consequences I shouted "CUM INSIDE HER" and furiously stroked his cock to his full length that wasn't inside her pussy.


Within seconds I felt my hand stroke up the shaft and felt a thick stream of cum shooting up the shaft, as I stroked down I felt it along side the cock shaft and Kiran screamed as did the Bull loudly. Orgasming at the same time. Feeling the Bulls cock get harder then I've ever felt, with a stream of thick cum as I stroked it made me cum without touching my cock. He cummed what felt like for a minute. With his final couple stroked he pushed my hand away, grabbed her ass cheeks and said "I'm planting my seed deep" he thrusted his whole cock inside her pussy and slammed her ass so far down his balls slapped we dripping wet asshole.


He just left it there while she opened her mouth open wide and let out a final scream.


I sat there, with my cock dripping
Cum, and had just possibly watched my wife Kiran get impregnated by a black cock.


After a few minutes he slowly withdrew his cock from her pussy. Right before he took it out completely, she told to lay down on my back next to them. After doing so, she put her hand against her pussy, removed his cock from her pussy and quickly got up and squatted down on my mouth.


I felt her pressure down all of her weight onto my mouth and felt a heavy stream of thick cum drip right into my mouth. Mixed with her pussy juices. She furiously rod my mouth while moaning.


After riding my mouth she got off and laid back down on the bed.


The bull had started to get dressed.


"Man you Indians are crazy"


I got up and chatted for a bit. He told me her pussy was tighter then any other pussy he had fucked.


While we talked, Kiran laid there.


As we were talking she said, "that's not fair" as she got up. She kneeled down next to Jerome and pulled me down, grabbed his cock which was still semi hard, and said "look, it's dripping cum, finish him off" and pushed my head to his cock.


His cock went straight to the back of my throat. I felt a bit of cum trickle down my throat as Kiran stroked his cock.


Kiran got removed it from my mouth and started sucking it as I got up.


He looked down at her and then at me and said "told you she'd get addicted"


She stood up smiled and kissed him and went back to bed.


I walked Jerome out and told him I would be in contact with him for the video.


When I went back to the bedroom I saw Kiran laying on her stomach with her stretched pussy and asshole. I slowly climbed back into bed. She tried turning over but I didn't let her, I positioned my cock at the Entrance of her swollen pussy, and shoved it straight inside her cum filled pussy.


Her pussy felt so warm, I could feel how stretched she was. She just quietly moaned as I furiously fucked her for a minute till I dropped another load inside her pussy.


I collapsed next to her. With just enough Energy left in her, she got up and sat back on my mouth. But this time she grabbed her pussy lips with 2 fingers with each hand and opened her pussy wide and pushed the mix of cum from Jerome and my cock into my mouth.


I had a mouthful of cum when she got off my mouth and laid next to me, as I was about to spit it out she told me to kneel next to her and let her have the load in her mouth! True porno style.


I kneeled next to her and swapped my full mouthful of mixed cum inside her mouth.


As I looked down at her she told me to go fetch more, I went straight down between her legs and fingered more cum out and started sucking cum out of her.


Came back and dropped it in her mouth. She looked up at me with. Mouthful of Jerome and my cum and swallowed it. And that's when I knew my precious Kiran had turned into a Black Cock Slut. 


My Wife With An Older Man

My wife and I have been married for about ten years, after meeting in college. I considered myself quite the stud back then, but was still surprised and flattered when I landed someone like Anna. Our love life has been fabulous, and I know she has never cheated on me. I had a minor office fling in our third year together, but it only lasted for a few times. Anna is a Texas gal, grew up on a small ranch outside Dallas. If there is such a thing as a “typical” cowgirl, it’s Anna. She’s nearly as tall as me, slender, long legs and dark hair nearly to her waist. At twenty nine, she’s a beauty and I know it.
After a stint in the Air Force, I took my computer skills and landed a nice job in upper management with a manufacturing company. One of my jobs is to meet out-of-town clients, and take them to dinner, make them feel comfortable. I have at times allowed some of them, both male and female, to stay overnight at our large spacious home. That was the case with Walt, an older gentleman who was an old friend of one of the owners. Walt was somewhere between fifty and sixty, a large athletic-looking man, well over six-foot, but developing somewhat of a pot belly now. He dressed tastefully and wore a Rolex, so Anna and I thought he must be well-off financially.


After he treated us to an expensive dinner out, during which we consumed several bottles of good wine, we went back home and had a night cap before bedtime. The night cap lasted for about two hours, during which Anna served crackers and cheese. After the first hour, the conversation was mostly between Anna and Walt because the wine was taking its toll on me. I wasn’t so drunk that I didn’t pick up on Walt hitting on her every time he got the chance. Just little things at first, innuendoes, double meanings, and the like. My eyes drooped but I could still see his advances even though he seemed unaware of it. Went Anna got up to pour more wine, Walt followed her, slipped his hands around her waist and nuzzled her neck. She tried laughing it off at first, but he grew bolder, turned her around and ran his hands over her hips. Anna pushed him away, shook her finger angrily and said emphatically, “No.” Walt just laughed good-naturedly, but when she took the food tray back into the kitchen he was right behind her again. Slipping his arms around her waist, he attempted to kiss her. Anna pushed against his chest, turning her head to the side, but I could see his hands were holding the cheeks of her ass tightly, crushing her against his groin. After a short struggle, they returned to the living room, but I could see by Anna’s red face that she was pretty upset.
Anna spoke my name several times, but I remained motionless, watching through closed eyelids. She finally said, “Walt, you’re a guest in our home and a friend of Pat’s employer, but that doesn’t give you the right to take liberties. Give me your word you’ll behave.”
He said, “Of course. By the way, Pat looks like he’s out to the world.”
“Yes, we should all be going to bed soon. Will you please give me a hand getting him into the bedroom?”
I was limp as a rag as they carried me in and laid me onto our king-sized bed, then quietly departed. I waited a moment, then slipped silently across the floor, into our adjoining bathroom, and looked through the crack of a partially open door. They were seated on the couch and Walt was already at it again, trying to kiss her as she pushed against his chest and shook her head. He finally forced her backward, and lowered his face into the softness of her neck. I could hear her soft mutterings of protest, but Walt seemed oblivious to them. Suddenly, I noticed his hands were on her breasts, kneading them, pinching her nipples through her white shirt. One arm across her chest, he unbuttoned her shirt as she glared at him. “I’ll scream,” I heard her say softly. Pat’s in the next room. He’ll hear me.”
Walt laughed. “A freight train couldn’t wake him up. Relax.”
She started to say something, but Walt crushed his mouth down on hers. I could see she was giving an honest effort to resist, but he was just too strong, holding her motionless. He had her breasts bare now, playing with her nipples as he forced his tongue down her throat. Walt’s hand was under her skirt now, reaching high up between her legs. I was suddenly aware I had gone from someone curious about whether his wife would be faithful, to a man with a raging hard-on. I was excited by this! Terribly excited. I felt as if my cock could cut a diamond. Anna’s skirt was up to her waist, and Walt’s knee was between her long legs as he struggled with removing her panties. I heard her said, “No, god dammit, Walt. Stop it now!”
Walt wasn’t about to stop. Her panties finally off; Walt slid down, held both legs in the crook of his arms, and buried his face in my wife’s pussy. I heard her gasp all the way to where I watched gripping my rampant cock tightly. At first, she simply lie there, but after a while I saw tell-tell tightening of her thigh muscles, then her bare toes start to slowly work. Walt was getting to her at last. I almost came right then, reluctantly forcing my hands away from my cock. My beautiful Anna was responding to his driving tongue. Just as she tightened her thighs against his head, grunting softly, Walt stopped, sliding upward as I head a soft moan of protest from her. I saw his cock as he did. It was bigger than mine, thicker too. He didn’t hesitate, slamming his cock in to the pubic hair as Anna screamed softly. Then he went to work, fucking her relentlessly. At first she didn’t respond, trying to resist, hold something back, but finally she groaned and wrapped her arms around his back, fucking him back just as vigorously. It didn’t take long. I listened to their sounds of pleasure as they both released. Then I released my load into the tissue I retrieved from the countertop. Walt lay on top of her for a few moments, and I could tell they were totally spent. After a while they stirred and I scampered back into bed. A moment later, Anna opened the door and peeked in, closing in again.
I waited a few moments, went back to my watching place and saw she was on the floor in front of Walt, licking and sucking his cock obediently. My cock stirred again, but I was totally spent so I went back to bed and dozed off. I didn’t know when Anna came to bed. 

…..

I posted the start of my story a week ago, and intended that was all I’d say about it. The title of it was I Watched My Wife With An Older Man. Doing that was hard enough because I was extremely frightened of being found out. I still am. That would be the end of my job, and Anna’s and my life here. To be truthful, I didn’t exactly write that part either. I had a friend do it for me, just like she’s doing with this episode. Her name is Cleo. I’ve been friends with Cleo since high school and we have no secrets from each other. She is totally beautiful but except for a few childhood games of Doctor, we’ve never been lovers – just the best of friends. That’s why I told her about my wife being fucked by that older man – and how it’d made me feel. I figured she’d call me a wimp, or worse. Most folks would, but I was surprised when she told me she had written a story like mine for another man and posted it on a website. She said it’d helped the guy deal with his feelings about it, and assured me no one could possibly find out who it was about. I knew she’d written articles for the local paper, but was still reluctant. She finally persuaded me, so I spoke into a recorder and she put it together.
I guess I should first bring everyone up to date. A few months ago I’d brought home a business client who was a friend of my boss, to stay the night. He was a big guy, older man (I found out he was sixty years old) in pretty good shape with a developing pot-belly. I’m thirty-five, Anna’s twenty-nine. That evening I’d watched in a pretended drunken sleep as he’d hit on Anna all night, primarily just to see what she’d do – if she would remain faithful. To cut to the chase, he’d ended up fucking her into a shuddering climax as I’d watched from the bathroom, cumming into a tissue. Just watching them had made me cum so hard I was weak. I’d been totally unprepared for my reaction to seeing some stranger stuff his large cock inside my wife, and I was still having trouble dealing with it. At times I was so jealous I was filled with rage. Sometimes, I jerked off into a sock just reliving it. Pretty sick, huh? Go ahead call me a wimp, a pussy. I’ve called myself worse over all this.
I never mentioned to Anna that I saw them, so she didn’t suspect, although she tried doubly hard to please me after it happened - waiting on me, hot sex sessions, the whole thing. I guess she felt guilty, but what the hell, so did I. Then the bomb shell dropped. My boss came by, congratulated me on a minor accomplishment and asked if I minded if Walt stayed a couple nights with Anna and me again. Said he’d raved about how much he’d enjoyed it. I’ll bet! My mind suddenly cramped-up at the news and all I could do was nod dumbly. That night lying in bed with Anna, I contemplated the corner I was in, and wondered if I should confess that I’d seen them. I just couldn’t do it. I guess I loved her too much and knew the stress it’d cause between us. Still, I knew I had to inform her Walt would be returning, and I didn’t know how she would receive that news.
“You remember that Walt guy who stayed overnight with us a while back? Well, the boss asked me if we could do it again for a couple days.” I felt her grow quiet beside me, couldn’t even hear her breathing.
“You didn’t agree, did you?”
“Well . . . I sort of did. Is that a problem?”
After a long heartbeat, she said, “I guess not. I just don’t like strangers in our home. I like being alone with you.”
“It’ll be all right. You liked Walt Okay, didn’t you?”
“I guess,” she said in a quiet voice.
A moment later she slid over and laid her head on my chest. "Pat, I love you."
"And I love you, Kitten."
"I really mean it."
"Me too."


The day finally arrived and I picked Walt up at the airport. Anna was fixing BBQ on the back patio. She was dressed in her white shorts and a halter top. She loved beautiful as usual. Walt must of thought so too because as I watched him watch her tight ass all afternoon, I could see a bulge in the area of his fly. I made it my job to run errands into the kitchen for drinks and sauce, hurrying to a spot near the back bedroom where I could watch them. Walt was predictable. No sooner had I departed the area, and he was at it again. He’d grab Anna by the wrist or around her waist, but she’d jerk away and hiss something at him until he backed off. As the evening got late and we consumed more drinks, my “bathroom trips” took longer and I could see Anna was getting tired of having to fight him off. I didn’t know how far I’d let it go yet. I felt like a sick puppy, but was also so excited that I trembled. The conflict was killing me. On one trip I made it to the back window and saw them standing near the pool, Walt’s hand was trapped between Anna’s legs, and I watched as he forced his knee between them too, getting better access. He was now able to cup her entire vagina, working his hand as she attempted to push it away. Suddenly, he lowered his face and swallowed her mouth. She froze. Then I saw something that stabbed me in the heart. She accepted his tongue, suddenly kissing him back, and quit pushing his hand away. Somehow seeing her kiss him like that hurt about as bad as previously seeing his cock inside her. As for my own cock, it could’ve cut glass at the moment. Anna finally broke away, glancing furtively toward the door where I’d return. They were seated when I got there, Anna’s face flushed, Walt grinning.
I stood and stretched. “Well, as I said, I have to be in the office to call the East Coast office as soon as they open in the morning. They’re a couple hours ahead of us so it’ll be an early day for me. I have to turn in, but you guys enjoy the evening and we’ll figure out what we’ll do tomorrow when I return about nine. Good night. I ignored Anna’s expression, something between terror and hunger, and went inside.
I put on my PJ bottoms, remained barefoot, and peeked outside to see if they were still there. They were there conversing in low tones. Anna was shaking her head and sneaking glances at the rear door. I heard Walt laugh softly as Anna dropped her head, staring into her lap. Walt got up and went to sit beside her on the sofa lounge. She didn’t look at him. Walt took her unresisting hand, placing it on his dick, holding it there. She still didn’t look up, just shook her head, apparently telling him no but he was ignoring her. With his other hand he reached out and grasped her right nipple and I imagined I could hear her gasp from where I watched. I knew she loved that, and watched her face contort as he rolled it around between his thumb and forefinger. Even from where I stood, I could see she was weakening. Walt took his considerable semi-hard girth from his trousers, and re-wrapped her fingers around it. This time she looked down at it, opening her mouth as though in amazement. It looked even larger than I recalled.
Walt released her nipple, massaged the side of her neck and face, then pulled her head forward and down, toward his erection. She resisted only temporarily, then lowered her face and engulfed most of it. I head him groan as she did. Then she went to work on his cock hungrily for a couple minutes. Suddenly, she stood, looked down at him for a moment then walked toward the rear door. I scampered frantically to get back to our bedroom, sliding under the covers with only a second to spare. The exertion probably made my deep breathing convince her I was sound asleep. I heard the door close softly and only waited for about a minute before I hurried back to my post near the window. Anna was already kneeling in front of him, swallowing his cock hungrily. He pulled her up into his lap, holding still as she slowly slid down on his thick cock. I saw her throw her head back - heard her moan. Then they were fucking like animals. I was finding it hard to breath, could feel my heart pounding against my chest violently. My legs were about to give out but I couldn’t look away. It was clear their frustration had been building all afternoon and they wanted a quick release. His cock was so thick I could see him pulling the lining of her vagina out with each thrust. Mine looked like a child’s in comparison. If it was painful for her, she didn’t act like it. His hairy sacs looked like hardballs slapping against her anus. He suddenly grasped her ass cheeks and strained upward. I could see Anna’s inter-thighs trembling, heard her whimper and saw her toes working steadily. I knew from experience that she was there. She was sucking his tongue as they came together - long shuddering surges wracking her body in waves – over and over. I felt completely inadequate. I’d never been able to make her do that. Then I exploded too, like a volcano – like I’d never done before either. My legs finally gave out as I slowly sank to the floor, never taking my eyes off the spectacle before me.
Anna had collapsed against his hairy chest, gasping through her open mouth for breath, her ass and legs still trembling violently from her pleasure. She lowered her face again and lovingly accepted his tongue, clearly licking the inside of his mouth. God that hurt. As his cock deflated, a river of white ran from her pussy lips, onto his hairy balls and legs. I watched as he pushed her off his lap and guided her head downward, indicating with a silent nod what he wanted. Without a single protest, she sucked his cock clean, licking it from top to bottom – she did his balls, then back to his softening cock. She made love to it, actually worshiped it with her mouth. That nearly killed me, but my own cock was hardening once more and I grasped it tightly.
Who was this woman whom I thought I knew? She’d never licked my messy cock afterward. This person looked like a slut. A total stranger. That was my beautiful Anna in front of me. My wife! I watched, mesmerized, as she worked his cock back to a state of erection. It was already half-hard when she sucked his nuts into her mouth, lifted up and nibbled under them at the tender strip of flesh found there. I saw his thick meat stiffen more as he slid downward, giving her better access. He lifted his knees, holding them in the crook of his arms as she nuzzled between his ass cheeks, licking his asshole.
Slut! Oh shit, I was ready to cum again. I quickly let go of my cock, breathing heavily and shaking. She had it stuck all the way down her throat now, her nose in his pubic hair, holding it there, her throat muscles working, milking it. It didn’t take long. His thighs tightened as he wrapped his fingers in her hair and shot his load deep into her belly. She lapped it up like it was cream. He had to literarily had to force her mouth off his cock. He tossed her onto the sofa, and buried his face in her vagina as she screamed, clutching his head in her hands and between her thighs. She came almost instantly. So did I. I almost had to crawl back to my room. Half-alseep, I felt Anna slip silently between the sheets about twenty minutes later.


The next morning I left before daylight, Anna still sleeping. I took care to smooth my side of the sheet and fluff my pillow though. I came back around nine to find them both in the pool. I went into the bedroom and found the bed hadn't been made yet. Pulling down the cover, I saw my side mussed, the pillow flattened. On the sheet were several small stains that I knew were semen. I got close and took awhiff. It looked like they'd had quite a morning after I'd left. Jealousy reared its ugly head again. So did my cock.


I knew it would only be temporary relief, but I went into the bathroom and whacked off. Then I joined them outside, where I learned Walt had been advised to attend a luncheon in El Paso the following day and had to leave for the airport. He said he’d return and spend one more day with us after his meeting. Anna “volunteered” to drive him to the airport. They departed around 2:00 PM. It was a forty minute round trip. She returned about 5:30. I checked her closely and saw the tell-tell redness around her pretty mouth, knowing instantly that she’d given Walt a good send-off to hold him until his return. She laid down for a well-earned nap, and I called my friend Cleo.
“Do you still love her, Pat?”
“Yes.”
“And she still loves you. Where’s the problem? You enjoy her pleasure, and it gives you pleasure. Period. All this is, is a little rubbing friction and an exchange of bodily fluids. It’s transitory and will pass. I suggest you tell her you know, and admit you liked it, too.”
I guess I’ve got a decision to make. 

…..

Anna was dozing that afternoon when I went into our bedroom after she’d taken Walt to the airport. Because of the amount of time she’d been gone, her puffy lips and a slight redness around her mouth, I was convinced she’d given him a prolonged blowjob before he departed. In fact, they’d been at each other at least three or four times a day during his visit this time, but they still didn’t know that I knew about them. It was a conundrum for me. It hurt that my wife was fucking another man right in my own home, but it excited me like nothing else ever had before. In truth, part of me wanted it to end, but part of me wanted to continue experiencing this awesome excitement. My friend Cleo had suggested that I let Anna know, share the experience together, but I knew once the Genii was let out of the box, it couldn’t ever be put back in. Anna and I hadn’t had sex in over a week but oddly, I didn’t feel deprived. Actually, I felt totally sexually satisfied with the situation as it now was, just scared of losing her and terribly Jealous. Taking a deep breath, I eased onto the bed beside her.


“You awake?” I asked.


“Ummm.”


I jumped right into the subject without thinking about it. “I know about you and Walt,” I said abruptly. “I saw you . . . you know . . . together.”


She grew very still, hardly breathing. Then “Pat . . . I . . .”


“Wait. Let me talk,” I said.


Not sparing myself anything I’d done to help create this mess, I recalled everything I’d seen and how I’d jerked off to it, telling her everything. Once the floodgates were open, I had to get it all out. I ended by telling her how much I loved her and stressed our need to be completely honest with each other in everything. I also told her how angry and jealous it’d made me feel.


I heard a soft sob in her throat as she said, “Oh Pat, I’m so sorry. I’ll never do it again. I promise.”
I pulled her head onto my chest and we lay that way until we’d dozed off. Later, watching TV in the family room, we talked more about it and I asked her to share all the details and tell me about each of her encounters with Walt. She told me she’d never even thought about cheating on me in all these years. She was forthcoming and completely honest, and it was as I suspected, Walt had been after her constantly like a dog in heat, forcibly having his way with her anytime he wanted it - and her mostly enjoying every minute. She said he was insatiable, that he had a hard-on almost constantly. Most of the time he’d just forced himself upon her, but she admitted that she always ended up enjoying it – especially the oral sex, at which he was a master.


I was hurt by that. I performed oral sex on her occasionally, and mentioned that I thought she had enjoyed it. She sort of smiled, saying, “You do great, darling. But you lick and suck very gentle, lovingly. Walt devours me. He bites, sucks licks and blows on everything down there, even my anus. He’s all mouth and fingers until it drives me completely insane. I’m being honest. He totally had me anytime he wanted me, after that. I thought about it all day – every day. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I still can’t,” she told me quite embarrassedly. She said It had been the best sex she’d ever had. Looking into my eyes, she then told me it was over between her and Walt, or anybody else but me for the rest of her life. She was my wife and would always be so.


The next two days were just as it’d always been between us. All tension and apprehension had immediately vanished, but the spectrum of Walt’s return loomed over us like a giant shadow. We got a short reprieve when he called and said he had to stay at the meeting for another day, asking to be picked up at the airport a day later. He came in late and it was well after 10:00 PM by the time we arrived back home. I helped him carry his bags to the spare bedroom, telling him it was late and Anna and I would be going right to bed. He said that he also would be turning in. With the lights out, we lay without touching, hardly breathing. On the way from the airport I noticed Anna had hardly looked at Walt, although he’d constantly attempted catching her eye and I could feel the sexual tension mounting between them. Later, in the darkness of our bedroom we lay without moving or talking, Anna constantly tossing as though trying to get comfortable.


“Are you okay?” I finally whispered.


After a moment, she replied with a small catch in her voice, “I’m sorry, Pat.”


I reached out, touching her cheek. It was wet. “Yeah,” was all I could say.


Love for this woman filled my heart to such a capacity that I ached for her. Above all else, I didn’t want her suffering for something that had largely been my own fault. I knew what was bothering her. Walt had been at her constantly all the time he’d been there, and she was like a drug addict suddenly deprived from her drug. I knew she was lying there thinking about that huge cock just thirty feet away and it was driving her crazy. Truth is, I was hard as a rock too.


Twenty minutes later, I said quietly, “Go on. It’s all right.”


She didn’t even pretend she didn’t know what I was talking about. In the darkened room I saw her pulling on her white nightgown. At the foot of the bed she paused and though I couldn’t see her eyes, I knew she was staring at me. With the nightlight in the bathroom behind her, I could see the outline of her slender body through the thin gown. I heard her whisper again, “I’m sorry.” Then she was gone.


I lay in the darkened room listening intently for any sound of her movement, though in bare feet on the carpet, that was unlikely. What I hoped for was some sound that she’d changed her mind – and a strange longing deep inside - hoping she wouldn’t. A moment later, I heard her cry out softly, then much louder. I knew she wasn’t coming back. The big cock she’d been fantasizing about all night was inside her. I suddenly realized the reason she sounded so nearby was because she’d left our bedroom door open, and likely the other door was left ajar so I could hear, as well. A gesture of kindness toward me – or the actions of a slut? I truly didn’t know.


For the next five minutes I listened to the sound of their lovemaking. No, that’s not accurate. It was the sound of two people fucking like animals, hard and unrelenting - the unrestrained slapping of moist flesh as they grunted and cried out their pleasure. I knew Anna liked to be vocal when she made love and it must have been hard for her all the times Walt had pummeled her with his fencepost-like cock, trying to stifle it so I wouldn’t be alerted. It was as if now that I’d told her I knew, she didn’t have to hide any longer. She could let it all go, maybe even flaunt it. I clutched my cock harder as I heard her cry out her pent-up release, “Oh baby . . . oh godddd!”


That was quickly followed by Walt’s own obscene grunts as he came.


I was also so close to cumming that my heart literally pounded inside my chest and I was trembling so badly it shook the entire bed. How could I be this turned-on by something I couldn’t even see? I knew that all I had to do was stroke my cock a couple of times, and it would gush like Old Faithful. I choked it instead, holding off. I knew their ritual by now and didn’t want to end it yet. I knew they first had a frenzy-fuck to take off the edge caused by their week apart. After they recovered a bit, she’d suck him dry; and finally, he’d lick her ass and eat her pussy until she collapsed from exhaustion. After that, they’d probably even fuck again, later. The guy was an animal. I listened as, now that they’d satisfied their uncontrollable initial lust, I could hear them muttering - pillow talk between lovers. After a few minutes, I didn’t hear Anna’s voice anymore. All I could hear was Walt urging her on, and that meant she had his cock down her throat, milking it dry. After about ten minutes, Walt groaned loudly and I knew he was flooding her mouth with his slime. Didn’t he care that I might be awake and would hear? Maybe she’d told him I knew about them despite my repeated requests she not do so. No, she wouldn’t betray me like that. A few seconds later I heard her crying out again, even louder and more urgent than before, “Oh god . . . oh god . . . oh god . . .” I knew he was devouring her pussy. That was when I cum so hard my prostrate ached, just as she screamed - sounding like she was strangling.
I knew that what probably turned her on so much was that Walt was a controller. He took what he wanted anytime he wanted it. Whereby I made love to her, Walt used her. I could never be like that, no matter how hard I tried. Anna knew that, too. Being used in this manner was something she never knew she needed until that first night I’d things get out of hand. It was now something she had to have, Walt had initiated her into it with skill, and I felt like I’d been sucker-punched. I could let her do it or I could demand she stop - in which case I was pretty sure I would end up losing her. I would not lose Anna. She was my life.


With my lust satisfied for the moment, I simply felt miserable. The couple next door had also settled down now that their lust was satisfied for the moment. The whole house was suddenly engulfed in silence as I dropped into a drug-like sleep. I awoke the next morning alone. She’d spent the entire night with him.
When I awoke the next morning, I could hear voices on the pool, so I brushed-up, showered and went into the living room. At first glance, they were innocently seated on the sofa lounge, chatting. Then I saw Walt had a contented look on his face and that Anna’s hand was under the leg band of his loose-fitting trunks. She was dutifully stroking his dick slowly, lovingly; Walt acting as if that were his right. Bristling, I charged out, finding Anna’s hand in her own lap when I got there, but Walt’s bulge was still evident.


“Darling,” Anna said brightly, reaching for a cup. “Let me pour you a cup of coffee. It’s such a nice day, Walt and I were just talking about going to the beach.


I knew that she knew I was to drop the Four-runner by the shop for a tune-up this morning. That only left her sports car, a two-seater. That meant I would stay home? Not likely. “Sounds great,” I said. I’d like that.”


“But you have to take the car to the shop, darling. Don’t you?”


I wasn’t about to let them get away for an entire day to fuck their eye-balls out. No way! “We can all go in that. You sit on Walt’s lap.” I hated the thought of that, but the alternative sounded even worse. After some bickering about the logistics, they followed me to the garage. When I got in the driver’s side of the sports car, I saw their seat was all the way back to accommodate Walt’s long legs – well, Anna’s too – and she was already seated in his lap. She was wearing a wrap-around sarong, with her swimsuit under it. She looked beautiful, as usual. By all appearances, they were behaving themselves. I stopped and filled up with gas, then off to the shore. Walt did most of the talking and I reluctantly admitted he was a pretty fascinating guy. He’d been all over the world, talking about the places he’d been and the things he’d seen. Anna was quietly staring out the windshield, letting the men talk. As I said, she looked delicious. A few beads of perspiration had formed along her top lip, and I suddenly wanted to lick them off. About an hour into our journey Anna’s long legs suddenly stiffened, she leaded her head backward and groaned softly. Then whimpering, her face contorted in pain. It took me a moment to realize she was having an orgasm. Then I knew. When I got out to fill up with gas, Walt had pushed her bikini bottom aside and slipped his big cock inside her. He may even have done it without her consent. She had been quietly riding it all this ways, letting the road movement of the vehicle do its job. The sarong had hidden everything and with the air condition on I didn’t even catch a whiff of her pussy. She probably hadn’t intended to cum. I’m sure she didn’t want to intentionally cause me any humiliation, but I couldn’t know that for sure. When she was finished, she became very quiet, her eyes closed, head down, long hair hiding her face. Walt just stared straight ahead with no indication anything had happened.


Without saying a word, I pulled into a roadside mini-mart, drove around to the side, and got out. I walked to the men’s room to give them a chance to get their act together - and clean up. There was a lattes fence on front of the rest room doors. I stopped behind it, peeking through one of the small holes. Walt had his big hands on Anna’s shoulders, literally lifting her upward with his strong thrusts. Hair covering her pretty face, arms flopping around limply, head now bouncing up and down like someone who was sleeping, or unconscious, she didn’t respond. She was awake though. I was pretty sure of that. Walt was just using her. She was letting herself be used - probably enjoying being used.


Walt’s body suddenly stiffened and his face twisted with pleasure as he shot his load inside her. He was gripping her shoulders so hard his knuckles were white, and I wondered if he was bruising her. If she was in pain she didn’t show it, remaining limp throughout the whole thing. I went into the restroom and for several minutes tried to control my trembling, to breathe normally. I heard the women’s restroom door open and close, listened to the water running, and a flush. I dropped my pants, stroked my cock about six times, and shot a load all over the wall, groaning loudly. I came so hard it was almost painful. I had to lean against the wall for a few minutes to regain my breath and gather my strength. When I got back to the car they were both in the passenger seat again and everything appeared normal. I didn’t say a word, just drove off.


At the beach, Anna and I spread our blankets and lay down while Walt ran into the surf. He was a bull of a man, swimming in long strokes far out into the surf. I half-hoped he’d drown. Anna, in her black bikini, lay with her legs slightly apart, tanning her thighs. I peeked but couldn’t detect anything running from her crotch. Inside, I was still seething. Why had that SOB felt he could screw my wife in the car seat right beside me with total impunity? In my mind, I went over everything that had happened on our trip down and reached a conclusion.


“You told him, didn’t you?”


Her eyes were closed. “He guessed.”


“Bullshit. Why did you tell him?”


“Does it matter? You think with all the noise we were making last night that he didn’t think you could hear us from thirty feet away? Come on!”


I sighed loudly. “It matters, because now he thinks there are no boundaries, no limits to what he can do. He thinks he can fuck you in front of me anytime he wants to . . . in the car seat right beside me.”
To give her credit, her face reddened. “Yeah, well I’m sorry about that. He was hard from the minute I sit down on him. I didn’t want to do that. While you were putting gas in the car, he insisted and just stuffed it inside me. He’s like that. He just does it if he wants to. Somewhere along the line I guess I lost control . . . and well . . .”


She propped up on her elbow, suddenly grinning like an imp. She was so beautiful when she did that. “Don’t act so indignant,” she said pertly. “I saw your boner when you went to the restroom. I was in the other restroom. Those walls are pretty thin, ya know.”


“He fucked you after I left.” I knew I sounded petulant, but couldn’t help myself. “Anna, he wants to control you. Don’t you understand? You’re giving him license to do anything he wants to you. Has he attempted to fuck you in the ass, yet?”


“Pat!”


“Well?”


She looked down.


“He has.”


“No, but he wants to. I told him it would hurt too much and he’s backed off . . . for now. We both know he’s too big and it’d probably kill me. “After a moment, she nearly whispered, “But if he wants it and I could, I probably would do it.”


She had never even considered letting me do something like that. I looked up to see Walt running toward us, so she laid back and closed her eyes.


“So now you both have decided that you can fuck right in front of me anytime you want to, huh?”


She didn’t answer. Walt called out from the water, for us to join him. I told her to go ahead. I was tired from the long drive. They waded way out, the water up to Anna’s chest. From this distance they looked like a couple standing in the water talking, but I was more attuned than others. I could tell by the angle of her arm that she was holding his cock. After a few more moments, Walt move behind her, wrapping his arms around her. They were so far out that no one was even paying attention except for me, and they probably though I was sleeping - if they even cared. From the way they were standing, I knew beyond doubt that he was fucking her again. The guy was clearly a sex addict. How could he do that again, so soon? He’d probably fucked her before I got up that morning, then again in the car, and now here he was doing it again. My own dick was still tender from jerking off in the restroom - for crying out loud! They must be fucking three or four times every day. I knew that doing that would kill me! What astounded me was that Anna always seemed ready to let him do her anytime and anyplace he wanted. It was clear my pretty wife was completely under his control.


I saw that Anna had turned and was facing him, her head thrown back, arms around his neck and clearly out of her mind with the pleasure of doing it on a public beach. I knew that under the rippling water her legs were wrapped around him and he was slamming his cock into her right in front of everyone on the beach. When Anna suddenly pulled herself forward and locked her mouth against his, I knew she was cumming. I felt my sore dick stir and rolled onto my stomach so people passing by wouldn’t notice.


Our trip back home was largely uneventful considering what happened coming down. They both slept, Anna with her face against the side of Walt’s neck, her right arm slung over his shoulder, purring softly. She wore her bikini home, the sarong only covering from her knees down. I suppose it was to prove to me they weren’t fucking. Her legs looked cold so I turned the air conditioner down as a gesture of my appreciation. Upon arrival, we showered and because my other car was still being lubed, Anna called for a limo pickup for Walt who had to depart for the airport at an early hour. Then we all sat around the TV until about 10:00 PM when, as if by mutual agreement, they both stood and walked silently into the guest bedroom, leaving me alone. Anna followed Walt in, meeting my eyes as she left the door ajar. For the next twenty minutes I listened as Walt pounded her pussy viciously, probably as a parting gift to her – maybe to us both. I didn’t jerk off, just rubbed my swollen cock through my PJs, picturing what they were doing behind the door. I swear Anna screamed the entire time.


I finally couldn’t stand it any longer and went to peek through the crack in the door. Walt had her on her knees on the bed, pounding her from behind, his considerable potbelly resting on her ass-cheeks. I wondered what it was my wife found the least bit attractive in this man. I believed it was two things; his forcefulness, and that huge cock. I had a bird’s eye view from where I stood, watching his grossly fat dick stretching the walls of my wife’s pussy. I was instantly hard as a railroad spike. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not homosexual. I have nothing against homosexuals, in fact, my best friend Cleo is bi-sexual and that’s cool with me. Walt’s fat dick didn’t excite me, but watching it slid into my pretty wife, did. Why that is so, I don’t know. Just as Anna had discovered something about herself during this process, so had I. I liked to watch, period. Did I blame her entirely? No. I’d let all this happen when I could’ve stopped it, so I’d just have to live with the outcome.


Anna was making weird little sounds like a hurt animal makes, as Walt slowed tempo, then started jack-hammering into her again. Unable to stop myself, I pulled my own cock from the pee-hole of my PJs and slowly stroked it, my legs trembling and weak. Anna’s face was pressed against the bed, her arms stretched out to the side, fingers clutching at the bedspread. I watched as the lining of her cunt was pulled out each time Walt’s cock retreated, then slammed back into her with his brutal thrusts. She started whimpering so I knew she was getting close. So was I. So was I! Walt didn’t look like he was anywhere near ready to quit though, and I knew it’d be a long night for my sweetheart. A small squeal started deep inside her throat, building into a scream as she contorted and twisted against his fat cock, straining for every last bit of it as she reached her climax. I came in my hand as I backed away from the door, rushing for the bathroom. When I came back out I could still hear Walt’s big belly slamming against her ass. Anna’s whimpers had turned into low moans and painful little grunts. Served her right, I guess.


It’s been eight months since Walt first stayed with us. He’s been back three times since he left that last time. He doesn’t come for business anymore, just for “visits,” now. When he’s not here Anna is like she has always been - a dutiful, loving wife. When he is here, she belongs to him. I get to watch, of course, which I do. I’ve learned to accept the arrangement, even appreciate it to some degree. I know I have to, or risk losing her. I’ve actually sat in the chair on the patio while they go through their little routine – the first time fucking frantically, then sucking and finally cunt lapping –then, fucking some more. Walt ignores me as I jerk-off, but I think Anna actually likes having me there. Walt has tried ass-fucking his bitch a number of times but it always hurts Anna too much, although he gets further along each time. I have mixed feelings about it. I don’t want her hurt, but I know if he accomplishes it I will then be able to do the one thing I have always dreamed of, having anal sex with my beautiful wife. She knows that too, which is probably one reason she resists doing it. This is the end of my story. If Walt is successful in getting that humongous cock inside her ass, I may at some point have to go back to Cleo and have her help me write about that. Especially, if I too get to do it afterward. Cleo is cool about this. I think my stories have even turned her on. She’s offered to help me get even with Anna by doing anything I want with her, but I can’t do that. Cleo is beautiful, but after all, I do love my wife.


What the hell? I am happier than 95% of the married men I know, and I have begun to look upon Walt’s three or four visits each year as sort of a sex vacation. It’s not so bad. 

…..

My name is Cleo. I’m Pat’s friend, and I’m writing his story as sort of a therapy device for him. Pat’s terribly confused about his life these days. I have written numerous articles and stories for other men, and I hope some of this finally helps him cope. Here is Pat’s story:


It’s been several months now that I had my friend, Cleo write the last story concerning mine and Anna’s unusual marital arrangement. I’m afraid you’ll have to read my previous chapters in order to see how we arrived at this state in our otherwise orderly lives. Anyway, the “older man” in these chapters is Walt. Walt was supposed to visit us again two months ago, but the company he and I both work for sent him overseas to rescue a failing segment of the organization. That’s what he does. He’s like a hired gun, and I guess there’s where he gets his aggressive attitude that Anna finds so stimulating. She’s been like a lioness in heat lately, ever since he sent the email that he wouldn’t be coming to Dallas for quite a while. Up to now, he’s been visiting us regularly about every two months, and that seems to meet her – and I guess, my needs. Since receiving that last message, I’ve lately observed Anna covertly looking at other men, usually big rough, older guys that probably remind her of Walt. To be honest, Walt’s big cock. In any event, she seemingly looks downward or off to the side, but is actually hungrily staring at some guy’s crotch, if she thinks I’m not looking - which I always am. In a way, I suppose I’ve also grown addicted to Walt’s visits, watching him pound her pussy while I jerk off. Oh, Anna and I still make love occasionally but that doesn’t seem to take the edge off for either of us. Neither of us have the dynamic orgasms during our sex as we do when Walt joins in. I guess we need what Walt provides both of us, and now, he wouldn’t be coming for several more months. Anna was so depressed that her depression finally rubbed off on me too. I needed to do something.


I know for a fact Walt is the only guy Anna has fucked in all the years we’ve been married. She’s not typically a slut, but since we’ve let Walt into our lives I’ve noticed subtle changes in her. Last week at our community gym, there was a big muscled black guy in jersey shorts lifting weights and I saw her eying his bulging crotch as she rode the incumbent bike. He was a huge ugly dude but I suspected Anna hadn’t even noticed his facial features, so intent was she on watching his crotch move under the soft fabric of his shorts. I also suspected she was sopping wet, as she never took her eyes off that fat cock the whole time. That surprised me, for Anna is a southern gal and I don’t think she has even known a black guy before. I covertly watched, fanaticizing about them going off into a remote corner and watching her suck his cock. She finally caught me watching and turned her head, but not before I saw her face, flaming red. I just had to go into the restroom and whack off, deciding to approach him the next time I saw him working out, maybe feel him out on this subject, see where it goes. Just the thought of it made me hard.


I get all kinds of responses to my earlier stories I’ve posted about this, some telling me what a pussy I am to let my wife fuck another guy, but others who, like me get off by watching their wives. Some have even asked if they can fuck her while I watch. Lately, I’ve considered exploring that option but I don’t think Anna would go along with it. One guy in particular sends a response once a week, even pictures of his cock which is every bit as long and thick as Walt’s. He suggested I show his pics to Anna and let her decide if she wants it. So far I haven’t acted because I don’t know what her response would be to my shopping her around the internet.
Walt finally called one day while I was in the other end of the house, but I could hear her subversive tone and suspected it was him calling. I immediately picked up the extension and heard her say, “You have to come before then. I . . . uh . . . need to see you.”


“Miss my cock, huh?”
“Walt . . . please, can’t you make it before then?”


“I have the weekends only. That would only give me about a day and a half before I’d have to start back.”


“Please.”


“Tell you what. You know what I want. You promise I can do it and I’ll come.”


She knew what he was talking about. So did I. He had been pressuring her to let him fuck her asshole, but his large size just hurt her too much. The last time, he’d made it inside her about three inches before she started crying.


“You know I can’t,” she sniffled. “It would ruin me forever.”


“No it wouldn’t. Take my word for it. You want me to come back, you have to promise.”


After a few more minutes of back-and-forth, she finally relented, “I promise I’ll try. Hurry.”


“You won’t try. You’ll do it,” he said.


“Okay,” she replied, her voice sounding faint and tiny
.
The next weekend Walt telephoned that he was on the way, wanting a ride from the airport. Anna was on pins and needles all day, like a bride who was both excited and scared. On the fifteen minute ride to the airport she squirmed and fidgeted in her seat, a wild hungry look in her eyes – Just a bitch in heat, I thought angrily. I speculated if I could touch her cunt it’d be sopping wet. She’d never been like that for me when I returned from a trip. I also noticed my dick was as hard as wood and I was having trouble breathing. Anna went inside the terminal to meet him while I drove around until they came out. Without even a word, they both crawled into the back seat of our SUV. I’d suspected they would and had already adjusted the rearview mirror so I could see the entire back seat. I was barely out of the parking area when I saw her hastily unzipping his pants, reaching inside and extracting his cock, which simply flopped out like a giant sausage. She stared hungrily at it for a moment, slowly stroking it. In seconds it was a hard slab of meat with thick purple vanes running through it. I saw her lean forward, lovingly sliding her mouth around its knob, licking it from top to bottom, her eyes closed. It was clear, she was loving it. She then engulfed half of it, moaning softly. It was only fifteen minutes to our house, but she was nearly frantic trying to taste his cum before we arrived, as I watched her cheeks suction his cum from his balls, not even attempting to hide the loud slurping sounds as she slobbered over his throbbing cock. We were still two blocks from home when he suddenly grunted and she started swallowing frantically, making tiny little sounds of contentment as she milked his sperm, swallowing his entire load. His balls must’ve been full because it took a long time. Finally, she licked a few drops from its tip, and reluctantly put it back inside his trousers. I rubbed my cock through my pants, being careful not to blow my own load in them. I was so close though.


Pretending I hadn’t noticed their behavior, I pulled into the driveway and they quickly headed inside as she tossed breathlessly over her shoulder, “I’ll help Walt unpack, Darling.” Her face was flushed, frantic.


I’ll bet you will, I thought, buying into the charade.


Inside, little squeals immediately took me straight to the guest bedroom door where I peeked in and saw Walt with his face already between her long tan legs as she clutched his hair and squirmed around on his tongue. In less than two minutes she screamed loudly, clamping his head between her thighs, gyrating against his face as she pulled the back of his head to get his tongue even deeper inside her sloppy pussy. Then she collapsed, exhausted from her effort. Walt continued licking her for a while as I retreated hastily. That seemed to take the edge off for them and they both acted more relaxed for the rest of the evening. As for me, I had to go into the bathroom and whack-off to find relief.


Later, I was in the kitchen making coffee when Anna came up behind me and whispered, “Please don’t watch us tonight. Okay?”


“Why?”


“Just because.”


“Why? Because he’s going to fuck you in the ass?”


She stepped back, surprised. “How . . . did you know that?”


“It’s all over your face,” I lied, not wanting her to know I’d eavesdropped on her earlier telephone call. In any event, I wasn’t going to give her a break. “No deal,” I said walking away.


Around 8:30 PM they were already staring at each other hungrily again. By 9:00 they just stood and walked into Walt’s room, leaving me alone with the TV. I followed immediately, stopping at the open doorway. Walt practically ripped her shorts off, as she did the same to him. In less than a minute she was on the bed, clutching his ass cheeks, with his cock stuffed down her milking throat. His pot-belly nearly covered her pretty face, but I could hear her loud wet slurping sounds as she sucked it hungrily. After a while, he started to grunt and pulled away, but she kept holding him in deep, unwilling to let him go. I could tell he was very near to cumming, and that is exactly what she wanted him to do. Walt had other plans it seemed, as he pushed her mouth off his cock, tumbling her onto her back.


“You hungry bitch,” he growled at her. “Get on your hands and knees.”


She turned around, looking over her shoulder at him in fear. He got behind her and rubbed just the head of his cock across her pussy as she groaned. He let her savor a few inches of his thick meat before he pulled it out and produced a tube of KY, rubbing it onto his cock and into her asshole. He slowly inserted a finger, then another. I knew she liked this when she was fucking, but that was as far as she’d ever let me go. She knew what was coming next, her eyes wide with fear as she stared at me as though hoping I’d intervene. Fat chance of that. She was finally getting exactly what she deserved. I loved her and didn’t want to see her hurt, but I was having trouble breathing and my dick was so hard it ached. If I moved I figured I’d erupt.
Walt grabbed her hips in his huge hands and pushed his cock head against her puckered anus, shoving, grunting with the effort. Anna screamed but Walt just kept pushing until the fat knob was inside her. Then he let her rest. Anna was sobbing into the pillow.


Walt said, “If I stop, I go. That what you want?”


Anna was a proud woman and it hurt me to see her grovel like this, but she said, “No. Please don’t go. Just do it. I’ll be all right.”


Walt grinned like he’d known what she’d say all along, grinding his pelvis forward again, as another couple inches of meat disappeared into her asshole. I hated his grin. I hated him, but I couldn’t move a muscle, locked into what was happening. I watched Anna’s tear-streaked face twist with anguish, her eyes clinching tightly.


“Play with your pussy,” Walt growled as he pushed harder.


Anna’s hand went between her legs, rubbing frantically. After a few moments of this I saw her fingers were wet and she seemed to be handling it a little better. Walt’s horse cock was over halfway inside her and he was still pushing, determined to reach his goal. I noticed his cock was thicker at the base and wondered how he’d ever make it all the way in. He’d be inside her colon if he did. I felt I could cum without even touching myself. Walt paused, motionless, just letting her hang on his cock like a frog on a spit. The hand in her pussy was flying now, and she was starting to make little sounds and move her ass a bit. Soon, she began rotating her ass in small circles, pushing backward against his unmoving cock. Grabbing her hips again, Walt suddenly buried his cock to the public hair inside her, his pot belly resting on her ass as she came apart at the seams, moaning, crying, sliding up and down the torturing cock buried in her asshole. Mesmerized, I watched as my beautiful wife squirmed like a woman possessed on another man’s large cock; her long dark hair flying wildly, small animal sounds coming from her pretty twisted mouth while she attempted to shove her entire hand into her gapping pussy. It was awesome. I’d never witnessed anything like it. Oh sure, I’d seen porno films where women are paid to act as if they’re enjoying being fucked in the ass, but this was my beautiful wife! My Anna! And she wasn’t acting! Walt had had enough by this time and suddenly began pounding her ass like there was no tomorrow. Anna simply went berserk, screaming and crying into her pillow as she finally came, wave after wave wracking her slender body for a long time. Then, Walt grunted loudly, threw his head back and his entire body went stiff as he also cried out and came hard, pouring load after load deep into her bowels. I simply touched my cock and shot all over the bedroom carpet.


I lay in bed and listened as Walt fucked my Anna again the next morning before she drove him to the airport. It was loud and prolonged, lasting for nearly an hour before I heard Anna cry out as she came. I was simply too spent to move. We didn’t speak about it, and I didn’t try to ass fuck her for nearly a week. When I finally did, she didn’t complain, in fact, I think she enjoyed having something smaller than Walt’s ham-sized cock in there. I know I did. Something had happened to Anna that night with Walt’s cock in her ass. She was almost insatiable after that, whenever we made love. I couldn’t keep up with her anymore. She wanted everything, several times. I tried, but couldn’t last long enough to completely satisfy her. I knew we had crossed over some kind of threshold. I decided to start looking for some local help. I still didn’t know how Anna would accept that, but I could see she was growing more and more sexually frustrated, and that my cock wasn’t enough for her anymore.


My chance came about a week later – the big black weight lifter. His name was also Walter. Just my luck - another Walt. He appeared even uglier up close. He said everyone called him “Bear” though and I liked that just fine. He kind of even looked like a bear and the guy was an animal, lifting twice the weight I could, muscles bulging, sweat pouring off his thick ebony chest. Anna watched us as we chatted, and finally I motioned her over. She initially shook her head no, but after a couple more attempts she finally stood and walked over. Bear’s eyes nearly popped out his head when he saw her up close. She was wearing this little form-fitting work-out suit that I’d always liked, dark hair stacked on top of her head falling down in uncontrolled ringlets. The white shorts made her tan legs look even longer. She looked delicious. Bear was practically drooling as he shook her hand, holding it just a few beats too long, as her face colored. He said he and his wife were from New York, new to the neighborhood. He was alone for the moment, his wife caring for a sick mother back in NY. I immediately invited him over for a drink, watching Anna’s confused face. My compulsive behavior proved to be a big mistake.


Bear has since taken over our home and our very lives. He has proven to be a bully and sometimes cruel, but anytime he wants, he can have Anna groveling at his feet, anxious to do anything he wants. Even I can’t stand up to him – hating what he’s done to us but reveling in his debasement of both Anna and I. His wife Tia is beautiful but every bit as sadistic as he is. I have found out things about myself I never knew, dark things. Anna never speaks of Walt anymore. Maybe I’ll write more about how our lives have spiraled out of control since this couple has been invited in. I long for the days we had before we ever met Walt - or these two black devils. I wonder if Anna ever does. 

…..

It’s been almost a year now since I first watched old Walt trying to fuck my Anna on our living room couch. I wonder how different things would’ve been if I’d stepped in and stopped it right there. As I read back over my stories bringing things up to date, I can now see the slippery slope I traveled reaching my present situation. I’d never heard of the internet site you are now reading this on, until my friend and author Cleo said she thought by posting my stories, it might help me cope with all the misery my actions had caused. I read some of the other stories here and frankly I wouldn’t have believed them had this stuff not happened to me. In short, I was naïve because I didn’t know guys like Walt and Albert - and eventually Tia and Bear – even existed. They simply didn’t travel in my circles. Yes, at the time I was all hot to watch Walt fuck my wife, but I didn’t cause it - he did. It takes a certain type of person who has the gall, the lack of human feelings to just take what they want, like Walt. Or, like Albert, to advertise their sexual pictures on the NET. Tia and Bear who came into our lives and wrecked it at a later date, were in a different category altogether. I’m not judging, just stating how I felt. So, believe my story or not, it makes little difference. I’m doing this for me - to cope - nothing more.


With that said, I urge others who consider contacting sex partners on Ebay and Creigslist to beware. After Walt went back to the Middle East and there was small chance of his returning on a regular basis, Anna became withdrawn and depressed at times. Gone was the old carefree Anna I knew and loved. I had to do something, besides – I admit it - I couldn’t wait to see Anna impaled of another big cock. What started out as a simple sexual experiment has now become immensely complicated, and will possibly end up costing me everything. Yet, neither Anna nor I can stop this train from moving. It’s all water under the bridge now, I guess.


In any event, our lives are so changed from the upper in-come, suburban couple everyone envied a year ago. My beautiful proper wife now admits something she never knew about herself - that she’s a sex addict - and I guess if I’d admit it, I’m a pervert. Anna told me recently that she can’t pass a man on the street without looking at his crouch and wondering about the size of his cock. She said she even fantasizes about the delivery boy and our yard maintenance crew. It sounds sick, but when she told me that, I got a boner so hard she had to suck me off before I could go to work. I know she loves me but that she doesn’t particularly enjoy having sex with me - it doesn’t have the same forbidden excitement she experiences when she fucks other men. She also needs the control they exhibit over her, which I’ve tried giving her but have failed to provide. I now know something about her that I don’t think even she knows. Anna is a total sub. She lusts after the big, rough, less attractive guys who’ll use her mercilessly, wipe their cocks on her and leave. Proud and cool in public, she’ll now do anything some man demands of her, when she’s like that.


I came home a few days in a row to find her crying. She didn’t want to talk about it but after my repeated prodding she relented. She said she’d spoken to a shrink about her “problem,” just an initial consultation. She gave me his card and said he’d agreed to tell me what he’d revealed to her. I told her it was a bunch of crap, but called him the next day anyway. Doctor Meeks told me Anna was indeed a sex addict. It probably had been a latent condition, and that some recent event or experience had awakened it. I knew that “recent event or experience” had been a guy named Walt, and that it’d all been my fault. I didn’t tell him that though. His analysis was different than Anna’s. He said the size of the man’s penis was irrelevant, except that it probably offered her the necessary pain she needed to justify her pleasure. Also it had been the feeling that she’d had no control over -or blame for - what she was doing, and that it was the forbidden nature of the act itself that had affected Anna so profoundly. Mine and Anna’s sex life was probably routine and sometimes boring to both of us, he’d correctly stated. He surmised she’d obtained such an adrenaline high from that first forbidden act with Walt in our living room that she’d since been trying to replicate it OVER AND OVER, since. She would likely continue doing that until she received professional help. That wouldn’t come until later, he speculated. Because, like with most alcohol or drug addicts, the sexual releases she pursued were so intense that she wouldn’t want to change until she’d reached rock-bottom, and had no other choice. Also, like with other addicts, if she didn’t get her “fix” she might go into deep depressions, even become suicidal. He told me the signs to watch for, telling me to call him. I didn’t even ask him about why I got off so much by watching her. I was afraid of his answer, I guess.


As her depression grew worse, I knew I had to do something. I told myself it was for Anna, and I still believe it was. I looked at all the emails I’d received on this site and on others, concerning my stories about Anna. Many wanted to meet her. Several had even sent me photos of their cocks. One in particular I remembered. The guy’s cock was immense; thick and long, slightly curved to the left. He’d asked for a picture of her twice, and I’d finally weakened and sent him one of her in her bikini. I figured he’d just use it to jerk-off but then I started worrying it’d show up on the internet. I vowed I’d never do that again. Besides, he lived in California. Much too far away. I’d heard of Creigslist, but had never visited the site. I was surprised to find such things as men seeking women, men seeking men, etc. There were even picture of men’s erect cocks, advertising themselves. From what Doc Meeks had said, I knew Anna had an obsession with large dicks, so I weeded most out right up front. One jumped out though. It was a photo with the face cropped, of a rather fat guy naked from the waist down. His cock didn’t appear very much longer than mine – certainly not the length of Walt’s – but it was as thick as a beer can. He said he was in Dallas for two days and wanted some good pussy. No drama, just a good fuck. I sent one of those anonymous email replies and it was answered in less than an hour. It said to meet him in the hotel lounge where he stayed at 7:00 PM that evening, signing it “Albert.” My hands were shaking with excitement and my mouth was like cotton by this time. I called Anna an asked if she wanted to get out of the house for a drink with one of my clients. Sounding in better spirits, she said okay.


When I arrived home, Anna was dressed casually in a light pull-over sweater and white shorts. As usual, she looked devastating. In the car she asked who the client was, expecting someone from my office. I handed her Albert’s picture – the one from the neck down - his cock sticking straight out. She just stared silently at it for a few minutes as I watched from the corner of my eye. Holding it in her lap, she looked back out the window for a while, glancing down several times at Albert’s photo. By the time we reached the hotel, her face was slightly flushed. We never spoke a word as we pulled into the hotel parking lot, got out and went inside. Albert was easy to spot. He was the only one in the lounge, a rotund, balding man in an expensive sport jacket and no tie. He smiled and stood as we approached, sticking out his hand.
“Hi Folks. Call me Al.” He looked Anna up and down slowly, as her face colored. For whatever shortcomings he had in the looks department, Albert didn’t lack for self-confidence. We have a drink and Albert asked Anna to dance a slow song with him. She reluctantly accepted and they moved off, Albert’s pants tented in the front. When he pulled her close, I knew she could feel it. He was shorter than Anna, but he danced well and they stayed for a second dance. When they returned to the table, Anna’s face was more flushed and Albert’s pants protruded even further. After another drink, Albert suggested we go to his suite for a night cap. Anna didn’t look at either of us as she stood and went along.
Albert had a small suite with a large living/dining area and bar. Anna sat on the sofa and I sit on a large over-stuffed chair. Playing the gracious host, he fixed us a drink and sit by Anna. I could see by his pants that he still had a hard-on. I knew Anna could see it too. When there was a break in the conversation, Albert just unfastened his belt, pushed his pants and shorts down around his knees, and laid back, his cock standing straight up.


“Is this what you came to see?” he asked boldly.


No longer than mine, his cock was fully as thick as a beer can, with an even larger crown. Thick blue vanes stuck out all over it, making it appear even more formidable. He was gazing at Anna, who was staring at his cock as though awestruck. Albert took her limp hand and placed it on his dick, moving it slowly up and down. Anna’s gaze never wavered, but she was breathing raggedly through half-open lips.
“Why don’t you get down there and lick it, beautiful? We all know you’re going to, so just do it.” He pulled on her arm, helping her kneel on the carpet in front of him. Her eyes never left his cock.
He didn’t have to force her. Closing her eyes, she leaned forward and began licking it around that humongous knob. She opened her lips and slid them all over the bulbous head, leaving it wet, and then she licked his cock from top to bottom and back up. Albert groaned softly, my cock was aching so I loosened my belt, unzipped my pants and let it out from its confides. The hotel room air felt cool on it as it throbbed, growing harder.


Anna was trying to swallow that huge piece of meat without success. It was simply too thick to enter her throat. All she could manage was to get her working mouth around the head of it. I watched her cheeks collapse with the suction as she worked on it. My own dick throbbed urgently each time she swallowed. Her face pressed against Albert’s flab, his ass cheeks clinching tightly, his thighs straining with the effort. I could barely breathe and my heart was pounding wildly inside my chest. If I touched my dick I knew I would cum, so I waited. It would be a long night. Albert’s voice brought me back.
“You’ve got a beautiful wife here, partner. She looks particularly lovely trying to stuff my cock down her throat. I’m gonna fill-up her pretty little mouth with a hot load of cum in about a minute. It’s been a while for me.” His face screwed-up and he looked even uglier as he strained to keep from cumming. I could see he was fighting it, trying to prolong the experience of having the most beautiful woman he’d ever had sucking his cock. “Oh . . .” he growled, “I’m going to love stuffing my cock inside that sweet pussy.”


Anna, making love to his cockhead, seemed oblivious to his words, so focused was she on sucking that large cock down her milking throat. I believe she and that bloated cock were the only two things that existed for her at the moment. I watched as she ran her open lips up and down its length, sucking each of his hairy balls tenderly into her mouth, her eyes closed. Then back up the shaft to engulf it again. I almost shot my load at that. Albert had reached his limit too. Grunting loudly, holding her face on his cock, he shot a string of cum into her mouth and she swallowed convulsively. He must’ve stored up for a while because he shot string after string for a full minute. Her mouth was like a seal around his cockhead, not losing a drop, hungrily swallowing it all to pool in her soft belly. I unloaded so hard into my tissue that my prostrate ached. I sat with my head down for a few minutes, trying to stop shaking. Anna was still licking Albert’s cock like it was a lollipop as he slumped back against the sofa. After a while, he said, “Get up and strip.” His voice sounded raspy in the quiet room.


Anna obediently stood and pulled her sweater over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her breasts stood straight out in the cool room. I heard Albert gasp. “My god, your tits are perfect!”
Anna didn’t answer, didn’t even look at him as she pushed her shorts down and stepped free. Albert’s mouth was wide open now, his tongue practically hanging out. “You are the most beautiful fucking woman I have ever seen,” he whispered hoarsely. “Get on the bed.”


Anna crawled onto the bed and lay on her back, legs slightly apart. She was wet, a sliver of pink showing between her swollen pussy lips. In an instant, Albert was between her long tan legs with his face buried in those lips. Anna cried out, pressing her thighs against his face as her hands found the back of his head, pulling him closer. Her face contorted, the cords in her neck and shoulders standing out. She rode his face for several minutes, growing louder as she approached her climax. Albert must’ve had his tongue buried all the way to the navel as he lapped her cunt unmercifully. I watched as he sucked one pussy lip out, pulling it with his lips, then the other, as she moaned and wiggled against his face. There was something extremely nasty about seeing my beautiful wife squirming around on this fat little troll’s tongue, or sucking his bloated cock. I can’t deny that. Still, it hurt somewhere deep inside. Growing hard again, I watched with growing envy as he drove my Anna right out of her mind. How I longed for her to react to my love-making in this manner. Recalling Doc Meeks words, I realized the reason. I just wasn’t nasty enough for her. Doing it with me was - boring. She needed forbidden fruit, the adrenaline rush caused by doing something extremely vulgar and forbidden with a total stranger. I deceived myself into believing that by doing this, it might help her cope with depression. He’d said she could become suicidal, right? I figured I could live with her fucking some guy a couple times a month if it kept her from becoming so depressed. What I pushed to the back of my mind was him telling me she’s a sex addict, and that she’d continue to seek new ways to obtain her sex-high until she’d finally reached rock bottom. I realize now I was self-serving fool, but at the moment my cock was as hard as glass.


I saw Albert had pushed her legs up, sliding his tongue down her crack and eating her puckered asshole as she climbed his head. Anna seemed to be coming apart at the seams. She came so loudly and drawn-out, screaming with her release, that I was afraid other hotel guests might call hotel security. Her cries finally diminished into small whimpers, but Albert just kept licking, sucking and chewing for a long time until she began to moan and move her ass around again. Then he crawled up farther, holding her legs in the crooks of his arms, he positioned the head of his fat cock over her opening and pushed that bloated thing against her swollen pussy lips. It was a difficult entry but she didn’t fight it; to the contrary, she pushed back, lifting her ass, trying to help him get inside. Then I remembered how Walt had stretched and hurt her as he pushed that big horse cock of his into her. I figured if she’d accommodated that thing she could handle this one okay. Both Anna and Albert grunted as the head finally popped inside, followed by about half of his fat cock. Anna raised her knees to her chest and that did it, the entire thing disappeared until his balls pressed against her ass. The look on her face said it all. She was in total bliss.


Albert didn’t give her a chance to rest, hammering into her like a mad-man, without any warm-up. She didn’t pull away - instead, remaining still for just a moment until her vagina had adjusted to his girth. Then she began pushing her ass up to meet his thrusts. For the next fifteen minutes, the room was filled with their grunts and the wet sound of slapping flesh. They’d both taken the edge off earlier, so it seemed neither was in much of a hurry to reach their climax. Having also cum earlier, I was now at the point I could slowly stroke my cock in time with their thrusts. Albert’s fat little ass cheeks would quiver each time he plowed that thick cock inside her, jarring her slender body violently. She didn’t seem to mind. Whenever she seemed to draw close, he’d push all the way inside her, rest his flabby belly on her ass-cheeks and hold it there - just stopped moving as he watched her grunting and wriggling against his cock. I noticed him smiling at me.
“This is really some fine pussy,” he said. “Best looking woman I ever fucked, I’ll tell you that.”


Anna’s thighs were hugging him, her hands grasping his chubby ass to pull his cock even deeper inside her. She looked desperate. Albert suddenly lowered his face and swallowed her mouth, sticking his tongue down her throat. Moaning, she answered with her own tongue, kissing him back. Her arms slipped up and around his neck as she grinded her pussy against his cock. Seeing her kiss another man this way hurt more than watching him fuck her. I could see they were both close to cumming. They were making all kinds of noises, gyrating and humping frantically to reach their goal. Anna came first, howling into Albert’s open mouth as she licked his fat lips. Her first climax had only been a warm-up for this one. She came like a banshee, and it seemed to take forever. Then Albert couldn’t take it any longer either, his body arching backward stiffly, groaning like he was injured. Still, they sucked each other’s tongues as though it were a life-giving drink.


After an eternity, he rolled off her and tiredly pulled himself up to sit against the headboard. Anna, exhausted and appearing only semi-conscious, lie where he’d left her, legs apart, mouth open, eyes closed. Her pussy had been stretched to the limit and it remained open, its pink walls exposed and a river of cum running down the crack of her ass, dripping onto the bedspread. I was mesmerized by it. It was the most erotic sight I’d ever seen. I’d cum about the same time they had, but I felt blood rush into it again as I viewed the scene of their passion. Albert was smiling right at me again as he shook Anna’s shoulder. She looked up, a question on her face. His smile never leaving me, staring into my eyes, he pushed her face downward onto his cock, rubbing it against his slimy crotch.


“I’ve always wanted to do that to some pretty woman,” he said, moving her unresisting face around to clean himself up. “You need to leave now. I’ve got one more day before I have to fly out. It’ll be a long day tomorrow. I get off at five. If you want a repeat performance, come around ‘bout seven-ish, after dinner. That’ll give your little honey a chance to think about what I did to her and she’ll be climbing the walls by then.”
He watched as I pulled up my pants and retrieved a washcloth to clean Anna’s sticky face. I then searched around for her clothing and helped her dress. Cum ran down her long legs, so I wiped them clean as best I could, and fastened her shorts. Leaning on my shoulder for support, I assisted her to the door as Albert said softly, “Sure a fine-looking woman.”


I called Anna around 10:00 AM the following morning and she still sounded groggy. I asked if she wanted to go back to Albert’s hotel for a drink after work and she said emphatically, “No!”


I arrived home just before five, to find an outstanding meal ready. Afterward, we went out and sat by the pool, drinking wine. I saw Anna glance at her watch occasionally and suspected what that meant. As 7:00 o’clock drew closer, she became more restless, her words shorter, no eye contact. It was a twenty minute drive to the airport hotel. At 6: 30, I said, “You want to get out of the house for a drink before bedtime?”
She jumped up and grabbed her purse.
We pulled into the parking lot, neither saying a word as we rode the elevator to the fourth floor. I knocked on Albert’s door and he opened it wearing only his boxer-shorts. Stepping back, he was all smiles.


“My friends from last night! Come on in!”


He walked straight to the sofa, pulled off his shorts and sit down. “Let’s not pretend we don’t all know what we’re here for. Hurry over here and suck my cock until it’s hard. I’ve been thinking about it all day.”
Anna was on her knees in a flash, like a starving person she took his half-softened cock nearly all the way down her throat, moaning in pleasure. Apparently she’d been thinking about this all day, too. As soon as it was hard enough, Albert pulled her up and positioned her over his stiff cock. She lowered her ass and rubbed the giant head through her vulva a couple times, grunting softly, sounding a little desperate. Then, she just sat down and impaled herself, crying out with pain and pleasure. I fumbled for my cock as I found the same chair I’d occupied the previous night. I had a bird’s eye view, watching as she eased herself up and down on his bloated cock. Albert said, “Take it easy baby, we got all night. I don’t have to leave until tomorrow afternoon. I plan to use every hole you have and to do it real slow. I may never find another woman like you and I plan to remember this.”


Albert fucked her slow, then fast, and then slow again, until they both reached a shuddering climax, screaming into each other’s mouth. That was the first of several for the night. He nailed her in every position possible. The old guy had remarkable stamina and could cum multiple times, unlike me. I was a two-fer at best. The finale came around midnight when he placed her on her knees, saying, “Now, I’m gonna fuck that puckered little asshole I’ve been licking for the past two days. You want me to stop, say so right now, otherwise keep your mouth shut.”


Anna silently lay her head down on the bedspread and closed her eyes. She didn’t utter a word. Albert produced a tube and spread some of it on his cock, then around and inside her asshole. He positioned his cock head against her puckered rim, pausing to grin at me. There was simply no way it would fit, I thought. Then I remembered Walt and his giant cock. It had finally fit but with a lot of pain. I hoped this wouldn’t be too painful for Anna. Albert grasped her hips and began shoving until the head finally popped inside her greased anus. Anna didn’t pull away. She pushed back against it as she fingered her vulva lips. Maybe she’d learned something from her experience, by Walt ass-fucking her that way. It looked painful to me and maybe she even enjoyed the pain, but Anna seemed to be oblivious, attempting to get Albert’s hunk of meat all the way inside. It wasn’t long before Albert’s grotesquely fat dick was buried in all the way to his hairy balls. It was an awesome sight, my cock lurched crazily just by watching from it.
Anna’s ass began making those little circles again as small sounds drifted back to me through her half-open mouth. I wondered if I’d spoil it for her if I went over and shoved my dick into her pretty mouth. I couldn’t take the chance so I just stroked it slowly. It wasn’t long before they were fucking like animals, the sound of their grunts and his thighs hitting her ass echoing in the room. “Tell me to fuck you,” he gasped.


“Oh . . . yes, fuck me,” she responded obediently.


“Tell me to fuck your ass,”


“Please . . . fuck my ass. Fuck it hard.”


I’d never heard Anna say anything like that during sex. Never.


“Are you a slut? Is my cock better than your husband’s” Albert shocked me by that.
“Oh god yes. I love your cock. I love your cock up my ass. It’s the best!”


Albert laughed wickedly. “I’m going to let you clean it off after we’re through,” he said. “You’ll do it, too you nasty slut.”


He kept talking dirty to her but Anna was too far gone to even answer. Her eyes were rolled up in her head and she was making little animal sounds through her open mouth, attempting to get even more of Albert’s thick cock inside her colon. I could see she was nearly ready to explode. So was I. Albert’s cock was having little difficulty sliding in and out of her anus now, stretched as she was, but Anna squirmed on it like a woman possessed. Albert suddenly arched his back and shot a load deep inside her bowels, yelling his pleasure. Anna was right behind him, sobbing and crying as she bit her forearm until it bled. I shot halfway across the room, leaving me weak enough to collapse against the chair back. I don’t know how long I stayed that way,
but Albert’s voice brought me back.


“Clean my cock, you nasty little slut. Lick it off.”
Groaning a small protest at having to move, Anna slid around and took his slimy cock in her mouth, sucking and slurping on it loudly. I felt sick at what might have been on it, but strangely excited too. I couldn’t have gotten another hard-on if my life depended on it. Apparently, neither could Albert.


“You two get out of here now so I can get some rest.” He smiled evilly. “I’ll give you a call if I get back up this way.” He was looking at Anna as though trying to burn her beauty on his memory.


I took Anna home, put her into a hot tub of bubble-bath and shampooed her lustrous hair. I wrapped her robe around her and led her to our bed, pulling the sheets up. She smiled weakly and was instantly asleep. The intensity of her orgasms had totally exhausted her. Shit, I was tired and I hadn’t been butt-fucked for an hour. I stared down at her angelic face, long lashes against soft unblemished cheeks, she looked clean and innocent. I brushed a wayward strand of hair from her forehead, caressing her with my eyes, just loving her. Disregarding her recent sexual proclivities, Anna’s still the most remarkable woman I’ve ever met. Her deep throaty voice draws people like flies, her beauty and intelligent keeps them around her. I briefly wondered what her classy friends would’ve said if they’d seen her just a few hours earlier. It was hard to imagine that less than an hour ago those full, beautiful lips had been wrapped tightly around another man’s cock, hungrily sucking loads of cum from it. A short time earlier this woman had lain in a hotel room bed, cum leaking from every orifice in her body as she cleaned the slime off the man’s cock who had just fucked her in the ass. Rationally I could separate that cum-soaked slut from the woman I now saw. That was how Doctor Meeks had said life with a sex-addict would be, so I knew we’d have about a month before she’d need to do it again and that was what I lived for. I loved this woman and I vowed I’d do anything it took to keep her. Our life was almost perfect for a full three weeks. Then Anna became depressed again. 

…..

I’m the husband in the previously posted, I Watched My Wife With An Older Man, stories. My thanks to Cleo for how much she’s helped both Anne and I get through this difficult period of our lives. Yes, Anne and I are still together, now completely settled into our roles as cheating slut wife and cuckold husband. There, I’ve said it and it’s out in the open now. This whole mess has all been my fault. I let it happen the first time with Anne and that guy Walt who stayed at our home for a short while. He’s working in the Far East now, but I’m sure he will return in a year or two once his job there is finished. I know when he returns he will again stay with us for a while and when he does, Anne will sleep in his bed every night. I will once more lie awake all night, listening to their grunts, moans and squeals as he pummels her depths in every hole, clutching my own hard cock and feeling rejected and jealous. I know what I am, but I can’t wait. I love it.


With that said, both Anne and I have now settled into our roles and I’m not sure we would change anything even if we could. I no longer try to deny the fact that I like watching what she does to other men, and she no longer fights her uncontrollable impulses. She just compliantly, obediently lets the men I bring home do whatever they want to her as I watch and jerk-off. We are both completely addicted to it, and yes, we still love each other and have great sex together. We have a few “regulars” she services. They will come by our house periodically, or when they’re in town. Al, the guy I found him on Craig’s List (Cleo wrote about him in one of the previous stories), comes to Dallas every couple months, but he is becoming too abusive and perverse even for us. After he’d finished using Anne for hours the last time in town, he actually urinated on her as she lay exhausted, laughing as he did. I was really pissed about that and told him if he did that again he couldn’t come back. He just smirked as he left, and for some reason Anne wants him back again. He has one of the thickest cocks I’ve ever seen on any man, and I know that’s the reason. Later, she even said it wasn’t all that bad being pissed upon. I asked Cleo about the incident and she said it was just “phase” and it would pass.


I work out a lot at the gym and sometimes notice guys in the shower who are well hung, befriending them and eventually inviting some of them over for drinks. Or, maybe Anne and I will just go to a bar or hotel lounge where she will indicate if she is interested in someone there, and I will do the rest. One would think she’d go for the handsome hunks. She doesn’t. Anne likes the big rough-looking guys, sometimes, even the fatter ones. Looks are not important to her. I once asked her if she wanted me to find her some bikers and she said, no, she prefers one-on-one situations. Yes, I am jealous and it hurts as I watch her stare into a guy’s eyes as she sucks his tongue, wallowing beneath him like a snake. But my throbbing cock doesn’t know this. It never gets old watching as she slips to her knees on a new man and takes his cock into her throat for the first time - seeing him pounding a thick cock into her wonderfully-rounded ass as she moans and twists in front of him. I’m hard now just thinking about it.


Once in a while, picking up strangers gets sort of dangerous. Like the guy last month. We went to one of our favorite places, an up-scale hotel near the airport. Lots of out-of-towners stay there. One guy made a bee-line for Anne as soon as I made a pit-stop. I came back and saw him at her table, went to the bar and drank a beer as I watched them. By that time, I already had a boner. He looked a lot like Walt, the guy I mentioned earlier, but a little younger - mid-forties. Big guy, older than me, with a beer gut, big hands, needing a shave. After a few minutes of chit-chat, they got up to dance, if you could call it that. Anne wore a short pleated skirt, and heels. This guy had to bend over her, but his knee was tightly pressed against her pussy. They drifted toward the back of the dance floor where he immediately smashed his mouth down on hers. I saw their tongues were busy. I grasped my hard cock inside my pocket and watched them dry-fuck on the dance floor.


As the song ended, she led him by the hand towards me, smiling. His pants were protruding out a good six inches but he didn’t seem to notice. I didn’t say a word, just dug out my car keys and headed for the parking lot as they followed. Anne got into the rear seat with him and I watched in the mirror. I was barely out of the parking lot when I saw her face-down in his lap, and slurping sounds coming from behind me. I will say this. When she pulled off of it, I could see the guy was hung like Walt - who had the biggest hammer I’d ever seen. I almost ran off the road watching her lick down the shaft and then engulf it again, a tiny moan escaping her stuffed mouth. We were almost home when I saw him clutch the back of her hair, lift off the seat and grunt. It lasted for a full minute, Anne choking and gagging when he finally released her head. She took a deep breath and went right back down on it again, slurping loudly for my benefit.


Anne was out the rear car door as soon as I stopped in our driveway, dragging him by the hand. After what she’d just done, she was probably climbing the wall wanting that thing stuffed inside her drenched pussy. I’d had to look away several times to keep from cumming myself. The guy didn’t even look at me. It was as if I didn’t even exist. As for me, my cock hurt so bad I could barely follow them inside. I found Anne’s dress on the floor outside our bedroom door. That hurt. She’d taken him into our bedroom this time. Usually it was the guestroom. I stopped at the door and saw she was already sucking his cock back to full mast again. It was like a horse’s cock. Her slender frame looked small in front of his hulking figure. He did have a gut, but his chest was thick and hairy, his tanned thighs large and muscular. A shiver of dread shot through me as I wondered if Anne might get more than she bargained for this time. He roughly shoved her onto her back and she lay there with her legs open, half fearful, staring up at him expectantly. His little grin looked like a wolf as he moved his cock close to her opening, held it there for an instant. I could see she was more than ready, open, pink showing, glistening wet. Still, the head of that huge thing looked like a baseball trying to get inside her, as he grunted and shoved it against her open pussy lips. Anne cried out with what sounded more like pain than lust, as he finally popped inside.


He offered her no respite as those large thighs drove forward, forcing the stiff meat along her smaller shaft, until I heard her cry out softly, “Wait. Please give me . . .”


He plunged into her, pulling her hips toward him, his thick arms knotted with effort as she cried out again. I wondered if I should try to help her, although I knew this guy could break me in two like a match if he wanted. He was finally inside her, mostly, his nuts dangling against her quivering ass, still grinning down at her. He stared at me for a moment. “This is one fine-looking piece of ass you have for a wife, faggot. Watch what a real man can do.”


As he withdrew, the pink lining of her pussy channel came with it, then he plunged back inside as she cried out again, tears flowing this time. She flopped around like a rag doll as he held her against his groin, pounding into her like a machine. Finally her hands came up to grasp his shoulders, slowly sliding down to cup his ass, lifting up to meet his thrusts and pulling his ass into her as she fought to reach the orgasm she’d been wanting ever since leaving the hotel. He lowered his mouth and my sweet Anne offered hers in return, licking his thick lips, biting them, sucking them, taking his tongue. Jealousy surged through me and I couldn’t take any more, exploding into a tissue, over and over until my knees felt they’d collapse. Gasping for breath, I sagged onto the carpet just as Anne screamed out with her orgasm. He was only seconds behind her. The only sounds in the room for a full five minutes, was us trying to catch our breath.


Then he said, “Get over here and lick this thing clean, Faggot.”


What? He was talking to me! I stumbled to my feet and backed toward the door as he laughed. “You like cock, don’t cha? Come on.”


As I retreated, I heard Anna explaining that I wasn’t gay, I only like to watch big cocks entering her.


His name was Larry. He was a construction engineer, there to evaluate a new city development. He would be in Dallas for three more days. He told us both he’d be staying with us, not giving us an opening to complain. Larry was absolutely fearsome, his eyes boring right through you like he could pull your legs off and not feel a thing. OK, I was scared of him, and Anne said she was too. Rubbing salt into the wound, he slept in my bedroom – with my wife. He also forbid me to watch them, relegating me to the guest bedroom, listening to their rutting all night, only able to imagine what they were doing to each other. They were still sleeping when I left for work the next morning. I found them on the pool when I got home, he in swim trunks, her in the familiar white shorts and stretchy halter-top. He was wet, like he’d been for a lap in the pool, Anne looking fresh and beautiful. I heard her laughter before I saw them. I changed from sport coat and tie, into shorts and t-shirt before joining them. Our bed was still unmade.


As I came out, Larry was seated beside Anne on the loveseat. He called out, “Bring me a beer when you come.”


“You know where they are, Larry. I worked hard and I’m tired.”


I knew instantly that was a mistake. His mean eyes froze me in place. “I’m tired, too, Faggot. I been fucking your pretty wife all day. Now bring me a fucking beer before I slap the piss out of you.”


I brought him a beer, setting it on the table, taking a seat across from them. Staring me in the eyes, Larry dared me to say anything as he took Anne’s unresisting hand and ran it under the loose leg of his trunks. I saw her grasp him through the cloth, watching as he grew stiff. He had that wolf’s grin on his face, and I knew he was taunting me, his eyes locked on mine. “How many times did we fuck today, Doll?”


Anne hesitated, but I could see Larry had somehow already intimidated her today as well. “I . . . don’t know. Maybe three?”


“And a blow job, right?”


“Yes,” she responded in a small voice.


“I just can’t get enough of this fine looking ass, Faggot,” he said in a deep voice.


“I’m not a faggot.”


“If I say you’re a faggot, you’re a faggot. Say another word and I’ll have you sucking my cock. Got it?”


I nodded silently, glaring back. I had to tell him to leave, but if I did, he’d probably beat me to a pulp – at the very least. Maybe it was better to wait him out for, what? Two more days? An eternity. I silently groaned. I wasn’t sucking him off, that was for sure.


“Just for being a wiseass, watch this. Suck my cock, Doll face.”


Anne obediently dropped to her knees and tugged his shorts down, pulling them off. His sacks were huge, laying limply between his hairy thighs, that horse cock already semi-hard. Whatever he’d done to her earlier, she didn’t hesitate, swallowing the whole thing. He grinned at me. “She’s good. The best I ever had. Best looking too. Maybe, I’ll keep her.”


That really scared me. I’d fight him if he tried something like that.


“I like people to do what I tell them. Your wife has already learned that, and you will too. Don’t believe it? Watch.”


He pushed her mouth away, raised his knees and wrapped his hairy arms under them, sliding down, spreading the hairy cheeks of his ass. “Come on and show hubby you know what to do, Doll face.”
Anne lowered her face into his steamy crack and began feasting on his hole. She licked, bit, slurped as Larry grinned at me. I couldn’t hide the fact that I had a boner, sticking straight up inside the soft fabric of my Jersey shorts. He finally pushed her wet face away, pulling her up to straddle his red cock. “Sit on it and get me off. Don’t cum though. You know what will happen if you disobey me.”


Nodding eagerly, almost frantically she climbed over him, positioned her cunt over his throbbing meat, and slowly lowered onto it. It pushed inside, stretching her lips apart so I’d never be able to satisfy her again. How she took it all I’ll never know, but soon she was bouncing on it like she was going out of her mind, growing louder and louder as she approached her climax.


“I’m . . . almost there . . . baby . . . can I cum?”


“No,” he said, staring at me.


“Please baby. I can’t . . .”


“Better listen to me bitch. I said no.”


“Oh . . . god . . . I pleaseeee?”


I could see her toes working and knew she was cumming. She was going nuts riding his cock, sobbing, hair flying around, covering her face. What he’d do to her because she disobeyed him, I didn’t know yet. I was close, myself. Did I need permission, too? Fuck him.


As she slowly came down from her climax, he said, “Now you’ve done it Bitch. Get up.”
Anne’s face was tear-streaked, her eyes filled with fear as she stared up at him. “I haven’t gotten off yet,” he said. “Bend over the chair and spread ‘em.”


“Please . . .” she muttered.


He grasped her arm and I could see it hurt. “Remember?” he said.


“Yes.” She turned around, bend over the chair, and spread her ass cheeks with both hands. Larry grinned at me as he positioned himself behind her. “See how obedience works?” he said, winking.


No way would that baseball-sized knob fit inside her puckered asshole. I knew Walt, who was also well-hung, and Al who was thick as a beer can, had done it to her, but this thing looked even more formidable. My cock throbbed with pain as I watched him press its crown against the little brown ring. “Please don’t,” she muttered softly.


Hands on each of her hips, Larry pulled her back against his rampant cock, pushing his thighs forward. Anne sobbed, softly at first, then louder. “Better bite your arm or something,” he said. “If you scream, I’m gonna bury it all at once.”


I saw Anne’s mouth close on her arm, and heard muffled screams as he ploughed deeper inside her bowels. I could feel my nuts churning as I fought to keep from shooting my load. I wanted to help her, but was rooted to the spot, heart beating like a steam engine. He took maybe five minutes to get inside, and I could see her swollen belly once he’d made it. She was whimpering now, like a small hurt animal. Larry slowly pulled the lining of her bowels out as he withdrew, then back inside. “You should’ve listened to me, Doll face. I said don’t cum.”


His pace was picking up some now, and soon, he was driving into her ass like he did her pussy. I noticed Anne no longer cried out, only moaning a little. Soon she was helping him. Finally, she cried out, “Can I cum, Larry. Please let me.”


He waited a moment, then said, “Do it Bitch. Do it.”


Larry's nuts tightened up and his cock throbbed as he shot his load deep inside my wife's bowels. I could see Anne's swollen pussy lips quivering as she also came. I watched them climax together as I shot halfway across the pool. As Larry withdrew a river of cum streams from her tortured little asshole, which was now gapping open and raw looking. The next two days was going to be hell.


The next day was Friday and as I arrived home from work around 6:30 PM, I met Larry and my wife just leaving. Anne was dressed fit to kill, in a short black dress and heels. “Going out to dinner,” he said gruffly.
Then he grinned. “Looks great, doesn’t she?”


I wanted to kill him, but I’d probably need a gun for that, so I helplessly watched them drive off in her Lexus. I made up my mind I’d tell him to leave as soon as they returned. I could call the police, but my neighborhood wasn’t used to things like that and it would cause a real screen. I couldn’t threaten him. He’d probably just beat the shit out of me – maybe her too. I’d have to think about this. I was watching TV around 10:30 when I heard the Lexus drive into the driveway. When they came in, her face seemed red and I could tell they’d both been drinking.


Larry paused to see the score on TV, “The fucking Heat’s gonna win this round, but when they get to San Antonio, the Spurs ’ll kick their ass!”


I didn’t answer as they sat down together on the couch. Anne curled up with her long legs under her, and Larry placed a possessive hand on her covered thigh. We watched the game in silence for a while and Larry said, “Get me a beer, will you Babe?”


Anne didn’t look at me as she obediently went to do his bidding. Coming back, she handed him the bottle and curled up beside him again. This time her skirt was a little higher on her legs and his hand rested on her bare thigh. Toward the end of the 4th quarter, I glanced over to see his hand had traveled upward quite a bit.
“That was one fine steak,” he said to no one in particular. He mentioned the name of the restaurant they’d gone. It was the best in Dallas, one of mine and Anne’s favorite. “Nothing like a good steak while a beautiful woman plays with your cock under the table.”


I gripped the arms of my chair and glared at him, but he just grinned back as if he were daring me to retort. He looked absolutely evil. I kept my mouth shut for the moment.


“Doll face here just had a salad,” he smirked. “She had her meat after we got to the car. Lots of sauce, too.”
Anne’s face was burning, but she just bit her lip – then she closed her eyes and I saw her long legs partially part to allow his big hand better access. As the Heat shot their last basket, I heard her softly moan. Larry abruptly stood. “The Spur will get ‘em when they come to town. Come on Doll-face, let’s hit the sack.” He headed straight for our bedroom without looking back. Anne followed, her eyes averted. I noticed she left the door ajar.


I switched the remote off and just sit there until I heard the unmistakable sound of sex. Although Larry had forbid me to watch them, I went into the adjoining bathroom and peeked in. He hadn’t even taken her dress off. It was bunched up around her slim waist. Anne was on her knees on the bed, Larry behind her with about half of that monster dick buried inside her. Both were straining to get the rest of it inside her wet pussy. He pulled her hips backward as he tightened his huge thighs and thrust into her. Anne lifted her ass to meet each of his violent surges, seemingly oblivious to any pain he might be causing her. After a minute or two he was buried to the base inside her, his huge balls swinging freely beneath them. I could see Anne’s face lying to one side on the bedspread. Her eyes were closed and she looked as though she were in heaven. I suddenly realized my cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, wrapping my hand around it, seeking relief. Larry slowly eased out of her, pulling pussy walls with the large crown. Anne whimpered, lifting upward, seeking what he was taking away. I hated the bastard and it hurt to see him doing this my beautiful wife, but I couldn’t stop it – and I couldn’t stop watching. Unexpectedly, he plunged into her exposed cunt, and began pounding her hole savagely. Anne cried out once, then began helping him violate her.


“Like that cock, Doll-face?” I heard him growl softly.


“Yes . . . yes,” she whispered.


“Better than your faggot husband’s little dick?” He was grinning down at the back of her head, and I knew he was trying to humiliate her. When she didn’t answer right away, he slammed into her viciously.


“Yes,” she whispered again. “Better, much better . . .”


That hurt too, but I was so close to cumming I didn’t mind much. Larry suddenly stopped, pulling out of her as she whimpered in protest. “Turn over,” he said. “I want to see your face when you cum.”


Anne hurriedly complied, flipping onto her back, legs spread wide, waiting for him. Larry crawled over her and slammed his rampant cock into her again as she wrapped her arms and legs around him, hungrily searching for his mouth. I suddenly shot my load into the tissue, long and hard until my knees were weak.


Their orgasms were close behind; Anne twisting, squirming, her screams muffled inside his mouth. Afterward, she whimpered softly as she licked his mouth, her long legs quivering as they still gripped his hips. After a moment, he slipped from her clasping pussy, thick white sperm gushing out of her behind it. I lay awake in the guest room and listened to them fuck for hours, before falling to sleep – thinking, another day to go.


I woke up early and found Anne already making coffee in the kitchen. She wore one on my t-shirts and little else. Sleepy-eyed with a rubbed-red mouth, she looked well-fucked. I’d fallen asleep well after midnight with the sound of their moans, grunts and wet slapping flesh still ringing in my ears. By then my cock was so tender I couldn’t touch it. “Where’s the ape?” I said, getting a glass from the cabinet.


She nodded toward our bedroom where I heard a faint snore. I sipped some water. “Hard night?”


She walked up and placed her head on my chest, just holding me. Then, staring into my eyes, she said, “Want to quit doing this? At least, for a while?”


“Think we can? Maybe we could just do it once a month instead of two or three times like we do now.”


“I don’t know. No. We both get something we need from this. But this guy scares me.”


I grinned down at her. “Me too. He has a slight accent. Maybe German?”


She shook her head. “No, he says he’s from the Ukraine. He’s an animal – and a sex maniac. He does it four, five times a day. I wake up with him on top of me, then a couple times during the day while you’re at work, and after we go to bed again.” She looked a little embarrassed as she said, “He has a thing for anal. Does it at least once every day.” She gave a short laugh. “I’m really kind of sore.”


“But you don’t say no . . . so?”


I’d read something in the news lately about Russians and gangsters from the old Eastern-Block countries, and that jogged my memory. As she finished making the coffee I went to my computer and ran through the articles again. It said Eastern European Mafia types now ran many of the parking lot and construction businesses in and around Dallas. It said they were even more dangerous than the drug cartels and that to join that group they had to have killed someone first. I firmly believed Larry could kill, probably had. What to do? I heard him stirring around in the bathroom and quickly turned off the computer.


I found Larry in the kitchen with Anne, wearing only his shorts and holding a hot cup of coffee. His arms, legs, chest and back were covered with thick hair. He really did look like an ape. The fly of his shorts gapped open and his thick soft cock was partially visible through the pee-hole. He was staring at Anne’s short t-shirt with male appreciation, as she poured him a cup of coffee – like a dutiful wife should. But she wasn’t his wife. She was mine! I sourly wondered if he’d want to fuck her right there on the kitchen counter before drinking his coffee. He saw me standing there and grinned.


“Sleep well?”


I ignored him, going to get a cup.


“It’s my last day in Dallas, so Anne and I are going shopping today. Be back later and we’ll all go to dinner.”


I started to protest, but figured WTF at last we’d be free of him, so I held my tongue. They left around noon and returned about five-thirty. Anne wore a new cashmere sweater and held an expensive handbag, so I suppose he was just showing his appreciation. I suppose sometime during the day, she’d also shown him her appreciation in some small way. True to his word, we all got ready and went to dinner at a local Italian place. We took a corner booth, Larry in the middle between Anne and I. When our food came and we started eating, Larry looked at Anne. “Come on, you know what I like while I’m eating.”


Face flaming, Anne reached under the table cloth and I heard the faint sound of his zipper. After a moment, Larry smiled contentedly and resumed eating. After a few minutes he said, “You too. Take hold of my cock.”


I quickly got over the fact he wasn’t joking. “Fuck you,” I said. “I told you I’m not gay.”


Larry reached over and grasped Anne by the knee, and I heard her sharp intake of air as she gasped in pain. “I’ll hurt her. Bad.”


Anne groaned painfully again, so I quickly lowered my hand into his lap, letting her soft fingers guide my hand to its intended target. I’d never felt another man’s dick before. It felt huge, much bigger than it looked from a distance. Like mine it was both soft yet hard, at the same time – on a much larger scale, of course. It didn’t excite me in any way, but feeling Anne’s hand on it, did. It was extremely intimate in a way, and the feeling of her stroking his long cock up and down, gave me an instant boner. This went on all the time he ate, speeding up until at one point he caught his breath and said, “Stop. Keep your hands there, just don’t move ‘em.” He laughed softly. “ Shit, I almost shot a load and I don’t want to ruin my pants.”


After a moment he said, “OK. Do it.”


Anne placed her hand over mine and slid it up his shaft to the big crowned head. It felt sticky and I knew it was from pre-cum. She cupped my hand and smeared his fluid all over his dick’s head. Larry suddenly wiped his mouth with a napkin, and said, “Okay, let’s get out of here.”


I went straight to the men’s room and washed my hands, disgusted they were so sticky with his sperm. I met them in the parking lot, at the Lexus. Larry handed me the keys and got into the passenger side, immediately unzipping his fly again, and pulling out his fencepost sized dick. He looked expectantly at Anne, who just raised her skirt, got inside and lowered herself down on his cock, facing to the front. She slow-fucked him all the way home. About a block from home he groaned and grabbed her hips, shooting his load into her. She went absolutely nuts for a couple of moments, crying, biting her lips, hair flying around like a wild woman. I’m just glad a cop didn’t see it and pull us over. The car smelled like fresh-fucked pussy and my cock was so hard it hurt. In the driveway, he opened the door and the Lexus’ interior light illuminated us all. Anne slid off his lap as Larry said, “Clean me up, Doll-face. I have to wear these pants tomorrow.”


Anne had learned not to argue by this time, so she just bent over, licking and sucking his cock clean right there in the interior lights of the car. If anyone was watching, our reputation in the neighborhood was now shot. They went inside, straight to the bedroom where I heard Larry saying, “Suck it, Babe. Get it hard.”
By the time I got to their doorway, she already had it buried in her working throat, clutching his ass cheeks and pulling him deeper. I pulled my own dick out and instantly shot all over my hand and some even hit the fucking rug. I was totally exhausted, but continued watching as my beautiful wife somehow managed to swallow the entire length of Larry’s thick cock. As the giant crown pushed into her slender white throat, I could see the bulge it caused in her throat canal, before passing into her gullet. A few slobbers formed around her mouth, dropping onto her tits as she labored away in total delirium, moaning and grunting occasionally, nails digging into his ass cheeks. Watching them, I felt myself stiffening once more. I had to take it slower this time. I was a twice-a-day kind of guy. Anne on the other hand, could probably climax twenty times a day. That’s why I couldn’t deny her this pleasure she needed.


Larry groaned and attempted to push her head away, but she clutched his ass and greedily held him in place. Finally, almost violently, he shoved her away so hard she fell over on her back, legs spread, staring up at him defiantly – like . . . do me, Big Boy. She looked so sexy I almost teared-up. Larry threw her onto the bed, flipped her over and slammed his cock into her from behind. I had a great vantage point right where I stood. I saw his cock-head push those swollen pussy lips aside and disappear inside her, then the long shaft slide along her pussy canal until it was completely buried inside her snatch. Anne seemed frozen in place, not moving a muscle as he see-sawed back and forth inside her, but her pussy kept clasping his shaft convulsively each time, quivering and pulsating with each thrust. God it was just so sexy. She lay with her ass in the air, face on the bed facing me. I saw her eyes were closed, mouth open, little sounds coming from within it. Larry held her hips, hammering into her mercilessly, his big cock pulling the lining of her pussy with it each time it withdrew, then plunging back to her depths. I remembered how huge it had felt under the table, wondered how she could take it – how it had fit up that small puckered little asshole above her snatch. I clutched my dick and slowed down again, controlling my breathing.


Larry’s balls drew up and trembled, then he grunted loudly as he emptied his load deep inside her. That was all it took for Anne, too, crying out, squirming, clutching the bedspread. Cum shot out from around the tight fit of his cock, running down her thighs, thick and white. It went on for quite a while, and then I came like an atom bomb, over and over until my legs gave out. Somehow I made it back to the guest room, passing out on top of the covers. I don’t know how many times they fucked after that, but the next morning Anne drove him back to the airport and that night I slept in my own bed. 





The first time I shared my wife

My wife and I have a great life and have been together dating and married for over 20 + years. I am 42 and my sexy wife is 41. She is tall 5’9” with long soft brown hair past her shoulders. I love it when she is on top of me and her hair tickles my face and chest with the ends. She has a great body and the nicest round ass! It is so round I could spend all day just rubbing and playing with it!


Anyway, she is very pretty and sexy. She is one of the few girls that don’t have to wear makeup just a super cutie! She is always looking younger than she is! Hell, she could have any man she wanted. She gets looks from them all the time! I love it because I love to show her off to others. I Love showing off how hot she is and that she is with me! I’m not a jealous guy. I like for other guys to look at what I have. I am not scared that the other men talk to her or that she talks with them. I feel if you're that scared of losing her you better start treating her better then! If you treat a woman right then there is no reason for her to leave you right? She is with me and she loves me! What more could you ask for?? She is just awesome! Well Anyway, we like to have fun now and then. And this is one of the fun, No wait it was an AWESOME time we had together!


So anyway we have an old high school friend. We were both friends with him but my wife did date him some in high school and stayed friends ever since. Well somehow they kept in touch and now talk and then but lately, they have done that more than ever. He lived out of state when this started. He now even lives in our rent house in Florida. And just about an hour away from us now. well like I said they talk and text a lot over the years and every now and then they get into sexting and such, more playing and teasing and such. Well, one time we were driving to my friend’s house and they were texting and it started to get dirty and dirtier and more teasing and then he sent a picture of his dick saying (you would enjoy this!) and she gasped and giggled that got my attention and I asked what’s up? She paused for a second and then told me what was going on and then showed me the picture. lol, we laughed about it not his size well he wasn’t too shabby but the fact that he did it. Then I told her what to say back and then we had about 30 min of both of us teasing him with him saying things and her saying things back and me telling her what to say sometimes he didn’t know I knew by the way. we did this for about an hour and then we both had to go he had to get back to work and we made it to my friends' house.


Well a few days later we were driving back home and it started again she played along with him telling me what she put and what he was saying and we had some good fun about it but it started to get to the talking of really hooking up! We teased back like” ya sure you will”, and “o ya”? and “what would you do to me? ??” and so on. And him saying how she would love it! and what he would do to her and so on and so on. It was good fun and what was strange it was kind of turning me on some! I couldn’t wait to get home and fix that problem! But my sweet wife fixed it on the way with a nice BJ while I was driving So awesome!


Well about a week later I and my wife were talking and she told me he is getting a little pushier about really meeting up! We kind of laughed it off and this went on for months well one day he started sexting hard right off the bat and she was with me again and we were on a trip again for work so we just played along and got him all riled up. Because we both know it won't happen and hell he is a long way away. Well, we got to talking because it kind of got me horny again and I noticed she was too! We were just talking about it and I didn’t catch it at first but we were both kinds of beating around the bush talking about it So I just bluntly asked so do you? Julie said do I what? I said so do you want to fuck him?? She said WHAT?? had that wired look on her face as O shit what should I say look ??? As if it was a test to get her in trouble or something! I could see it in here thinking o crap what should I say? So I said well? She said well It kind of crossed my mind but not really! why? I then told her it kind of turned me on thinking about it and then we talked about it some more.
Well, we finely decided if we did we could do it on our high school reunion night! We all will be in the same town and time! So she asked frankly if he was serious next time he started it up again. and he took a long pause to text back and said YES! He then said Well your husband won’t let you anyway! She popped off and typed O YA! I just have to say I want to and he will let me! He loves me and will let me if I want to! He then said ok then it’s on! With a lol and a wink behind it. He kept Teasing her probably thinking she would back down at a hard statement like that. But she didn’t back down! And then they got back to sexting again and kept it going for a bit.


Then a few days later we talked again she said he is asking are they going to hook up? But she didn’t answer him so I said SO ARE YOU? Do you think you can go through with it ? or want to do it with him? she said yes and no she kind of interested but not for sure. The whole time she was looking at me looking for approval from me I told her if you want to go for it! See if he’s into a 3 some maybe we all could have some fun?


Well, a few days later she said That’s nope on the 3 some! She then told me that He was kind of scared of me lol. well, I said so I can’t even watch??? She said no way! I went dam I wanted to see you fucking someone or join in!


well, a few months went by talking and texting now and then about hooking up. it was coming down to the time and we had the place set. Our rent house was empty at this point. and he was coming in from out of state so we set the date of our class reunion. We made it so that we will go back to our house and “talk and catch up save money on hotel rooms and all ” and a few drinks with our classmates then come home and drink some more and talk. I would then get tired and go to bed early (wink wink ) and hide out for a bit and they would stay up and talk since they were friends and so on and then let it happen in the living room! Well, where our room is at I can see most of the living room and they can’t see me due to the lighting. So after a bit, I would sneak back and watch my wife having sex with another man! This plan was getting me riled up and horny as hell thinking about it a lot and couldn’t wait for that time to come.
Well, all went as planned had a great night at the reunion we went and ate with others and had a few drinks we talked about old times and what we are doing now and so on. ( in my mind was noting but what time is it let go home!! Lol, They had a band outside so we drank some more, danced and listen to the music till close to 2 am. Time flew by but not fast enough. We had it all planned out and set it up to meet up back at our rent house! Well so far so good! we came back to our house and a few min later he showed up BUT he brought a girlfriend(a babysitter his wife sent) DAMMM it! and I told my wife in her ear. It is not going to happen he brought a fucking babysitter for himself lol. She said I know I can’t believe it. But ill try to get him to stay or take her to the hotel and come back. Wow, I couldn’t believe it after the talk he threw down and the dirty texts and pictures and so on WOW he backed out!! Such a chicken lol! Well, she tried to get him to stay and get her to leave and he said he had to go and or she would tell his wife ( o ya he is married well kind of there not getting along very well he's been living with her off an on for a few months). My wife said so I thought you were leaving her anyway? He said ya but they batter not to stop a worse fight sorry. and they left. Wow-what a shocker! but me and my sexy and horny wife sure still made a night of it!! She came to bed after waling him out and just crawled right up on me and started kissing me and grinding her pussy in to my dick I could fell her heat through my under ware and her panties wow we got undressed and she lade down beside me an wrapped here leg over me and we kissed an I fingered her for a min she was so wet I then guided my dick in to her and started out slow kissing and rubbing her back and her head with my left hand and my right hand was on her ass ! after a few min making love this way I reached down with my right hand between her but checks and rubbed her supper wet pussy lips around my dick I could fell it going in and our felling her slippery lips going in and out with my thrust I then move back about an inch and felt of her ass hole so soft and tight not wanting me in there but I just rubbed it more and more and then I slipped in a little bit of my finger man fells so good I can fell m y dick through the thin skin moving in and out I push little father about up to my second knuckle I pushed on my dick and wow it started to get me off so fast right before I came I felt her ass tighten up so tight like trying to hold me in or push me out I then started to cum right then I herd her gasp for air I then knew we were getting off together wow that was awesome I said to her she said yes it was! We both laughed and said man he sure missed out! She said oh yes he did I was so horny I would have fucked his brains out!! We cleaned up and went to sleep.


Anyway, 6 months go by now and they still talking but not dirty so much at first but then started talking dirty and send a pic of him now and then. But a lot less. And he pushes hooking up again now and then. But she usually says well you had your chance! and you will never know how great I am and so on! You just don’t know what you missed! We then talked ( she doesn’t like to take pics of herself even for me but will now and then) And It just drives him nuts! Lol, she loves it! But he keeps asking for pics so she would send off the dog or the house or of her face and so on He then said no a dirty on you know! so she sent one of the dirt on our garden! Lol, He keeps saying not of that your pussy! so she sent of our cat lol... It was driving him nuts, he then started to g and so we decided to send one of just her tits. Don’t know what happen because it took a long time for him to respond to it says supper nice don’t know if he jacked off to them or got busy or what but we had our ideas lol a few weeks later we sent one of her shaved pussy! I LOVED THAT ONE STILL HAVE IT ON MY PHONE ALSO!!


Well, he started talking more and more and harder and harder about hooking up again she usually blows him off now. (Since he fucked it up before!). but she told me that’s he’s getting pushy again! I said well do you still want to?? She said ya kind of but to l just to shut him up! lol, but she won’t if I don’t want her to. I said go for it if you want to I am all for it! So we made out the plans AGAIN! and it when like this.


Well, he now lives in our rent house. 35 miles away. So we would go out on our date night and get a hotel room for one night and then the next morning he would stop by on his way to a job or out of town or whatever he wants to come up with. To get away and pay us our rent( he lives now in our rent house) I would have to leave the room and go shopping or something while he was there and then when they're done fucking I'll come back. He was still scared I might do something to him. I still made his nerves. I don’t know why I approved it and help set it up but wow whatever lol. I tried like hell to get to watch or at least take a video of it but my wife said no way in hell lol.


Well some time has passed and he liked the plan and we kept telling him he would back out again he said he wouldn’t this time. We will see I guess! Well, it's finely our date night and me and my wife went out to an awesome dinner then the movies. It was awesome we set up top and we were the only ones in there. Well, we started kissing, and then she started rubbing my leg and then higher to my very fast-growing dick. I think this setup was turning her on more than she thought! I know I was turned on! She then put her jacket over my lap and unzipped my pants and started jacking me off right there in the movies! WOW, She has never done this before I guess she was more into this night than she let on. it made her so hot I loved it! She then said she wanted to blow me so watch out for people and I said O YA noooo prob! And she started to go down and was about an inch from my throbbing head of my dick and someone came in the fucking theater dammit!! They started walking up to us then turned around and went about halfway down and sit down. She kept playing with me and again she got the guts up to just go down and suck on me again for a min or 2 and again she started to move down and down and DAMM it if someone else fucking comes in and she sets back up! and what the fuck they sit on our row now fucking dam fools! The place is empty but us 2 and the other 2 people and want to sit by us on the top row! what the hell if they knew what they were ruining! MAN this sucked! At least she did keep playing with me for most of the movie I was sooooo Horney it wasn’t even funny.


Well, the movies were over! We texted frank again and asked him are u still Cumming in the morning? to pay rent ?? He said yes! So we said ok getting a hotel room now and we did we told him where and what room # and got a time he should be there well we got to the room and made ourselves at home. We started talking about what was going to happen and how to do it. and we got kind of worked up and we started fooling around kissing and playing. I said in her ear just think some other guy's dick will be in you in. In just a few hours! and she said ya there will be another guy's dick fucking me! Cumming in your pussy! Her saying that turned me on so much I nearly shot a load right then! We started kissing and I took her shirt and pants off and then kissed down to her nice soft tits and keep going down to her belly and started playing with the edge of her panties.


I started taking them off of her and she laid on her back and doing so she had to raise her ass and then her legs up so I could take them off she playfully raised her legs straight up! and I saw her pussy and ass all at once I just dropped my head down and started sucking on her clit. And pussy she was soooo wet I haven’t seen her this wet in a long time! after a few min I stuck a finger in and it wasn’t a few sec later she got off holding my head tight into her as I sucked hard and steady on her pussy licking her clit with my tong!


After she calmed down some I kissed my way back up and started with the tip of my dick barely teasing her now sensitive pussy just rubbing it up to her clit and down to her ass hole and back up again and I then lined it up to her pussy and I just rammed my dick in so hard and fast she took the deepest breath saying O O O M Y G O D ! as she inhaled! Still trying to get her breath she said you are so big and hard wow! I was so horny and she was so wet and hot I fucked away so fast I was thinking someone else will be fuckin this in just a few hours! I got off pretty dam quick much faster than I wanted to it felt sooo good and I don’t think I shot that much cum in my life!! She got up and went to the bathroom to clean up and I remade the bed as she came back and got back in bed necked with me wow! she always has a nightgown on but this time she just snuggled up to me! I was on my back and she laid on her side with a leg up over my belly I can feel her hot and still very wet pussy on my leg. It feels so good!


Well, we went to sleep because he will be here in about 5 hours and we dosed off still horny! well about 2 hours before he showed up. We woke up and I was still hard as hell so. I turned over and snuggled up behind her she had a nightshirt on but no panty’s I just love her ass so much it is so sweet nice and round the kind you just can’t get enough of I just love to hold it, rub it kiss it, and well you know. Let’s just say I just love it! Anyway, I was hard again as soon as I noticed her bare ass! I started to rub my dick up between her butt cheeks and was rubbing her belly she turned over and got on top of me and started fucking me she was still super wet I love it so much when she is on top! her hair tickling my face her huge sweet boobs rubbing my chest and face and her taking control making herself feel good. man, it doesn’t get any better! I thought well she got off just about the same time I did and she laid on me for a bit and she had to get up and clean up again she said.


She came back and texted frank you on your way yet? He said yes. then the oo shit hit her that he is coming so no backing out now look! It was so cute! We talked for a bit and decide on what to do and so on I tried for the video again but no success. I even played with the idea of setting it up without her knowing but the fight later if she found out may not be good so I just teased her hell it’s been a bit since he has had sex so he says. He will probably be super quick. As good as you feel! Lol she said hell no way! He better not be quick! He keeps saying how good he was and how much I will love it !! I said well tell him he better be good and to get you off! And the deal is if he gets off first before you! He has to do down and eat you out to climax!! She said ooo he won’t do that! Well, may make him try harder! lol we laughed about it for a bit.


I told her she batter go take a shower and shave so she is super clean for him! She said o crap I don’t have a razor! I went downstairs and they didn’t have one either dam it I just wanted her to shave most of it off. Hell, I want it the way bald I love it! I love it bare! I could just eat her all day when she shaves it all off! Anyway so I took up some food and I kissed her a few more times and asked if we could video it one last time and it wasn’t a no but a hell no! again lol I went dam but I really would love to see this! I then got the evil eye. well, I then left to run to the store to get her a tea and for a razor for me I mean for her or him whatever it's for ME lol. For her to shave with so she waited to get into the shower till I got almost back and I ran up the supplies and handed them to her in the shower and looked her overall wet and necked in the warm water dripping off her I wanted to jump in and make love again in the shower and she said he was like 20 min away so I said dam it ok.


I clean up some made the bed up a little and she got out. I helped dry her off and she said she was nervous. Hell, my belly was in my throat also! And hers was too. Well, I ask so what are you going to wear and she said well he thinks I was asleep so she put her nightclothes back on should I have panties on or off?? I said I would love them off but he may like the one you know so she put them on also. So now she has on super sexy panties and a nightshirt is all she has on. She is so cute!! So he knows what room I'm in so you could just leave the door open and let him come in and wake me up? I went cool! he just texted he was like 5 min away and I said we better be safe and not leave the door open you know and I saw him drive up and park so I kissed her and said let me know how it goes wink! I Love you so much and have fun!! She said ok I will I WILL!


I took off and went down the hall the other way from the front desk where he would come up from I got outside and saw him still in his truck? What the fuck hurry up dude! Lol, he got out and went into the hotel. He was wearing a t-shirt and cut-off jean shorts.


I was to leave and go shopping or driving or something but I for some reason couldn’t leave the hotel! I just want to see watch or to hear something anything I was soo horny!! I was so nervous and horny at the same time! I went back in and when I got up to our floor I heard a door shut it had to be ours. Man, my heart was racing 2000 mph now!


I went down to our door and tried to listen I could hear them talking. I could only make out just a few words now and then they were just talking like nothing was happing just friends and then I heard someone moaning what the fuck? it was out of the blue and fast wow. There fucking already I could hear moaning and grunts and a bed banging the wall what the hell! was it hey how are you just going to jump on and start fucking?? Or hell was my wife that horny she just undressed and laid there with legs opened when he walked in dam!! Ooo then I figured out it wasn’t from where I thought it should be coming from. it wasn’t them at all! hell, it was from the room across the hall from our room. Some girl was getting pounded in there! They were getting after it she was moaning with every thrust. I thought WOW this is awesome! Double treat! YES! Then I heard a kid start to cry like a baby and they stopped I heard her talk to the baby and then it stopped and it wasn’t a few sec later they were at it again! you could hear the bed banging the wall and her moaning and him grunting now and then wow!


Well, I didn’t want to get caught out in the hall and I could still hear my wife talking to him couldn’t make out what. so I walked down to the lobby and out the door. went to my car and looked up at our window. wondering what was going on are they still talking or if my wife was getting necked or kissing him or there making out or what? MAN my mind was racing was she blowing him or him eating her freshly shaved pussy out or they just started fucking? or what??? then I saw someone walk by and bush then Curtin’s so I guess they weren’t at it yet. My mind was racing so much I couldn’t think straight! I’m so Horney and hard as hell wow didn’t think I would be this turned on. And this sick feeling But I was!


I just couldn’t sit there or leave so I tucked my super hard Bonner up under my belt and I went back up past the room to try and hear anything but nope I stuck my ear to the door nothing but I could still them across the hall going at it dam its been like 10 minutes now! love to see who they were well I didn’t want to look strange so I went to the lobby got an apple and started eating it watching the news well trying to I had no idea what they were saying all I could think about was here making love to someone else! So I got up and went up to the room again still couldn’t hear them now but I could hear little movement’s I place an ear to the door trying to hear more again but the reason I couldn’t hear them was because of superman across the hall what the fuck they were still banging away what the hell did this guy take! It's been a link 20 min or longer now! No way I could go that long especially as horny as I was! Well, I walked off again walked around the hotel looked at the pool, and then back up by the room I had my ear to the door again trying like hell to hear her getting banged! But then a neighbor came out down the hall he was leaving the hotel I just nodded and walked off like I was leaving also when he left the floor I went back and then the fucking neighbor across the hall was getting louder! The dude is a jackhammer! I was hoping they would get done and leave I wanted to see what they looked like where they hot or some old people or was it a hook up like we were doing?? Or what So many questions?


Well, I listen to our door some more and could hear something I would say they were doing it but I couldn’t make it out for sure IT’S DRIVING ME NUTS!! Well, about 30 min after he went in with my wife I heard someone go to the bathroom. So I walked off so he didn’t see me in case he came out or looked out the spyglass. When I got downstairs I got a text they were done and cleaning up and I need to go so he could leave or hideout he’s scared and doesn’t want to see me the husband of the girl he just fucked!! I thought it was funny he was worried about me when I help set it up gave the idea and approved and pushed it a few time now and he was worried id be mad?? lol o well I hid out around the corner and I saw him walk out of the hotel get in his car and drive off! I got another text saying he left to come back as he was getting in his car. So I did.


I walked in and she was in her nightgown fixing a drink I gave her a big kiss and grabbed her ass no panty’s on still man I love that feeling! Well with me grinning ear to ear I went so how was it ????? she laughed and said fast! And giggled. I went to the bed and sit down and said sorry but did it go well?? Did she say you really want to know? I said hell ya! Well, I'm not going to tell you! I was upset as hell kind of pissed so I pouted like a little kid like you just crushed my dreams! or took my candy away! Then she said how about I show you a play by play! I went o ya sounds great! Game on!!! Happy again!
She told me to sit on the bed back on the wall and she sat on my right side and snuggled up close she said he was nervous and took a bit to get him to just get in the bed and he did and they just talked for about 10 to 15 min nothing big just BS talk and while we were talking she was rubbing my leg well ( his leg )I had painted on and he had shorts on but anyway you get the idea we were still clothed she said. she rubbed my upper thigh and inner thigh she said we did this for some time and then all of a sudden she said he rolled over and laid her on her back and started kissing her little pecks on the lips check and neck no deep kissing I said like this she said yes He was rubbing his hand up and down her side and then he raised up her nightshirt and took her panty’s off. and threw them on the floor and pulled his shorts off he already had a Hard on I asked so how did he look down there? she said he was bigger around than me but about the same length. But then he laid back down on her she still had her nightgown on and she raised her legs up and spread them for him to lay between her legs on her.


His dick was now touching her very wet pussy that I was just fucking less than an hour ago. anyway she said and made me do what he did so she grabbed my dick like she did him and put it up against her hole and rubbed the head of it up and down her wet pussy lips it was soo hot and wet from him fucking her just a bit ago. She was so wet from her probably being Horny. and probably from his cum that may still be in her she cleaned up some and used the bathroom and let it drip out but she did not shower or wash or anything special. then she said he just rammed it in so I did and she said he just started going at it so I did to I was soo horny and I came a few times in the last few hours so I held out for a bit this time for once. she said he was really fast and he came in her filling her pussy up with his cum. When He was done she said really ??? he said ya with a sad face and said sorry! He then looked like a beaten puppy. but when she told me that he came in her pussy and for some reason I started to go into rabbit speed! And was done in a few seconds shooting another load of cum into her and she also got off at the same time. it was such great filling her up with more cum again for the 4th time in just a few hours and at least 2 times in 20 minutes by 2 different guys! I think it really helped get her off!


We laid there for a few minutes with my throbbing dick in her till it drained all the cum I could give I could but it didn’t feel like I came much in her this time and then I rolled over. She got on top of me with her super wet pussy setting on my belly and dick touching her ass. She then put it back in her and just sat down on me She told me that he then got dressed and they said their goodbyes and he left. she said I was like really? I'm In shock! She said I figured he would have done more to me and I said ya me too! Then for some reason, I didn’t go soft after the last shot of cum. But she is still sitting on me with my super hard dick in her and she asked me so what do you want to do now. and moved her ass some grinding her pussy into me! Looks like your still Horney I said I know and for some reason, I want to eat you out! She said you know he just came in me and your cum is in there too! now we have talked a few times about me doing this I have seen a lot of videos of it and read lots of stories of it and it doesn’t sound too bad but every time I bust a nut in her I can’t go down there. Just not that Horney after I guess. But I do love to eat her out and I was still super Horney. Now I have gone down one time before and just sucked on the clit but no lower! So I never tasted my cum I just could never go through with it. but anyway she said you know he just came in me and you did too!! I said I know! but dam I am so Horney baby and I will probably never want to do this again so batter does it now before I change my mind! I just want to eat you out super bad! So she moved and my dick was in her and it came out and it slapped my belly with her juices and my cum all over it! and she moved up quickly and stuck her supper hot wet pussy on my face and moved it around and I started to just suck her clit again but she moved and made me go in deep to her love tunnel so what the hell I stuck out my tongue and licked deep into her from ass hole to clit I sucked and licked it all I just couldn’t get enough of her pussy!


the softness of her pussy that has just been fucked many times last 5 hours and the smell of sex and the taste well not much of a taste to it I was surprised. But it was different but it was super hot and wet and sticky!! I ate her out till she got off on my face I could feel her pussy tighten up on my tongue and her movements her ass was tight I was holding on and could feel it tense up. Wow, best pussy eaten in some time! and she moved off me and laid down next to me and we kissed and snuggled with me. it was awesome! We both Still couldn’t believe I did that! well still to this day can’t believe I did that. And haven’t done it again but kind of want to.


Anyway we went to sleep for about an hour and ill be dam her necked body next to mine got me up and hard again I started playing with her side rubbing it from her ass to her shoulder and rubbing her back, rubbing her belly, I love her belly by the way. I keep playing and getting lower and lower each time to her ass hole and pussy and up brushing her nice big tits and getting her nipples harder. then she gets up on me again and started riding me man this was my favorite position and many times in just a few hours man I love her and the weight of her body agents mine taking control moving her pussy with my dick in it and pulling it in and out of her moving the way it makes her feel good! and then she sat up and got off me and got on all fours we did it doggie style for a fem min me just ramming my dick in and out and he pussy and her sweet round ass on my belly me looking at her ass hole now and then man what a sight! man what a day! if I haven’t gotten off so many time in the last few hours I would have shot my load looking at her ass hole and my dick going in and out or her pussy lips grabbing it rubbing my dick then she said we had to change positions and what do I want to do?


I said I don’t know and pulled out and I laid back down and she just crawled over me again but with her back to me now reverse cowgirl and she was sitting up and slid my dick into her again man this was different we have never done it this way before and it feels great!! then my mind was blown! she bent over forward away from me and got on her elbows I was now watching close up as my dick was sliding in and out of her pussy I could see her lips grabbing my dick and going into her then when my dick comes out I can see her bright red pussy lips pull out and rub down my cock like saying don’t go! But that was not the best part it was looking at a sweet asshole of hers!! And it looking right at me I put my hand there felling her pussy lips as my dick slides through her lips and then I placed a finger on her ass hole I move my thumb up to her little butt hole and just place it on their rubbing it she doesn’t usually like me to play with it but she was letting me again this time. Man, this was the best day I ever had!! And this is my new best position! OMG, I cannot believe I have never done this before! I was just loving it thinking of how it felt and looking at it up close wow and thinking how another guy was just in there and came in her so hot! and then she said you like this I went oo ya ! she said I kind of figured so how does it feel knowing I was just fucked by someone else I said this is awesome! and her saying that about made me blow my load again right then and there!


but I held my own and I was playing with her ass was the best part her sweet ass! well, I am an ass man but she doesn’t let me mess with it too much I have fucked it only a few times but I always want more! So I slid my thumb in and I could feel my dick through the thin walls and yap that did it for me! and as I was getting off. I thank me for getting off got her off also she was rubbing her clit while I was fucking her and had my thumb up her ass! I could feel her contractions in her pussy and her ass grabbing my thumb so tight! Wow A W S O M E!


Well, we got done and we were beaten. so we laid there for a bit more watching tv and talking about what we just did and how many times I just came in 2 days! I just broke my record and hers also! And also how many times we came together! well we got dressed and we ate breakfast again (bigger one )and went home and went to sleep for most of the day and yes we did make love one more time that night! so we broke the record again she said we may have to wait a few days to recover she was pretty sore with that much dick going in and out of her that many times and getting off so many times all kinds of muscles hurt now lol but in a good way! Lol!


well, that was one of my best days ever and I never thought it would be from another guy fucking my wife! Wow! Man never thought it would be that way! I love her so much! I sure hope we can do it again and maybe next time we could video it! or I could watch that would be awesome !! or join in!! I would love to have a threesome now that I know I love her fucking others and I love her so much and always will!!


I love you, baby !! thanks for making me a very happy man! 





Couple Go Black

We talk often about taking a vacation by ourselves, have for years. Now that the kids are older we feel safe leaving them at home alone for a week so we make plans this time. We have been married raising kids for 22 yrs. and now it is our turn to let our hair down and howl a little we figure. Let me say that we have always had a very honest and open relationship concerning our feelings, especially our sexual fantasies, etc. My wife had learned of my desire to watch her fuck another man years and years ago and I know of her fantasy of being gang banged by a group of black men. We have talked of these many times as we made love and through the years we have collected a library of black gang bang movies I purchased through mail order. I don't guess either of us really ever gave much thought to really making our fantasies become reality. I'm not sure if we trust our relationship to survive if we ever do so.


I have often wondered how Lisa, my wife, will react if a black man approaches her sexually when I'm not around. I know how aroused she gets and the intensity of the orgasms she has when we talk of her being with a huge dicked black man while she's in the throes of love-making. Just the sight of a thick long black cock is enough to cause her to become wet immediately. For some reason, I have never fully understood why, but just knowing how hot it makes her thinking of fucking a black guy makes my cock harden and throb relentlessly. I have to admit that when we plan the trip to Jamaica I had heard of the black men there seducing white women while they are there vacationing and have decided if it is possible I will not stand in her way if she admitted she wished it.


We arrive in Jamaica Friday afternoon and after checking into our hotel decide that we should change into clothing that fit the hot weather conditions. I don shorts and a loose-fitting white shirt and some sandals I had purchased specifically for this trip and appear the ultimate tourist I'm sure. Lisa decides on a short, almost mini skirt and a tie blouse that shows off the flatness of her stomach and allows the fullness of her breasts to be accentuated. In short, she is hot-looking. Lisa works at staying fit and in shape and has the nicest rounded buttocks and the flattest stomach and is the envy of all the mothers in our neighborhood, not to mention the fantasy of the husbands I'm sure. More than one husband has been taken to task for looking a tad too long as she passed. I was beaming and proud as a peacock as we leave the room.


On the elevator we decide to stop at the outside bar and get a drink and survey the premises and the beach and just relax for a while, we are on vacation, remember. Seating her at a canopy-covered table I walk to the bar and order us both drinks and engage the owner in chit chat about the area night spots. I inquire as to where a good place for us to go to enjoy ourselves might me, as he makes our drinks. Glancing outside at Lisa he inquires, "That your wife mon?


Expecting the usual compliment on her beauty I beam, "Yes, isn't she beautiful?"


His face furrows and he says in a low voice, " That be a bod man she talks to mon, bod man. You don want to visit his club mon, not wit that lady, mon. People say bod tings hoppen to pretty ladies, in his club mon, bod tings!". Then he hands me the drinks and I pay him. While waiting for my change I watch Lisa talking to a large athletic-looking black man at the table next to ours. As I watch he rises and sits down at our table. Her thighs are crossed and her leg is pumping quickly and I know that she is thinking of something sexual in nature. She is either in the early stages of arousement or she has to pee really bad because she only does that with one or the other. When the barkeep brings my change he places both hands on the bar and leans close to me and half whispers, "You take care of your pretty woman mon, he a bod mon!"


"Thanks, I will," I say, as I take the drinks and leave. Boy, not here an hour and already drama, I think as I walk back to our table drinks in hand.


“Who's your friend”, I ask, as I sit the drinks down on the table.


"Hi honey," Lisa says with a big smile on her face. "This is Big Enrico, he runs a nightspot here on the island and I was telling him we planned on kicking up our heels tonight and he says we can come to his club as his guests, isn't that lucky?"


Alarm bells sound in my head as I remember the barkeeps warning. “Well, maybe one night this week we’ll take him up on his offer”, I say as I reach my hand out to him. He grasps my hand and his grip is like a steel trap as he squeezes just a little too hard I think. He is either trying to impress me or let me know something about him.


"You must be Jim, Lisa has been telling me what a lucky guy you are to have her and I must say I have to agree with her,” he says, with a kind of leer on his face.


Lisa smacks him lightly on the arm and says quickly, "I did not, I never said that Jim, he's just saying that!" And Enrico just laughs loudly showing a mouthful of the whitest teeth I've ever seen which contrasts against his black skin. He is sitting facing Lisa and I notice her gaze keeps falling to his waist and her thighs begin pumping quicker each time it does. Her short skirt has ridden up and most of her sexy thigh is visible right up to her perfect ass cheeks causing the good Enrico to have a hard time keeping his gaze above the table.


Standing, he reaches in his shirt pocket and hands me a business card, and says, "Call me when you're ready to go clubbing, I'll provide everything you'll need except your bodies. Because of your wife’s beauty if you visit us tonight I'll even give you VIP status for the Annual Rite of the Darkening!"


I can't help but notice the bulge that runs down his leg almost to his knee. My God I think, that can't be his cock, it looks like a small log! Lisa can't take her eyes off of his cock which is directly in front of her face at eye level. "Oh we will I promise", she says nervously, her voice rife with the sexual tension she has within her.


“What is the “Rite of the Darkening,” I ask, my defensive nature sounding an alarm as I realize that Lisa wants to be around this imposing figure of a black male.


“Oh, it’s just sort of an initiation of tourists to the darker side of Jamaican life that we do every year. You’ll both love it I’m sure”, Enrico off-handedly says as his eyes drop to Lisa’s thighs while his tongue slides slowly across his lips in a very obvious message to my wife. Bending, he kisses Lisa, not on the cheek as I expected but on her lips. Not a kiss, just a soft touch of his lips but his lips lingered on hers just a tad too long for my liking. “Till tonight then, I bid thee farewell my lady”, then, turning to me he again extends his hand and says, “ Take good care of her Jim and I’ll see you tonight!” And he turns and saunters off."


“My lady hell, where does he get that, you’re MY lady”, I say, smiling. I feel intimidated by Enrico’s boldness and I’m forming a dislike for him. At the same time though, remembering Lisa’s obvious excitement and response to his obvious flirting is causing my cock to begin hardening. I find this very disconcerting and confusing. Add to this the warning I had received about him and I am truly worried if we should attend this darkening initiation. Even the name seems to impart fear and wondering. “He seemed to like you, I say to Lisa.


“A lot it seemed unless he carries a small log around in his pants” she beams. “Did you see that Jim, my god if that’s his dick he’s hung like a real horse?”


“Yeah, I noticed you couldn’t take your eyes off it, and the way your thighs were pumping I figured you were spending a few moments thinking of what it might feel like fucking that log. Were you?”


“Will you get mad if I say I was?” she asked, with a concerned look on her face that didn’t seem feigned.


“Well, he rubbed me the wrong way right off the bat the way he made it so obvious he wanted to fuck you,” I commented. “But at the same time seeing you respond to it and knowing you were probably getting wet from his attention and the effect you knew you were having on his dick, well I started getting hard. Are you thinking of fucking him, Lisa?”


“Jim we’re married, you know how I feel about that. I might think about his big dick and might even think about it while you fuck me but I could never violate our marriage vows.” And then added quickly, “Not even if you wanted me to Jim, I know how your mind works honey…but that was a nice dick, wasn’t it…….maybe I’ll get my big dildo out when we get back to the room and give you a thrill baby she says laughing.”


I do happen to notice though that her eyes follow him as he walks away, till he turns the corner of the hotel. My mind is in overtime trying to comprehend the events that are unfolding on our first day here. I think of all the years of fantasizing we’ve done about sexing others, especially our fantasy of her fucking a very large cocked black man. Strangely, I find my cock hardening in my pants till it becomes an ache as I think of her fucking Enrico, him forcing that log of a cock into her tight pussy. Lisa sees my pants bulging and reaches out and places her hand on my cock and says, “Looks like my husband is thinking of Enrico’s big dick too, now I wonder, are you thinking of sucking his huge dick baby, or are you thinking of him doing something to me with it that I know I would love but that I’ll never do!” and with that pours her ice-cold drink on my dick and takes off running, yelling, “The last one to the room doesn’t get to cum”.
I jump up as the cold hit me and begin wiping the front of my pants with my hands, shocked at her actions and cussing as her words sink into my brain. Turning I take off and quickly run to the stairs on the side of the building and begin taking two steps at a time till I reach our floor, knowing she will take the elevator up. I open the door and sprint to the room and unlock and open the door and quickly plant myself in a chair by the window and sit there panting as I try to catch my breath and look nonchalant.


In just a few moments the door opens and she rushes in with a big smile adorning her face until she sees me, then her mouth drops open and her eyes open wide and she asks, “How’d you do that?”


“That doesn’t matter, I say smiling, what matters is that I am the winner and you the loser so on your knees bitch and suck this dick till it cums I say laughing. Then I stand and push my clothing to my feet. I know how hot she is, thinking of Enrico’s big dick and how badly she wants to cum right now. I can read her mind as she sinks to her knees and begins sucking and licking at my cock and balls. She sucks me eagerly as if she is on fire herself and needs my cum to extinguish the flames within her. Her mouth flies up and down my cock as she pumps it with her hand. Soon I am extended and feeling as if my glans will explode if another drop of blood fills it. Her tonguing around my balls is filling me with a throbbing need to cum.


It is then she looks up at me coyly and coos, “You’re not going to hold me to what I said are you, Jim, you know about the loser not cumming, are you? She follows her question by engulfing me to my balls, her throat gripping me tightly as she tries to influence my decision.


I moan loudly, “Yes I am Lisa, a deal is a deal, now make me come, honey, damn you suck dick sooo good!” I grab her hair and began fucking her mouth in earnest as she is trying to protest. I won’t let her remove her mouth from my cock as I know she wants to beg me to relent and allow her to cum too. Feeling ready to blast her with my juices I withdraw as I erupt and spray her face, shooting large globs of white cum over her nose, eyes, and all over her hair and in her mouth.


“I thought you were going to cum in my mouth and make me puke she says as she tries to wipe her eyes clean.”


“Get your dildo and let me see you fuck yourself while you think of Enrico’s big dick babe and maybe I’ll let you make me cum again”


“Oh NO, she says quickly, not unless I can cum too, why should I torture myself, I’m so hot now I’m gonna have to take a cold shower to cool off?


“You made the game babe I’m just playing by your rules”, I smugly assert as she heads for the shower. Later, as we are getting dressed to go out she asks me if she should wear her thong underwear or her regular ones under the sarong-like wrap she plans on wearing? I suggest she should just wear nothing, no bra or panties of any kind. “Didn’t you notice today that none of the women seemed to wear a bra and I’d bet they weren’t wearing panties either because it’s so hot here? You’ll be more comfortable without them and maybe you’ll feel sexier and be ready to fuck my brains out when we get back to the room tonight hottie,” I say as I squeeze her ass.


“Yeah, and maybe somebody else might want to squeeze my ass too,” she says as she flips her butt and walks away throwing her thong on the bed with a “come fuck me” look on her face as she smiles at me.


We arrive at Enrico’s club around 9:00 PM and the place is already packed and there isn’t a table open anywhere so we go to the bar and grab a couple of drinks. We’re standing watching as men place a large altar-like stone on the floor of an open area that on other nights was probably a dance floor. Glancing around we see other men hanging what looks like one of those love swings, a black web-like thing with straps, alongside the stone. Now I am intrigued, and ask a guy standing close-by, “What’s that for?” He replies, “For the ladies, I think”. Hmmm, this could be interesting I muse, wondering what women he is talking about.


Soon a beautiful black woman approaches us and asks, “Are you, Jim and Lisa?”
“Yes”, I reply.
“Come with me”, she says with a smile. As we follow her I watch her ass cheeks moving beneath the thin dress she wears. Beautiful, I think to myself.


Lisa pinches me on the ass saying, “See something you like asshole?”
“Mmmmmm, maybe so”, I reply. Our hostess stops alongside a table at the edge of the open area and removes a “Reserved” sign from it and says while smiling, “This is your table, Enrico was hoping you’d come tonight. Can I get you something to drink? I’ll be sitting with you to take care of any needs either of you may have tonight.” The way she says that while her eyes roam both our bodies makes me think she means more than just bringing us drinks but I decide it was just hopeful thinking on my part. She suggests we both have a “Stripper”, but cautions that many people have been known to strip their clothes and lose their inhibitions if too many were consumed.


The thought of my wife stripping here in front of everyone seems so remote but it’s also a nice fantasy which causes an instant throbbing in my loins prompting me to say, “OK, maybe we’ll have just one to loosen up a bit.” Watching her ass wiggle as she walks away while remembering Enrico’s large cock I wonder how many times she has felt him forcing his seed into her depths. Those thoughts have my cock straining to be loosed from the confines of my pants.


Lisa hasn’t even noticed or commented on my staring and glancing at her I am surprised to find her gazing intently at something across the open area. Looking in the direction of her gaze I see 15-20 very muscular Black men clad only in short loincloths. Even in the dim light, I can see the redness of her face and the quickness of her breathing as she squirms agitatedly in her seat, crossed thighs pumping rapidly. “See something you like honey?” I ask with a huge grin adorning my face.


Without averting her glance she answers, “My God, look at those guys cocks hanging below their clothes!” Again I glance at the men arranging things across the room and my mouth drops open in awe as I see what holds her mesmerized. Almost every one of the black men had fat long cocks dangling below their loincloths. But what amazes me is that they are all flaccid. The smallest appears to be at least 7-8 inches long and most probably that same measurement around their girth. Needless to say, Lisa is as excited as I’ve ever seen her and can’t take her eyes off their cocks. Now I am wondering just what tonight is going to entail? I recalled the bartender's warning about Enrico and his club and dread fell over me. I entertained the thought of gathering up Lisa and just leaving but I know she is going to resist that as aroused as she has become.


As I glance around I see many white couples and all the wives and girlfriends seem to be in a highly aroused state of sexual excitement as they all seem to be staring, entranced by the display across the room. Couples are learning together whispering and giggling as if they are the only ones noticing the men’s dangling cocks. Many of the women present are trying not to stare but inevitably their gaze returns to those fat black cocks. It is easy to see that the white men know their white wives and girlfriends are throbbing to experience the fantasies that the sight of such instruments of pleasure instill. I watch as women begin rubbing their men’s cocks beneath the table cloths and the men have their hands between their women’s thighs exciting them even more.


I am beginning to realize what the darkening is that the rite of darkening refers to. Knowing all these women are obviously here to experience that which the Jamaican men are displaying has my dick throbbing. I know that in her aroused state Lisa cannot prevent herself from partaking in whatever they offer her. I know that she is relying upon me to save her from herself but it is that same excitement that she feels that will cause me to allow the debasement I know she craves. I know there is precum flowing from my tip as I throb and think I am going to cum without even being touched at the mere thought of what I am sure is about to happen to my beautiful wife. Just then Kim, our hostess, brings our drinks back and sits them down as she asks, “May I sit between you both please?” I pull the chair back and say “Sure", and rising, I offer her my chair and take the other for myself. Sitting, she places one of her hands on each of our thighs and says smiling, “I’m sure you will be very satisfied with the show tonight. And you Lisa, you should enter the Queen of Darkness contest, I’m sure as beautiful as you are you will win easily and the queen has more fun than anyone tonight. It’s an experience that you both will remember fondly forever I’m sure. And Jim, while you can’t be King of Darkness because you’re white, if Lisa is chosen queen you will be treated to”…..and just then Enrico picked up a microphone and boomed “Welcome to the Rites of Darkening…..The altar is in place and the rites will begin now with the election of our new “Queen of Darkness”….All those initiates wishing to compete should now come to the altar area and stand in front of a Jamaican Spearman. Hurry, because we have only 20 Spearmen so only the first 20 ladies will compete.”


Kim hurriedly says to Lisa, “Go on girl, Jim wants you to, don’t you Jim?” Every ounce of my intelligence is screaming for me to say NO! But the throbbing I feel in my cock as Kim places her hand on my hard dick and says, “You want her to be Queen don’t you Jim?” has me willing to say anything.


The way Kim squeezes my dick causes me to quickly blurt out, “Go on Lisa, hurry, before you miss out!” I see her hesitate for just a second.
The sight of those manly black cocks swaying enticingly seem to beckon her and she rises saying as if entranced, “OK Jim if you want me to” Enrico smiles broadly as he sees Lisa coming and takes her by her arm and places her in front of the spearman with the lowest hanging, fattest cock of the bunch. I watch as he kisses her softly on her cheek and whispers something in her ear that causes her to blush and glance behind her and down as if trying to see her spearman’s cock. The man behind her places his hands on her hips and pressed against her and I can tell the way her hips move she is feeling his large cock against her ass. The spearman reaches down and takes her right hand and pulls it behind her and I can see her face flush with excitement and she looks as if her knees go weak as she leans back against him, her eyes close, she swallows hard, and her tongue snakes across her lips, wetting them as if she is thinking of mouthing the cock he so evidently placed her hand upon.


“Looks like Lisa is already enjoying herself, Jim. Have you ever seen her this excited before?”


“No I haven’t Kim, and seeing her like this is very exciting to me for some strange reason. She IS feeling his cock isn’t she Kim?”….I ask.


“Oh yes Jim she is feeling a cock that is as fat as a beer can and at least 12 inches in length, does that bother you, Jim?” “Yes and no, it scares me to know she might fuck him and lose interest in me but at the same time it excites me and makes me want to cum badly.”


“Jim, thinking of your wife, the woman you love fucking such a stud turns you on…well let’s see how much it turns you on,” she replies, as she unzips my pants and reaches in and pulls my hard cock out. I feel my cock is going to explode the skin is stretched so tautly on it. When her small hand wraps around it I mouth a loud moaning aaarrrgggghhh, my eyes close and I almost blow my load. “Look Jim, I told you she’d win, Lisa is the new Queen of Darkness!”


Glancing at the altar I watch as the black men begin undressing my wife. My heart is in my throat as I realize their intentions. I feel a tinge of guilt and concern as I watch her clutch at her top as they try to remove it, prompting them to grasp and hold each of her arms as they remove it forcibly from her body. Lisa keeps glancing my way, a look on her face that begs to understand how I can just sit there while they disrobe his wife without attempting to intervene in any way. Her sarong is quickly whisked from her and she is standing nude in front of all in attendance. She is beautiful, my wife, standing there nude in a room full of people. It is easy to see her embarrassment and how humiliated she feels as they lift her into the harness-like arrangement of straps. When finished she is suspended by straps that run between her thighs and around her waist and from her ankles. They are fixed to hold her upright spread-eagled with no apparent discomfort to her.


Hanging there I can see the fear in her eyes and when our gazes lock her eyes beg me to stop this, a look of betrayal etched on her face as she saw the reason I could not move. My loyalty to her causes me to begin to rise to go to her but Kim’s mouth engulfing my cock stops me cold. Lisa watches as my hands find Kim’s head and my eyes close and I’m sure she hears my moan as Kim’s tongue plays havoc with my senses as it slides swiftly, deftly around my tip. I hate myself but her sucking of my dick feels so wonderful all I can do is sit there and watch as Enrico announces it is time for everyone to pay homage to their new queen. Lowering her till she is only inches from the floor, the spearmen as they were called, all began to gather around her body and begin kissing and laving everywhere on her. I can see their large tongues laving her skin, sucking at her breasts while others licked the soft skin of her widely opened thighs. Kim’s mouth expertly keeps me in place as I see the black men’s cocks hardening as they both tease my wife and themselves. Lisa is breathing heavily and her eyes are on myself and Kim, who has my cock buried to my balls in her throat as I hunch up into her mouth.


I can’t discern if it’s hatred or heat in her eyes I see until one of the women kneels and begins softly licking Lisa’s clit causing her head to fall rearwards and her eyes to close from the intensity of the sensations that course through her. Everyone it seems, even the men from the audience take their turn licking, sucking, and feeling my wife’s pussy as others continue to kiss her and lave each pore of her body. Seeing two black men, one laving her clit and another behind her, his face between her ass cheeks undoubtedly tonguing her asshole causes my balls to tighten and lift. I feel the first of many hot lumps race the length of my cock to explode forcefully into Kim’s receptive mouth.


My wife is hunching uncontrollably, screaming, as insanity enters her mind from the wet caresses everyone is bestowing upon her. Her restraints hold her tightly leaving her unable to retreat from even the most tantalizing sensations as each nerve of her body sends wave after wave of pleasure rippling through her. My cock never softens, even after unloading the largest load of my life, instead it throbs as I watch my wife debased, her body twisting, turning, trying desperately to escape the confines of her bindings as her mind roil from the intensity of her pleasure.


Then with a motion from Enrico’s head, she is lowered to lie upon the altar while still harnessed, thighs widely apart and the first of a long line of people begins licking and sucking the skin between her soft magnificent thighs. I can see Lisa’s reaction to the soft tongues and gentle sucking at her mound by the way her hips roll and lift. Each time her gaze meets mine I no longer see the look of betrayal that I previously saw. That look is replaced by an all-consuming passion that is displayed upon her features as an agonized pleasure. Already she is lost to the waves of pleasure coursing through her. The embers that have seethed within my wife all these years are now consuming her mind and body in a blazing inferno of orgasmic heat fueled by light licks and hard sucking. Her mind is overwhelmed by warm tongues probing the depths of her pussy and ass, sucking her clit while others lave all over her body. Her orgasms come fast and often as everyone tastes of her body and caresses her mind with carnality.


When Kim leaves me to take her place between Lisa’s thighs a woman seated at the table next to ours kneels and begins sucking me softly, slowly, making me stiffen even more by her unasked for actions. Kim glances at me and mouths the words “watch her” and then sticks her tongue out, a tongue that seems a foot long, before smiling and lowering her mouth to Lisa’s pussy. I watch Kim’s mouth open widely and cover Lisa’s mound completely. I can tell Kim has her tongue twirling within Lisa’s pussy by the way my wife moans and hunches as Kim’s face presses tightly into her crotch. Lisa’s cries are so loud that everyone stops to see what is happening, even the couples fucking on tables. Everyone watches as Kim causes her to scream from the intensity of the orgasms wracking her bound body. I’ve never seen her body jerking with such force as she cums repeatedly from Kim’s wet, tonguing caresses and deep probing tongue thrusts in her pussy. I can feel her pleasure it seems as I watch her lifting to Kim’s face.


Glancing around the room I can see many of the white women laid across the tables where their husbands sit holding their wives' wedding ring adorned hand as a spearman thrusts deeply into their married pussies bringing forth cries of love for what they feel. You can tell by their reactions, their quickly hunching hips, and the way they claw at their black lovers' bodies, that they love what they are experiencing. They are feeling more cock rammed in their tight white pussies than they have ever felt before In their lives. It is easy to see the cravings that were being instilled in each of them. To a woman, their eyes are open wide with awe at what they feel ravaging their bodies as they stare up into their black lovers' faces. It appears the sensations they are experiencing are so intensely pleasurable that they can’t control their bodies. The fullness pressuring their bodies internally provides such extreme pleasure that they are overwhelmed emotionally as they cum almost continually knowing their husbands are seeing their total submission to the men fucking them! Amazingly, all their husbands all sporting hard dicks, many of which are in their hands as the Black men enjoy their wives’ warm bodies.


I watched one woman lay a tablecloth on the floor and help a black man lie down. Then she straddled his long cock and lowered her body down it fully. Then another black stud entered her asshole and both began fucking her with an insane tempo as she screamed her pleasure, continually cumming and exhorting how much bigger and better their wonderful black cocks made her cum than her husbands did. Her husband stood over her jacking off as they satisfied his beautiful wife’s cravings.


Then, glancing back at my wife and Kim, who was still sucking Lisa’s clit, I saw one after another spearmen begin placing their cocks in her mouth and allowing her to suck at them viciously until they were hardened. I had never seen her so overwhelmed with need. She seemed crazed like her world consisted of cumming and making all those huge cocks cum for her. Her ass would lift, tensing, her hands, now unbound pulling Kim into her uplifted pussy HARD, grinding her pussy into the woman’s face as her mouth sucked energetically at the cock in her mouth. As Kim tired of sucking her pussy and moved from within her thighs she was replaced by the smallest of the spearmen, which meant he only had around 9 hard inches of coal-black dick.


I see him press into my wife’s pussy, and hear her loud moan of pleasure as his fat girth soothes the ache that has tormented her pussy. As he forces his dick into her steadily her head lifts, hands lower to grasp him by his ass as her arousement peaks as she realizes she is being fucked by a black cock, her lifelong dream is being realized. Her gaze rises to his face, eyes close and her hips begin to slowly hunch into his large dick sensually. I felt my balls lift and know I am near cumming again. I hear the craving need to be expressed in her voice as she begins begging him to fuck her, to ram his dick into her white pussy and fuck her hard. For some reason I find her loud exclamations of pleasure and desire for his cock extremely exciting and I can’t help but unloose a hot load of cum into my newfound cock-sucking friend’s mouth. I feel like my soul is erupting from my glans as she pumps and sucks at my spewing cock. Surely I am doomed to hell for finding pleasure in my wife’s loving having her pussy debased by a black man’s long thick black cock. My cocksucker friend’s hand squeezes my balls as she milks me into her mouth. Before this night I’ve never had a woman suck the cum from my balls as she is now doing and this is twice in a row. That, combined with the sight of my white wife’s wedding ring adorned hand on a black man’s ass pulling him into her while exhorting him to cum, to fill her husband’s pussy with his baby making seed has me shaking like a leaf as more and more cum shoots from my tip until I feel completely drained. I have never cum so hard or long in my life and still my cock throbs as I watch one after another black man fill Lisa’s hungry pussy with huge loads of semen after her pleading, begging for them to let her feel it. After each ball-load of cum is unloaded within her a white man or woman would suck and lick it from her now gaping pussy.


Within minutes, while watching my wife’s reaction to the ever-increasing size of her black lovers’ dicks, my cock is again throbbing with need. Kim then strips nude and lays across the table saying, “Fuck me, Jim, fuck me while you watch your wife being stretched and filled by huge black cocks. You can see she loves them, Jim, does that bother you, and are you mad at her for loving what they’re doing to her Jim? Fuck me hard Jim, fuck me like they’re fucking her, bury your dick in my black pussy and fill me up, Jim!” And her words excite me even more as I press my cock into her pussy and begin fucking her fast, hard, driving my cock into her as deeply as possible while she moans, “Do you think your little white dick will make her cum now Jim, fuck me Jim, you’re teasing me, Jim, I need a man’s dick in me Jim is that what she’ll say now Jim…show me you can be a man Jim or I’ll call one of those big black cocks over here and have them fuck me as she’ll do now!” Her words humiliate me but they also excite me for some strange reason and I feel myself pulling at her hips as I cum again while embedded to my balls in her hunching pussy. My knees give out and I fall back into my chair as the last dregs of cum I have to seep from my tip. My throat is parched and I grab the untouched “Stripper” and chug it down without pausing. “Oh Jim, Kim moans, go fetch me a man from the altar Jim, a real man, I need to cum so bad, god you teased me Jim”, she cries making me feel inadequate as a man.


And I did, I arose and began walking towards the altar when suddenly I felt lightheaded and swayed, stopping to lean on a chair until I felt surefooted enough to continue as I went and got the stud with the biggest cock that wasn’t being sucked, held, or fucked by my wife and brought him to Kim. “Watch Jim, watch me fuck a real man’s cock. Sit in that chair Andre”, she says to him. His cock stands straight up, swaying, rock hard and menacing-looking as she straddles him, raising one foot to allow her the height needed to press his thick, long cock into her pussy. She gazes straight at me as she raises and lowers her body on his cock, working more and more of his cock into her tightly stretched pussy with each movement. “See Jim, I do the work for a real man, I want him to last a long time because I love his cock…oohhhhhhhhh……come here Jim, kneel down!” I kneel in front of them obediently as she orders me. “Now suck my clit Jim while a real man fucks my pussy…..yes, that’s it, lick it, lick my man’s balls, Jim, lick my juices off his cock ……this is what you’ll do for your wife now Jim as she fucks her black lovers because she needs them to sate her hunger for black seed now.”


My mind seems foggy and what she suggests seems entirely natural to me at this moment. Her wanting me to join them excites me for her even to suggest it. My mind swims as I do as she suggests, my tongue laves at his black hairy balls and licks his cock as he withdraws it from Kim’s now sopping pussy until she says “Now my clit Jim, suck me while I cum on his big dick ……aaiieeeeeeeeeOOOHHHHHGODDDD…suck it Jim…and she begins wildly hunching into his cock and pulling my face to her pussy as she tenses, her whole body shaking with the intensity of her orgasms and each time she relaxes she immediately begins fucking him again, slamming her pussy down on his cock as she screams with each deep impalement. Finally, when the lights begin strobing and Enrico again picks up the microphone, he announces it is time for the King of Darkness to take possession of his new Queen. Kim slows her fucking of Andre’s gargantuan cock and begins moving her pussy in slow grinding circles saying, “Now watch Jim, Watch the King fuck your woman, you notice I didn’t say your wife anymore Jim because her pussy belongs to the King now, he owns her pussy Jim….you can never tell her won’t, if you press it she will cheat on you to fuck him, Jim. Now watch and jack-off your small white dick while a real man takes possession of what is his rightful property. Watch as he stretches your woman’s pussy as no man ever has and makes her love him…makes her love a black man Jim.


I did watch, I watched as Enrico dropped his robe and stepped between Lisa’s opened thighs. Her eyes were opened as if awed and her hand was rubbing at her clit in anticipation of his entering her, hips rolling, the craving and need to feel him very evident in her face and actions. My wife, the woman I loved was craving this man’s big dick after sucking and fucking uncountable men and women for god only knows how many times. It would have been impossible to count the times she tensed in orgasm and she still craves his dick. “Fuck me, Enrico, take my pussy, make it yours baby, make me scream, hurt my pussy with your big dick, please give it to me baby….god, I need you Enrico…need your dick in me forever!” Am I crazy I thought, as each of her pleas cause my dick to throb and harden and I find myself also silently pleading, “Fuck her Enrico!... Fuck her hard…bury all your big cock in her pussy till she screams and begs for your cum.” His cock looks and is enormous, even bigger than earlier now that it is unleashed from his pants. He places it on Lisa’s stomach and she reaches for it immediately, her hands look small as she holds his girth. The whiteness of her body contrasts with his blackness and makes his glans appear even larger as she slides it along her slit trying to position it at her gaping entrance. Her body glistens with moisture from the many hot slick loads of cum that have been deposited in and on her by her many lovers.


I watch in awe as his huge, swollen glans begin pressing into her pussy, stretching her open wider than anything she has ever experienced. Her moans resound off the walls as everyone in attendance watches silently as she opens centimeter by centimeter to his blackness. Her eyes express the pain and trepidation she feels as his dick torments her moist tender flesh. Her cries are full of fear and hurt as he continues to press into her until she screams, “No! NO! I CAN’T…IT’S TOO BIG…OH GOD IT HURTS! As she tries to push him away! Stopping, he motions and a spearman raises her by her harness until she is hanging with her pussy positioned directly over the altar and then he lays down upon it with his ass at the edge and she is moved till her pussy is positioned directly over his huge glans. It is that Kim motions for me to come to the altar. As I approach them, Kim states, “You can stop this now Jim or you can give your wife’s pussy to Enrico to use as he pleases forever Jim, it’s your decision, Jim. You will both be bound to him forever once you commit her body. Just say the word Jim and we’ll lower her and you can both leave. OR, show your love for your wife and take his cock and lick it, Jim, wetting it so it will slide into your wife’s pussy and then hold it while she’s lowered onto it. My mind is foggy and I can’t think straight but my dick throbs relentlessly as I look at his big cock and think of him fucking Lisa with it. I seemed addled, confused, and Lisa is begging me to take her and leave, pleading, “God Jim if you love me get me down and let us go…please!” But in my mind, I am seeing my wife all the years she told me she wanted her pussy hurt, stretched by a monstrous cock, a cock like Enrico’s. I remembered her pleasure as everyone fucked her earlier with their huge black cocks and the thought of spending the rest of my life wondering if she is wishing she had experienced his dick is too much and after glancing at my wife’s beautiful face I approach Enrico and place my hands on his cock and began licking around his large glans. My hands can’t close around his cock it is so thick and that thought causes me to hesitate for a second as I wonder if Lisa will be ripped open by it.


But again, Kim falls to her knees and begins licking my dick as I lick his and my inhibitions flee me and with certainty, I began sucking and licking him in earnest until he says, I’m ready now Jim, guide me into my pussy Jim and suck your woman’s clit as she takes me. They begin lowering her and I position his huge cock at her entrance, amazed by the muscular feel of his dick and how I can feel it pulsing as if it is an alive and breathing animal. As its tip touches her outer lips, spreading them I can see his enormous glans quit pulsing, swelling, and relaxing, and begin to swell bigger as if hardening in anticipation of its conquering the tight inner muscles guarding her vaginal entrance. My mouth instinctively goes to her clit and I begin licking her as she is lowered slowly until her weight rests on his glans, thighs still bound widely open as she begins spreading, opening, her pussy looking like a mouth trying to swallow a softball as with each small incremental lowering she is penetrated deeper. Her screams and pleadings, the cries of her love for me as she begs me not to allow this, fill my ears and instill a pang of guilt for betraying her.


I know ultimately she will love his dick and my mind reels, fogged by the drug I now know was in the drink I chugged. My wife’s sobbing as the halter is lowered even more makes me hasten my sucking and licking of her clit, my tongue laving his cock as I try to lubricate it for her. Kim’s frantic sucking of my dick has me so excited I couldn’t stop even if I know Lisa will divorce me. For some reason I need for him to fuck her, my mind reels as I think of the excitement she felt earlier today as she saw his hardened cock, how she had wanted it, wanted to feel it in her pussy fucking her. Her head flails as she screams for me to stop them, eyes terrified, pain etched deeply on her face contorting her beauty horribly. Then her eyes find mine as she stares down at me licking his huge cock and she pleads with me….”Stop him Jim…oh baby he’s killing me…please Jim!!”


But by then Kim has my cock entirely in her mouth again and I can’t move…I hate myself but all I can do once again is watch as her pussy is lowered onto Enrico’s huge glans until finally as the bindings holding her go slack and her entire weight presses her downwards it disappears from my view and slides into her body, leaving her pussys’ whiteness surrounding his thick shaft as he slowly begins fucking her, ordering me aside as I watch her hips moving, working in circles, feeling his enormous cock as it slowly penetrated her as her weight presses it into her pussy. Her screams have become deep moans now, not shrill cries but deep utterings of pleasure. Her eyes are now aflame with need, her chest rising and falling quickly as her breathing becomes labored. “Oh god it’s so big…shit I feel it all, every little movement…oh Damn Jim…I can’t…can’t….” and just then one of the black guys grab her by the ankle and begins walking around the altar, turning her on his cock, corkscrewing her pussy down onto it as she turns. I listen as my wife’s moans again become screams, not of pain but intense pleasure as she screams….I’m cumming…OH GOD I’m cumming….yes, oh damn YES…DOIT…TURN ME…..fuck…big….ohGOD…can’t…can’t …stop aaiiieeeeeee.


Enrico motions and two men release the quick snaps and her harness falls from her body and she begins hunching crazily, knees still unable to touch the altar by inches, ankles alongside his body behind her, toes on the altar, hands on her hips, and hunching hard as she slowly feels her pussy engulfing his grotesquely thick cock. She is totally suspended on his dick, her full weight forcing his gargantuan knob deeper and deeper into her depths as the hot throbbing thickness leaves her seemingly unable to control her actions, only react to what she is feeling within her, deep within her.


Soon her hips are moving faster, hunching, rolling in circles as she tries to open herself, stretch her inner flesh to accommodate his thick length of black hard meat. The look etched on her face now appears as if she is in heaven, eyes closed, head shaking, flailing as if trying to shed the insanity of pleasure she feels filling her, overwhelming her mind and body completely. A black man on each side of her steadies her while she frantically hunches screaming her love of his dick. Extending her arms she grabs each man’s arm and clenches them so tightly her knuckles are whitened as she orgasms repeatedly. It looks like someone is fisting her like an arm is extending from her cunt but this arm is black and attached to a man’s groin. Soon her hunching becomes faster, hips moving in a frenzy of need as she undulates around the hard mass at her center as she grinds forcefully against his swollen glans. She caresses herself with his dick, opening her pussy, stretching it till he moves freely within her, fucking her, plunging deeper and deeper into her writhing body as she begins mouthing plea’s once again, “ Yes, Yes, fuck me, oh god I love it! Cumminnngggggg ohhhhhhh fuck it! fuck me…shit it’s huge…..I want it all Enrico, all of it baby! Yes, that’s it, give it to me…ohhhgoddd it hurts…so good…sooooo good….aaaiiieeeeeeeeeeerrghgghhhh! I watch as Enrico gives her something I will never be capable of again, something she has never felt so intensely before as she is now….SATISFACTION!....a satisfaction so deep and addicting that she will crave black dick the rest of her life.


It takes almost half an hour before her knees touch the altar and once they do she begins forcefully fucking his large cock, pressing down into his dick as she moans her pleasure loudly. Her hips hunch extremely fast as she fucks him, and then as she cums her body stops and her hips turn down into his dick, thighs spreading widely as her weight forces his dick into her as deeply as possible. Her eyes close and her head is thrown back, a look of complete ecstasy etches her face as his dick becomes her heaven. He fuck her for hours as everyone there watches her complete submission to his desires. She is still begging him to fuck her even after many people have gotten dressed and left. Soon the spearmen and I and Kim were the only ones left besides the two of them as they fuck on tables, the floor, everywhere. I want to leave and at one time even ask Lisa if she is ready to go and she looks at me with obvious contempt as if I was a piece of shit and says, “No, you go on, I have a man’s dick to fuck and I won’t go till he tells me to……ohhhhh damnnnnn…fuckit…fuckit Enrico baby! Everyone laughs at me upon hearing her words and I feel humiliation creeping into every bone of my body. Then, reminding me of my betrayals of her Lisa turns and says, “Oh Jim, I want to thank you for not stopping me earlier, I’d Have missed the best damn sex of my life baby…damn how did I ever think you had a dick baby…these are cocks, she says, as she grabs a big black cock with both hands while still hunching sensually upon Enrico’s stiff dick.


I sit and watch as Enrico order her to let the biggest spearman fuck her ass while he fucks her pussy and another guy fucks her mouth. Seeing her cumming, hearing her screams of enjoyment with them so deeply embedded within her, her screams muffled by the black cock impaling her throat I realize the woman I was married to no longer exists. I watch the woman I created with my powerful lust going crazy from the overpowering sensations that flood her body and mind as she uses her body for the enjoyment of these black studs. Seeing her wanton lust has me jacking off again and again as they use her. They all fuck her ass and mouth repeatedly as Enrico strokes 15 inches of hard black cock in her pussy till she is almost faint from cumming so much but still begging him, “fuckit, fuckit, let me feel you cum baby, I NEED your cum so bad baby…..give it to me…make Jim hear me when you fill me up baby…fuckit in me hard baby…make me love it Enrico”…..and he did…….He places her on her hands and knees and has two spearmen hold her back onto his thrusting dick and begins fucking her unmercifully hard and fast and especially deep, burying every hard inch inside her till he grunts and thrusts forward as forcefully as humanly possible. Her screams fill the nightclub with each deep burying of his cock. The force of his thrusts causes her head to flail and her mouth to open wide as if to scream but nothing escapes her lips as he knocks the breath from her lungs. Her eyes say everything, the look in her eyes is as if she has been impaled by a spear in her pussy…her face contorts till I think she is actually going to die from the excruciating pain she is in but again her mouth begs, YES! YES, OH GOD I’M CUMMING….FEEL IT! SO HOT…AAAIIEEEEEE…DON’T…DON’T STOP!... OH GOD PLEASE DON’T STOP….YESYESFUCKIT….FUCKME ARRGGGHHHHIEIIEEEEE and her back arches as she tenses repeatedly, thighs extending as her muscles tighten till I think she is going to break, and still, she cums and cums, hunching sporadically at a feverish pitch and intensity till he again forces to his balls and spews again, grunting and saying to me, “Thanks Jim for allowing us to fuck your woman fella. You never thought she’d beg for a black man’s cum did you boy. Hell, I think you enjoyed us using your wife more than she did taking our dicks. Well, Lisa, I guess you can go now, I’m through with you for now.


“Oh Enrico I don’t have to go, we can fuck some more if you want or I can fuck your friends here isn’t that right Jim baby?”


My god I think, she’s become insatiable for black man’s dick. “Er, no I think we should go, Lisa, haven’t you had enough tonight?”


You don’t understand honey, I love black dick now…I don’t think I could ever get enough…isn’t this how you wanted me, Baby..you always wanted to watch black men fuck me Jim and now I want it too….god can you believe the size of these cocks baby…you look like a baby next to one of these men. I can’t believe I ever told you I couldn’t fuck a black man in real life honey…damn I can’t fuck white men anymore now…….she says laughing. And you Jim, I saw you licking that guy's balls while he was fucking Kim and you looked like you loved it…did you love it, baby….did you like licking this big black dick for me baby, knowing I was seeing you? It made me cum watching you with Kim and him baby…I liked seeing you with a black woman and licking his ballsac hon.


I tried to say NO! I didn’t like it and could never suck a dick but the whole time she was talking my cock was growing at the thought of her seeing me doing that. Her knowing I was willing to lick a black man’s cock to get him to fuck her while I was so excited caused me humiliation. Seeing my erection she cooed, “Look, look at his dick guys, he wants to suck one of you, which one do you want baby, go on you know you want to. Suck my pussy juice off these guys' cocks baby.


“I…I…can’t”…I murmur feebly


“Yes you can, Enrico make him suck a dick for me”


With one motion of his hand, the guys are on me, holding me, forcing me to my knees, and then forcing my jaws open before asking Lisa if she wanted to suck my dick while they fucked my throat?


“No, his dick isn’t big enough for me to even suck anymore”, she spat defiantly! Besides, she says, ”I want to watch him suck the cum from your black balls”. He laughs and then shoves his dick in my mouth to my throat.


I choke as he roughly fucks my throat a few seconds before saying, “Now suck dat dick good or that’s how I’ll fuck dis dick down your throat white boy.” In my drugged mind I know deep inside me I want this.


My head swoons as I taste his cock on my tongue and as my pride and inhibitions relent I begin sucking his cock, sliding my tongue around his glans almost adoringly as Lisa sighs loudly, “My, my, just look at my husband sucking his big black dick, he loves you guys as much as I do” and they all laugh loudly. Soon my head is bobbing as he strokes deep in my throat uncaring that he is choking me. I want his cum…god am I queer I wonder…I want to make this black cock spew more badly than anything in my life. Both my hands grip his shaft as my mouth follows them up and down his cock.


The others all laugh and taunt me, calling me sissy boy and black cock sucker and cuckold bitch, and Lisa is so hot she is pounding her pussy down on Enrico’s hard dick again and screaming as she does it, “Suck it, honey, make it cum baby, we’ll suck and fuck black guys together baby…..oh god I’m cumming…god I love this dick….uuunnngghhhhhhh shit..aaaaiiiieeeeeee oh damn can’t stop..aaaaiiiiiiieeeeeeeeaaaaagggrhhrh And that must have sent my guy over the edge because I taste his precum gushing out on my tongue and at the realization, I was making him cum I begin sucking him hard while moving my lips up and down over the sensitive crown of his cock until he grabs my head and I feel this massive amount of cum flood onto my tongue and down my throat as I try to swallow it all but he keeps spewing and spewing and soon his cum is running down my chin as he faces fucks me with his cock until shoving deep in my throat he holds me to him and begins violently shaking all over…then his cock begins softening as he withdraws and says, “Lisa he sucks dick better than you do girl.”


But Lisa is gone to everything but the dick Enrico is forcing into her stomach doggy style on the floor, slamming forward with such force I think surely he’ll rip her open but she just keeps moaning how much better his dick is than her husbands, screaming how she never wants any dick but his and as she cums repeatedly she begs him not to ever make her go home again..to keep her as his fuck slut…saying she’ll fuck all his friends…do anything he tells her to…..fuck Jim, I want your dick baby…forever…please..aaaaiieeeeeeee and then her head lift and she has that awestruck look again and I know she is feeling his huge cock swell even more as he unloads his black bag full of cum into her deeply again. She begins fucking back into his dick, screaming with a look on her face like she is going to go insane if she doesn’t stop cumming so intensely.


One of the other guys says, “Damn that’s some hot shit man, dat bitch loves dese dicks”, and then he sticks his cock in my mouth and says, “Take dis cum for your wife fella”, and as soon as I begin sucking him he cums and then I cum, I cum without even being touched. I love it, I begin sucking at his dick like a cum crazy whore, sucking his hot spewing into my throat and swallowing it as his cock slides down my throat with it, my whole body twists with the intensity of my orgasm as he grips my head and fucks his cock into my throat while still pumping me full….I gag and his cum spews out my nostrils but I can’t stop sucking him and soon he too wilts and I grab my dick and begin pumping it, absorbed in the feelings racing through me as I watch Lisa begging Enrico to keep filling her with his hot African sperm.


When finally we leave the club and return to our room we shower together and I wash her gently all over, soaping her as I marvel at her beauty. I am so proud of her, proud of her accomplishment at sating a whole club of people with her newly discovered appetite for sex in all forms especially black cock fucking. We haven’t spoken since we left the club and as I wash her tenderly she turns to face me and asks softly, “Do you love me, Jim, I mean really love me knowing what I did tonight with you watching it all?”


I gaze into her eyes and feel like crying as I say, “That’s not the question now Lisa, the real question is do you love me now that I allowed it all to happen. I feel like I betrayed you on the one hand and like I helped you realize your deepest desire on the other hand. I’ll always love you, Lisa, after all, as you said, it’s what I wanted for years.”


But you saw how I reacted to their big cocks, I felt helpless to control it Jim and I know I’ll always react that way to you when I’m around black men now. I just lose it when I feel those big cocks in me and what’s worse is I can’t stop thinking about them even now as I stand here. Apart from my wishes, I was with Enrico or one of the others right now. But I do love you, Jim, maybe not as a lover anymore but in a more special way and I never want to lose you. You were right Jim as always, I do love black cock, but I’m afraid I was the right tool I loved it as much as I knew I would and that’s what kept me from doing it all those years and now I know I’m addicted to them.”


I smile at her and said no Lisa, WE’RE addicted to them. She grins hugely and asks, “Did you like sucking their dicks, honey?”


I blushed as I admitted, “Yeah, it was pretty exciting!”


She grabs me and hugs me tightly then kisses me with a fiery passion and asks, “Does that mean we can fuck and suck black cock together when we get back home? Gosh, that would be so hot to let you suck a guy hard to fuck me in our bed.”


“You’re making my dick hard talking like that Lisa”, I say as I smile and kiss her. Then remembering her question I answer, “Oh, and yes, I wouldn’t have it any other way. I’ll be honored to suck a huge dick hard for you, after all, you are the only woman I’ll ever love Lisa”.


We spent most of our vacation at the club and before we left I was taking black cock up my ass while Kim sucked my white cock and I dined on black ball seed. Lisa is truly addicted to black cock now and I can’t sate her anymore with my white dick but I can still make her cum as I eat her pussy and suck her black lover’s ball juice from her to share with a kiss. We are still in love and we still make love even if it might end with her sucking me and me using a huge black dildo on her pussy, but we’re happy. We enjoyed our stay in Jamaica and all our experiences there but now we’re home making plans on how to meet black men to sate these newfound desires of ours. Through all this, we continue to love each other and wouldn’t want anyone else…well unless they’re black and wanting to fuck one of us or both…….


As an end note let me add that after a few weeks at home without a black dick in her pussy we decided to visit a local XXX theater and she was fucked by 7 black men in the theater bareback. They used all her holes repeatedly and even a few large cocked white men got in the act also.  


















































Cougar

Tina was 48 almost 49 but she took exceptional care of herself. She worked out every day. She had had her boobs worked on a few years ago. She paid a lot of attention to her hair and her makeup and her clothes. Her body was petite and the envy of all that saw her. Tina could and often did pass for 30 and she never told anyone that they were wrong.


Carl, her husband of almost 20 years, was now an average 56-year-old. Graying, overweight, and acting his age or older. Sexually he had really dropped off in the last few years and now was interested only a couple of times a month and then even with the help of Viagra sometimes he only got his 6-inch cock partly hard. After three minutes of pumping and the night was over. This was a big problem as Tina was getting more and more sexually wanting the older she had gotten. She used her toys to get herself off after Carl was done but she was very unsatisfied with the situation.


Finally, Tina decided that things had to change. She confronted Carl one night and told him that she was going to get what she needed and he should stay the fuck out of her way. Tina was ready to become a cougar, an older woman who went after much younger men. She wanted young, hard-cocked men who could still fuck her long and hard several times a night. She did not want just one virile young boy toy. She wanted to sample what was available out there to satisfy her pussy. Tina added to her wardrobe of sexy outfits and started going to the bars near the college at night. Her first conquest was a 23-year-old student that she flirted with at the bar. After a couple of drinks, she easily took him out to her Mercedes and sucked and fucked him till he had filled her with three loads of hot cum from his hard 7" cock. Two in her hot wet cunt and one down her throat as she deep throated him. She went home all messed up and showed Carl her dripping pussy and told him how well-fucked she felt for the first time in years. She told Carl that getting fucked in her car was not good enough and that she was going to start bringing her conquests back to their home, which was almost a mansion, so she could get fucked the way she wanted. She said that if she called and said she was bringing someone home that Carl should go to his den in the basement and stay there for the night. Carl hung his head and left the room without a word.


A couple of nights later Tina was in the mood again. She selected a string tie top that showed most of her shapely tits and her flat stomach. It was thin and her nipples made hard bumps in the material. She stood in front of the mirror and pinched her nipples to see how they looked. Tina was pleased with the result. She put on a short skirt with no panties and at about 10 pm she headed for the same bar. She walked in and looked around choosing her target. She spotted a good-looking, early 20's guy at the bar having a drink. She sat on the stool next to him and pulled her skirt up so a little of her neatly trimmed pussy was showing. Without even ordering a drink she put her hand on his crotch and asked him if he would like to fuck her. "You bet. You're one hot lady." was the reply. "Do you have to be anywhere later tonight?" Tina asked. "Not till class at 10 tomorrow morning." Tina put his hand on her pussy and then took it and led him out to her car. When they got in she deeply french kissed him and rubbed his now hard cock. It was a big one. Tina started the car and drove toward home. She took out her cell phone and called Carl. When he answered all she said was "Go to your room." and she hung up.


"My name is Tina. Don't tell me yours. How old are you?" He answered that he was 20. "How old do you think I am honey?" He said that he guessed late 20's. He was thinking mid 30's but did not want to chance being too high and getting her mad. He might lose his chance at a good piece of ass. "Pretty close," Tina answered. They did not say another word till the car pulled into the four-car garage at Tina's house. He followed her into the house and to the master bedroom where she turned and faced him. He was 6'2" and well built. He obviously played sports. Tina told him to undress her as she kicked off her shoes. It was easy. Just untie two strings and her top fell to the floor. Just unzip the skirt and it fell to the floor exposing her bare pussy. Tina stood nude in front of him, 5'4" and about 105#. Her augmented breasts were 36D and the nipples pointed straight forward. Her waist was 23 and her hips 34. She had a great tan on every part of her body. "Now it is my turn to undress you." He had to bend down to allow her to pull his shirt over his head. She kissed his well-muscled chest and licked his nipples. Then she dropped to her knees and reached out and unbuckled his belt and pulled down his zipper. Pulling his pants and shorts down at the same time she exposed the largest cock she had ever had. It was already fully hard and over 8". It was so big around that she could not get her fingers fully around it. "Oh, how nice," she said as she kissed the tip of her newest friend and licked off the pre-cum that was already coming from it. Tina slipped her lips around his shaft and within a few strokes and a little effort she was soon nose deep in his pubic hair. He lifted her chin so she was looking at him and told her that he could last a long time so she could suck him all she wanted. He picked her little body up in his arms and gave her a deep french kiss and laid her on the bed. He got on with her facing in the opposite direction and Tina rolled up on top of him. She slipped his rock-hard cock back into her mouth and he pulled her legs down on either side of his face. Using his tongue to spread her pussy lips he found and attacked her clit and fuck hole. Tina went wild and ground her hips against his face. Tina was leaking like an open faucet and her unnamed bed partner drank as much as he could keep in his mouth but some ran out all over his face. As Tina settled down some, he drove his tongue as deep as he could into her pussy and fucked her with it. He also let it slide back and lick her ass hole causing shocks to run through her trembling body. Tina had three big orgasms before he rolled her over and got up on his hands and knees and positioned his massive manhood at the entrance to her privates. "How do you want it, sexy?" he asked. "Hard and deep and fast." was the reply. The first shove buried him fully into her snatch so his balls slapped her ass. He pounded into her for 20 long minutes while using his hand to play with her tits and clit and rub a finger around her ass hole. Tina had so many orgasms, both big and small, that she lost count and almost lost conciseness. Finally, he pulled out and brought his cock to her mouth and told her to drink his cum which she happily did. Tina had never been so satisfied or worn out in her life. She lay cuddled up to him resting and she almost fell asleep. About 15 minutes later she reached down and touched his cock, which she was happy to see was hard again. Tina rolled him on his back and mounted him, sliding her pussy down over his cock till he was fully in her. She slowly raised and lowered herself on his rod enjoying the feeling of being so stuffed. Soon she started picking up the pace and he started matching her thrusts while she started rubbing her clit. After about another ten minutes she was panting and sweating. She came, making him join her at the same time and filling her hole full of his hot sticky cum. She slid down and sucked him clean. Tina had had enough so she told him to get dressed and how much she had enjoyed being with him. He asked for her name and phone number but she just said that maybe she would see him at the bar again sometime. She took him back to his dorm near the bar. She kissed him as he got out and she went home. Back in her bed, she rubbed her well-used pussy as she went to sleep. She didn't bother to tell her husband that he could come back to their bed.


A few afternoons later she was driving as she saw three guys from the high school football team walking home after practice. She knew that they would only be 16 or 17 but it was the area between her legs that was thinking, not her brain. Tina pulled over, rolled down the passenger side window, and asked the boys if they would like a ride. "Sure, thanks lady." was the reply. As the boys climbed in they all noticed that although she was an older lady, maybe old enough to be their mother, she was hot. She was wearing a thin blouse with no bra and a short skirt pulled up to where it almost showed her crotch. They looked at each other and smiled. Tina asked the boys if they had to go straight home and they all said no. She asked them if they would like to stop at her house for a swim. One of the boys said that they did not have swimming suits with them and Tina replied that they wouldn't need them. He grinned and told her that if they were going to go skinny-dipping then she would have to too, to which she said that that was just what she planned to do. Tina called home.


Tina led the boys into her bedroom and told them that the first one to get all of his clothes off would get a blowjob. In about 30 seconds Tina had three naked boys standing in front of her. They all had rock-hard erections. One was white and two were black. Tina had never been with a black man but she had always heard the story that all blacks had huge cocks. She looked at the boys. The white boy must have played in the backfield. He was tall and slim but very well built. The two blacks must have played the line. They were also tall but much bigger. The coach must have worked them out a lot because although they were both well over 200, they were well built, not fat. Tina gave the boys a good-looking over as she stripped off her clothes. The old story was both right and wrong. One of the black boys was only an average of 6 inches but the other was huge. He was surely over 10 inches with a huge cockhead and veins sticking out all over his prick. She was not sure she could take that monster. The white boy was a little bigger than the smaller one at between 6 and 7 inches and not real thick. The white boy had been the first one to get fully undressed so Tina got on her knees in front of him. She looked up and asked his name and he told her that it was David. "Ok Dave, are you ready to have your cock sucked? Did you ever have someone suck it before?" "A couple of times." "Did you come in her mouth?" "No." "I'm going to make you come in mine. Do you like that?" "Ya." Tina slid the cock into her hot and happy mouth. David's cock twitched and he moaned. The other boys stood, transfixed, watching their teammate get a blowjob from this hot older woman. He didn't last a minute before Tina had him blowing his load in her mouth. She showed all the boys her mouthful of cum before swallowing it and wiping the remaining cum on his cock onto her face. "Ok, let's go for that swim."


She led them out the sliding glass doors to the pool and dove in with the three boys right behind her. They dropped their clothes beside the pool. After swimming across the pool she told all of the boys to sit up on the side of the pool. "I bet there are two more cocks that want to be sucked." Tina did not realize it but Carl had a window in the room in the walkout basement that gave him a good view of the pool area and he was watching every move of Tina and her conquests. Tina moved between the legs of the black boy with the smaller equipment and asked his name. He said that it was John. "Well John, I hope you enjoy this," Tina said as she swallowed John's pecker in one motion. She sucked hard in it making her cheeks pull in. After holding it in her throat for a long time she pulled out and started bobbing up and down on his shaft. After about a minute she moved over to the other black football player. Without being asked he told her that everyone called him Big Meat. His real name was Jacob. "Well, Big Meat, I don't know if I can handle all of your big meat but I'm sure going to try." Tina licked around the head of this giant fuck tool and then licked up and down the outside of his shaft getting it all wet in hopes that this would make it easier for her to suck. She put her lips around it and started to take a little bit of it in her mouth. Her jaw and lips were stretched as wide as she could get them and she thought that she might not be able to do it. Jacob grabbed her hair and pulled her onto his cock. He hit the back of her throat but could not go any further. He pulled her back and repeated it, again only getting to the back of her throat. Tina did not gag as she had long ago learned to control the reflex. Tina relaxed as much as she could and Jacob forced his monster cock into her throat. She thought that he was going to split her in half. Her throat hurt and her jaw ached from being pried so wide open. He let her up enough so she could breathe and then started pulling and pushing her head up and down the full length of his manhood. This was the first time Tina was not in control when she was fucking any guy. Carl watched his wife getting controlled like a rag doll by this large black boy and smiled. "Get this bitch out of the water so we can all fuck her." Big Meat said. They dragged her out of the pool. Jacob lay on the poolside and they pulled her on top of him. He lined his cock up to her cunt opening and the others pushed her down on his shaft till he was fully into her pussy. It hurt at first but she soon adjusted and started to move up and down, fucking his giant tool into herself. She was then pulled down so her chest was on his and she was held still. John got behind her between all of their legs. He spits on her ass and his hard again cock. He leaned forward and found her asshole. With one shove he was balls deep up her shitter. She yelled out. They were not being at all easy with this older slut that was theirs to fuck. David took hold of her head and fed her his cock when she yelled. Now, for the first time, she was being fucked in all three holes at the same time. After a minute to get adjusted to it she found that she loved it and was doing all that she could to help these three boys deeply fuck all of her holes. She was having orgasm after orgasm helping Jacob's giant slide more easily deep in and out of her cunt. Carl watched and masturbated till he came all over the window.


David was the first to come. Shooting his young load into her mouth with massive force. Tina swallowed and sucked every last drop out of this wonderful toy. John was next to come. Her ass felt so loose now that she bet that she could take Jacob in there now but she was not about to change it. John came around to her face to have his cock cleaned orally. Tina did not open her mouth. She didn't want a cock that had just been buried up to her asshole in her mouth. She told him no. John grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled it till he opened her mouth. He shoved it in and told her to suck it. She didn't like the taste but did as she was told. David and John moved to the side to watch Big Meat finish up. He held her by the waist and helped her bounce up and down on his cock. Her tits bounced each time she came down and everyone enjoyed watching the show, including Carl. It was about another five minutes of hard fucking before Jacob was ready to come. He pulled out and rolled her onto her back and jacked off the last few strokes over her face. Jacob shot a huge load of cum onto Tina's face. Five or six big jets of cum flew directly onto her face. She opened her mouth and caught some of it but most of it was covering her face and in her eyes and her hair. She was a mess. "Ok whore, go in the house and get cleaned up and take us home," ordered David as the boys started to get dressed. Tina felt fully used and worn out as she went into the house while the boys got back into their clothes. As Tina walked into the bedroom naked with cum covering her face and dripping down onto her tits, she found Carl standing right in front of her. "Looks like you had fun, Love." "You bet I did." was the answer. Carl left the room. Tina washed her face and slipped into a sundress. She drove the boys home. John sat in the front seat next to her and he finger fucked her all the way there. She had another orgasm from his fingers. The boys got out at David's house and he told her to expect them to show up at her house any time they felt like fucking her. She felt controlled. It felt good.


When Tina was not entertaining, she and Carl still slept naked in the same bed. A few nights later Tina felt Carl snuggle up to her back. She could feel that he had an erection as it pressed against her ass. She reached back and felt it. It was the hardest he had been in almost a year. Tina rolled on her back and grasped Carl's cock. He started to suck on her tits and rub her pussy. After several minutes, when Tina's slit was nice and wet, Carl got on top and slipped his manhood into her. This time Carl stopped when he felt himself ready to come. He did this three times, which allowed him to continue for almost ten minutes before he just had to come. He gave Tina a nice orgasm this time. After he was done Tina kissed him and thanked him for his efforts and a good fuck. But then she told Carl that he should plan to spend the next night in the downstairs den. She had plans. 





Willing Trophy Wife

Bob looked out through the front window of his home and watched his wife, Vicky, guide her luxury sports car up the long circular driveway and park it just past the front door.


When the Jag stopped she got out and he watched her preposterously well-built body undulate around the rear of the vehicle and start towards the front door, swaying provocatively on her 5 inch, stiletto-heeled boots. It was a prick-hardening sight to see.


She was dressed in a skin-tight orange jumpsuit that was one size too small for her outlandish stack of feminine curves.


Her fleshy crotch pressed hard against the severely stretched material, erotically calling attention to her world-class, puffy-lipped money-maker.


The pubic mound length front zipper was pulled down to the bottom of her jiggling, torpedo-shaped tits, putting on display a maximum of mouth-watering cleavage.


The whole dazzling outfit showed off her amazing curves in an almost vulgar way, a look derived from the prick teasing dress code that Vicky always adhered to, and one that they both enjoyed to the hilt.


Bob’s feeling was that if you have a trophy wife who looks like a porn star, she should dress accordingly and flaunt her superb, voluptuous figure in every way possible.


The spectacular orange decorated body was topped by a gorgeous, sensuous face. That stunning visage, haloed by long, thick black hair, always had an “I’m doable” expression on it, that went perfectly with her risqué costumes.


He never tired of the mind-boggling attire she wore, and the ogling attention it attracted. His luscious wife always looked like she was going somewhere to get fucked, and her super plush, perfectly toned body looked like it could handle anything that was demanded of it.


Bob not only liked to fuck his succulent wife’s magnificent set of female assets, he equally enjoyed watching that outrageously stacked body get worked over, long and hard, and be totally violated and plundered by her user’s cock.


And, an hour from now, he was going to get to do both, fuck it, and watch it get lewdly ravished and debauched, to the absolute limit.


Life was good!


In her hand was a dress box. Tonight was the renewal, after an interruption of three months, of their regular bi-weekly sex orgy sessions with her ex-brother-in-law, Rich Edgar.


To further enliven this evening’s XXX-Rated, dirty sex proceedings, she had been out shopping for a tantalizing outfit to wear for the occasion. One that would both entice and inspire her husband and Rich to really give her a thorough and memorably nasty going over, one that would leave her orifices gaped and her body covered with their cum and her cuntal juices.


Bob opened the door for her, and asked, “Hi babe, did you find something just as sinful to wear tonight as the outfit that you are wearing right now?”


“Absolutely,” she responded, with a very suggestive smile, “you two guys are going to love it,” then she gave him a full, wet, boner-producing French kiss to emphasize the point.


Bob tongued her wide, full-lipped mouth with enthusiasm, getting a full taste of her hot, juicy oral cavity, knowing that, as soon as Rich had fucked it and then cummed in it, tonight, neither man would be willing to kiss her again for the rest of the evening.


When she finally pulled her head back, he said, “Fantastic, I can’t wait to see it on you. Now you had better hurry up and get ready. Rich called and said that he’s going to be here a half an hour early, and he wants a piece of you real bad, just as soon as he arrives,” her husband informed her, as he gave her perfect ass a sharp, stinging slap.


“Well, I had better get upstairs and prepare myself for the occasion,” she laughed, then kissed him sexily again before she ran up the stairs to primp herself in preparation for getting ravished and totally demolished by her two horny sex partners.


THE MESMERIZING COCK:


As she ascended the staircase her mouth was watering at the thought of getting to see and use, and be used by ex-brother-in-law’s humungous cock.


His mind-warping tool was 12 inches long and as thick as her forearm. She was absolutely in love with the giant twat sticker and had been in love with it ever since the first time she had seen it, and then had it rudely shoved into her three orifices.


The huge sex channel ravager had given her a fucking, that first night, like she had never had before and it had continued to do so, without fail.


Ever since the prodigious boner had first entered her body, she had been totally infatuated with the jumbo-sized slab of male meat, just like she was a teenager with a crush. She never stopped thinking about the stupendous fucking weapon and spent hours each daydreaming about getting it back in her again.


This ever-present lust she felt for the gigantic female violating device existed, even though it was attached to an ugly, ill-mannered, obnoxious, verbally abusive, physically dominating, sexually merciless, completely callous womanizer. Without his massive cock she would have found Rich to be totally repulsive and disgusting.


Reaching the master bedroom, she tossed the dress box on the bed, stripped off her clothes and got into her jetted bathtub, and enjoyed the churning water while she closed her eyes as she thought about what had gone on during the last year that had led up to the consensual affair that she was going to willingly submit herself to tonight.


======================================================


She had been introduced to Rich and his mesmerizing cock by her older, very beautiful sister, Sheila.


Shelia was an extremely successful, 28-year-old real estate agent who owned her own firm. She had been dating Rich, who was also a real estate agent, for a few weeks before Vicky had run into them at a restaurant.


Shelia had previously told Vicky that she was going out with a new boyfriend, but, when Vicky had laid her eyes on him that night, she had been shocked to find that her sister’s companion was extremely unattractive, and that was being kind.


He was very tall and fairly well built, but he was the absolute antithesis of handsome and had acted, that evening, just as bad as he looked.


The next day she had arranged to have lunch with Sheila and, while they were waiting for their food, she had asked her, bluntly, what she could possibly see in a guy who was that ugly, crude and obnoxious.


Sheila had a simple and emphatic explanation. She told Vicky that Rich had the biggest cock she had ever seen, by far, and that, if Vicky were to have sex with him, she would immediately realize how completely different it was to be taken by a giant male sex organ.


Her sister advised her, in no uncertain terms, that she should reserve judgment about Rich’s looks until she had his dong inside of her. Until she had experienced a cock that size for herself, she would never understand how fantastic and satisfying sex was with a super-sized tool, no matter how ugly and disgusting its owner was.


By the next day the intrigued, and always sexually aggressive Vicky, had decided to lower her physical looks standards down to the absolute bottom rung of the food chain, to be able to find out if what her sister was telling her about was true.


She had called Sheila and told her that she wanted to see for herself if what she had said about getting fucked by a giant penis was true, by having sex with Sheila’s new boyfriend, as soon as possible. Her sister immediately agreed to arrange for Rich to bang her.


A week later the two sisters were in Sheila’s condo, both their naked, bodies wrapped around each of Rich’s legs, shamelessly licking his huge sack of balls, and the thick shaft of his cock, and his anus, as they took turns sucking on the head of his meat like it was a giant lollypop.


A few minutes later she had his pussy wrecker abruptly introduced into her wet hot cuntal channel. By the time the boyfriend had shot his wad into her well-stretched orifice, she had developed an unbelievable crush on his prick and didn’t want him to pull it out of her, ever.


She went home that night completely hooked on the ugly boyfriend’s immense prick and couldn’t wait to get it in her three receptacles again.


Over the next month, the three of them had four more of these erotic, dirty sex sessions. In each of the randy trysts, she had gotten the unbelievably large dong stuffed in her, all three ways and, in the process, he had managed to turn her into a near nympho-maniac.


Besides, while her sister had been taking her turns with the rigid battering ram, Rich had Vicky lick his balls and tongue rim his anus while he was fucking the panting Sheila’s front and back door passages. The two sisters had also put on girl-on-girl shows for him, letting him ass-to-mouth them to his lewd satisfaction.


During these wild sessions, she had found Rich to be an arrogant, filthy-minded jerk who knew exactly what an attraction his massive, dark-skinned dong was to all women.


He was fully aware of just how crazy women got over it, and happily exploited their clit driven wanton condition, ruthlessly, and with complete callousness. The man just knew how to make sex dirty.


Vicky had been no different from any of the other females he had conquested, and from that first day on had been immediately ready and willing to let him do anything he wanted to her, usually in a very demeaning way, just to get his long, fat joystick thrust forcefully inside of her hot, dick craving body.


These exhilaratingly sordid sex sessions had turned her cock crush into a deeply lustful love, and she had soon found herself hopelessly hooked on Rich’s club-sized boner.


Then the fun abruptly stopped when Shelia had announced that she was going to marry Rich. Much to Vicky’s dismay, she was suddenly cut off completely from the wondrous rutting device, as a result of the unexpected, fast-moving events.


I WANT TO WATCH:


About the same time that Sheila had started dating Rich, Vicky had met Bob, a successful businessman from a very wealthy family, a man who was 20 years her senior.


Two months after Shelia’s wedding, Vicky had married Bob.


Her new husband was handsome, suave, and very much a ladies' man. He was a skilled lover who knew how to push all of her buttons, exactly the right way.


Vicky had married Bob for the security and social standing he represented. She also loved him very much, but in a completely different way than she loved Rich’s baseball bat of a cock. That love made her drool and be willing to perform very nasty and perverted sex acts.


Not long after she and Bob’s wedding, they had gone out to dinner with Sheila and Rich and they all had a great time. Even though they were opposites, the two husbands hit it off extremely well.


Two months later she and Bob had been at home watching a dirty movie in which a beautiful, stacked, blonde European porn star was getting fucked hard by two well-hung young men who were having much fun putting the meat to her, hard, deep, and non-stop.


The movie's action was taking place in a men’s public toilet. In the closing scenes, the two actors had their big-titted sex victim bent over at the waist. Her hands were gripping the sides of a filthy-looking crapper, and her head was poised over the open bowl that was two-thirds filled with yellowish-looking water.


While one of them was giving it to her up to her pussy and ass, the other one had grabbed a fistful of her hair and was shoving her face down into the murky toilet water.


During the closing scenes, Bob had leaned over and whispered in her ear, “I would love to watch you getting fucked like that, babe.”


“Would you now, darling,” she responded, startled by this unexpected revelation from her very distinguished-looking husband.


“Absolutely,” he had responded, “it would be a blast. Your body is much, much better than hers is and you always look like you need a thoroughly nasty fucking, and I would like to see you getting it. In fact, every time I see you I think about some guy mounting you and fucking the hell out of you.”


“Are you sure you would want to see me get driven crazy and used like that,” she had asked, with growing excitement?


“I couldn’t think of anything better than that would be, sweetheart. Would you be willing to let me watch some guy fuck you,” he asked?


“I would be willing to do anything that you wanted me to do,” she responded, as she pressed her hot body against his, and started stroking his crotch.


“Even let some dork use your head like a toilet plunger,” he asked, closely watching her face.


“If that is what you wanted me to do, I’d do it in a heartbeat,” she purred sexily.


Pressing herself against him, she asked, “So do you have someone in mind to put me under and let them rut me and make me climax, and shoot their cum into me.?”


“Well that’s the problem, honey, and I haven’t been able to come up with a good answer to that, so far,” he said, furrowing his brow.


At the end of the movie, both of them had been completely turned on by the discussion. They had turned off the DVD player and started discussing what alternatives they had to find someone to fuck her right in front of him.


Bob explained that whomever it was done with, the sex sessions would have to be kept an ironclad secret that no one would ever find out about.


That requirement made the task even more difficult to achieve but Vicky, of course, knew that she had a perfectly viable solution to their dilemma --- her sister and her enormously well-hung brother-in-law.


Doing a wife swap with Sheila and Rich would completely fulfill the secrecy requirement and would also enable Vicky to satisfy Bob’s desire to see her get fucked, almost instantly.


Of course, fortunately, it also meant that Vicky would be pleasing her husband’s voyeurism, using the thing that she most passionately loved in life, Rich’s monster orifice ravager.


Having the best of all possible answers she said to her husband, “How about seeing if my sister and her husband would like to join us in a wife swap orgy.”


“My God, I hadn’t thought about them. They would be a perfect solution. We could keep it all right in the family,” Bob laughed excitedly.


Both of them were so turned on by the probable solution that she had come up with, that they got on the floor and had the best sex they had ever had, as she uninhibitedly got down and very dirty for him.


As she had serviced her very pleased husband that night, she thought about this unexpected windfall, and what it meant. Knowing what an asshole Rick was, she knew that, once things got started, Rich would do everything he could to debouche her in front of her husband and make sure that Bob saw more things done to her than he had ever dreamed were possible.


But she had no concern about the lewd ways Rich would treat and use her. As things got raunchier and she got sluttier, she knew that Bob would soon get so totally hooked on watching every crude, raunchy thing that was done, that he would never willingly give it up.


Suddenly her life was completely back on the right track


The next day she called Sheila and arranged to have lunch with her. After they had downed a couple of glasses of wine, she had told her sister about what she and Bob had in mind.


Sheila warmed up to the idea, instantly. She liked Bob and liked the idea of having sex with Vicky again. And, of course, they both knew that, given this second opportunity to use Vicky’s body, Rich would jump at the idea and happily be his gross, pig-like, bottom-feeding self.


They agreed that Vicky should tell Bob that Sheila was on board and that he should go and talk to Rich about the wife swap, four on four, daisy chain orgy idea.


After they left the restaurant, she had called Bob from her car and told him that Sheila was on board. He had immediately called Rich and arranged to meet him for a drink that evening.


That night Bob and Rich had quickly agreed to the wife swap arrangement. When Bob had gotten home that night he confirmed to Vicky that it was a done deal and that Rich loved the idea and was anxious to put the meat to her.


He had also told her that during the discussion with Rich, one on one, he had learned, for the first time, what a truly rotten, lowlife creep her brother-in-law was. As a result of the meeting, he had deemed Rich to be at the very bottom rung of society, in every respect.


But he assured her that, to him, Rich’s gross looks and even worse conduct were going to double his pleasure. He wanted, more than anything, to see her let an ugly jerk like Rich use her, in every way possible


The next morning Rich had called her. “Hello, you gorgeous, hot clitted cunt. I am glad to see that you finally figured out a way to get my cock back in your orifices again, and I just wanted to tell you that I was surprised that it took you so long.”


“I have missed getting to rut that gorgeous body of yours, and I am looking forward to nailing your hot ass again, but good, right in front of your husband.”


WIFE SWAP ORGIES:


A few days later the four of them had spent the weekend together on a king-sized bed in a San Francisco motel, with everyone having an unrestrained, fornicating blast.


During the two-day, non-stop, penis servicing orgy each female’s mouth and tongue was put to work licking balls and anuses while the other one was getting fucked, all three ways.


Plus they 69’ed each other, usually with the men standing at each end of their body sandwich, fucking their pussy’s and anuses right above or right under their noses, giving both of them very close up views of what was being done to their sibling. It was a wild and completely gratifying experience for them all.


This wicked, orgasmic weekend was following up by regular bi-weekly fuck fests, as the couples alternated between homes, having salacious, filthy sex together in each other's master beds.


Things couldn’t have been better for Bob. He had been getting to watch his plush-bodied wife getting fucked beyond belief by an ugly, obnoxious jerk.


Plus he got to put his meat to the Vicky’s only slightly less voluptuous, super hot sister, or he was double-teaming each woman, with Rich, while the other put her face right into the middle of the action.


As time went on, Bob’s pleasure increased dramatically as he watched his porn star-looking wife gradually get treated rougher and rougher by Rich, both verbally and physically.


Vicky, of course, was happily getting the services of the magnificent cock she was so in love with and was very willing to put up with all of Rich’s nasty abuse to be able to get his orifice stretcher in her, any way he wanted to.


CRIMINAL COMPLICATIONS:


Then one evening, after five months of this sordid, sinful fun, Sheila didn’t show up with Rich for a session. Rich told them that she was ill.


Vicky and Bob thought nothing of it. That night she didn’t have to share the two cocks with her sister and, as a result, she got totally blitzed, as Rich, without his wife’s presence, really stepped up his assault on her body parts and was even more obnoxious, crude and demanding than ever.


He had treated her like she was a common whore and she had been plundered as she got double penetrated all night long. Bob couldn’t have been more pleased with the show that had been put on with her.


Vicky had called her sister the next morning, to check on her, and they had agreed to meet for lunch.


During the meal, Sheila confessed to Vicky that, right after she and Rich were married, she had stupidly made him a 50% partner in her real estate firm and, during the last few days, she had discovered that he was stealing from her.


She told Vicky that he had been taking some of her deals and closing them through his cousin’s real estate firm. At the closing, he had been taking 75% of her commission income for himself and had given his cousin’s firm 25% of the commission for processing the misappropriated transactions.


“You mean he’s stealing from you,” Vicky had gasped?


“Yes. He is a lying, cheating, no-good bastard and I am probably going to end up divorcing him and suing him,” Sheila had stated, emphatically. “And, in addition to that, I discovered that the SOB has been cheating on me with our secretary.”


At the end of the luncheon, Sheila had announced to Vicky that she wasn’t going to participate in the sex sessions anymore. But she gave Vicky her full blessing to continue the sessions without her if she wanted to.


Vicky had gone home that day stunned at this radical turn of events. She was in a real quandary about what she should do. Rich was turning out to be an even worse character than she and Bob had thought he was.


She was appalled at the thought that someone who was stealing money from her sister had been screwing her. Plus she was particularly angry to find out that the creep was also cheating on Sheila, and on her.


She and Bob had sat down that evening and fully discussed the situation. She had immediately asked him if he thought that they should stop having the sex parties with Rich, under the circumstances, even though she had Sheila’s approval to keep doing them without her.


Bob outwardly commiserated with her about the turn of events but, personally, he was not bothered by what Rich had done at all.


He loved watching his wife get screwed by Rich too much to let the fact that the asshole was turning out to be a common criminal, make any difference. In reality, in his mind, it made the fucking even hotter.


Besides, she was sitting there discussing all this, wearing a pair of white short-shorts and a shirt that was knotted up under her huge breasts, and wearing platform shoes. The only thing he could think about was the need to get someone else to help him fuck her if things with Rich didn’t work out.


With strong encouragement from her husband to continue the sex sessions, as usual, her lust for Rich’s throat-gagging cock won out. Criminal or not she wanted the lowlife weasel’s magic dong in her.


A week later the lying, chiseling creep was mounted between her thighs and was giving it to her harder and dirtier than ever, with Bob watching every move with rapt attention.


After Rich had creamed each one of her sexual cavities, that night, Bob had stuck his cock in the vacated cum receptacle and shot his own wad into it.


Three months later Sheila told Vicky that she had filed for a quickie divorce and was suing Rich for theft and fraud. Her lawyer had included Rich’s cousin’s real estate firm in the lawsuit, as well as both of its partners.


This time Vicky had told Bob that, for her sister’s sake, she had to stop having the sex sessions and to cut Rich off, completely. To continue the sessions, under these circumstances, would have been tantamount to her cheating on her sister.


Bob very reluctantly agreed with her and had called Rich and told him about the decision that she had made.


REVERSING THE DECISION / SECRET ORGIES:


After cutting Rich off, Vicky was soon having severe withdrawal pangs. Bob was having the same problem himself, especially since, if it had been left up to him, they would never have stopped the sex sessions with the ex-brother-in-law, in the first place.


Having experienced such good orgy sex, they were like drug addicts needing a fix, soon they began considering finding other couples to orgy with, or even taking her to LA and trolling her through swinger’s bars and letting guys hit on her until they found some viable candidates to fuck her.


As the days went into weeks, she and Bob even began having serious discussions about calling Rich and starting the sex sessions up again and keeping them a secret from Sheila.


Vicky finally decided to seek advice from within the family. Sheila, Vicky, and their mother, Yvonne, were very very tight and told each other nearly everything.


Her mother knew all about their wife swapping arrangements and, of course, she had been around Rich enough to know everything about him, from his homeliness to his obnoxious, crude behavior.


In fact, after Sheila had caught him stealing from her, Yvonne had told him off, in no uncertain terms, in a very heated shouting match.
.
Vicky’s mother was 46 and looked like she was 26. She and Vicky actually looked like sisters, instead of being mother and daughter.


They were the same 5’5” in height, and were exactly the same weight. Their incredible bodies were a perfect match, almost like twins. The only real difference between the two of them was that Yvonne had a long, thick mane of golden blonde hair, versus Vicky’s coal-black version.


Both Sheila and Vicky had inherited their beautiful, sensuous faces; luxurious hair; lush bodies, and their tight, fleshy lipped, maximum depth, hot clitted pussies, from their opulent, extremely tantalizing, over-sexed mother.


Yvonne’s first husband, the girl’s father, had died many years ago. He had left her a lot of money and she had raised the two girls on her own.


Her mother’s splendid female assets had attracted many men, over the years, and she had gone out with lots of them but had waited until four years ago to get married again.


Her second husband was a very wealthy oilman named Mark Davis who set her up in the lap of luxury. His businesses kept him away a lot which provided her with a maximum of freedom.


The frustrated, but hopeful, Bob had agreed that she should talk to her mother about everything and see what her thoughts were on the matter, and seek her advice.


The mother and daughter had agreed to meet for lunch at a favorite swanky restaurant of theirs. They had each driven to the establishment in separate cars and both had arrived at the same time.


They had hugged each other, tossed their car keys to the valet parking boy, then strutted in dressed like two erotic sexpots, and looking their absolute prick teasing best.


Her mother was wearing a one-piece, form-fitting gold dress that was very short, very tight, and had a deeply scooped neckline that revealed much jiggling cleavage.


The eye-popping, ultra-sexy dress was of a nearly metallic-looking material that clung to her body like a second skin, cupping under her magnificent asscheeks in a male crotch-stirring way. Her five-inch, stiletto-heeled shoes were of a perfectly matching color.


Vicky was wearing a short, extremely tight, mid-thigh length, shiny pastel purple skirt and a matching purple top that dove down to just above her nipples. She looked like she was the cover girl for an ass and tit magazine. Her ass cheeks were also tightly cupped in the most tantalizing, eye-catching manner possible.


The two magnificently wrapped bodies had created an air of sexual tension in the restaurant as they walked to their seats. When they had sat down in the circular booth and crossed their legs you could hear everyone in the room exhale at once.


Both women were wearing garter belts and designer topped nylons so, for the tables directly across from their booth, the view up their short skirts was spectacular and very revealing.


After they had been brought a magnum of very chilled champagne and had drank down the first glass of the delicious grape, Vicky got right to the point, “Mother, I am here to get and take your advice about my desire to renew having the sex sessions with Rich.”


“I want the bastard’s cock back in me so bad that I can’t stand it. Plus Bob has already made it perfectly clear that he’s all for me agreeing to return to the sex arrangement we had with Rich.”


“You know that I only elected to stop letting Rich screw me in deference to Sheila’s situation, even though she had told me that she didn’t have any problem with us continuing without her.


“Despite what she said, I know that she would have been upset if I hadn’t cut Rich off.”


In frustration, she had continued, “But, mother, I am at a point where I realize that I made a terrible mistake by stopping the sex sessions and now I am strongly considering renewing them, but keeping it a secret from Sheila.”


She stared directly into Yvonne’s eyes and asked, “So, mother, I put the question to you, what should I do?”


“Do you want me to be blunt with you darling,” her mother asked her, in all seriousness? “Yes, of course, I do,” she replied.


“Well, first, I found, from the very beginning, that Rich was a disgustingly, repulsive creep who completely turned me off.”


“Now I understand from both you and your sister that the extraordinary size of his cock overcomes all of his many crude shortcomings but, not having experienced it for myself, I can’t offer a constructive opinion on that.”


“But, since you are so totally hung up on Rich’s prick, I think that you have no choice but to renew the arrangement and let the ugly SOB plow you to your heart’s content. If I felt the way you do, that is exactly what I would do.”


“I do agree with you, though, that it should be kept a secret from your sister, but you shouldn’t feel any guilt about your decision to renew the arrangement. In reality, you’re getting fucked by that slime ball will not have any effect on your sister. Believe me, she is going to be just fine.”


“Now, just to let you know that I am not speaking from ignorance, I have something to tell you that, up to now, I haven’t ever told either of you girls.”


“After I married Mark he introduced me to his close, long-time personal friend, Senator Harding. The Senator made it obvious to me, when we met, that he had the hots for me.”


“One day Harding made a pass at me in his office. I didn’t resist his advances and, as a result, he ended up fucking me right on his desk, and then in his bathroom.”


“That was nearly four years ago and the Senator has been fucking me regularly ever since, and Mark doesn’t know a thing about it.”


“My secret sex life has made me happy and it hasn’t hurt Mark a bit. We still have dinner with Harding regularly, and it hasn’t been a problem for either the Senator or me. So that is why my advice is to go for it and not waste any more time depriving yourself of the fun you want.”


Vicky responded with pleased astonishment, “Damn, mother, I never dreamed you were cheating on your husband. Knowing that makes my decision much easier. I think we should toast both of our secret sex activities.”


They filled their glasses, clinked them together, drank the fluid down. Then Vicky discarded her glass, put her hand behind her mother’s neck, pulled her face towards her, and gave her a quick, wet, tonsil licking kiss.


When they pulled their lips apart, she said to her mother, “Let's go to the restroom.” They both got up and undulated to the back of the restaurant with arms around each other’s waists.


Once they were inside the woman’s room, they walked to the very back stall, went in together, closed the door and locked it, then threw themselves into each other's arms and began, what turned out to be a forehead to knees mutual kiss and lick fest.


After a long, tit to tit, body exploration, Vicky had removed her mother’s panties and stuffed them in her mouth, bent her over the commode, got behind her, on her knees, and ate her crotch from clit to anus.


When she had her mother boiling hot and gasping for breath, they changed positions and Yvonne returned the favor.


Her mother had pulled Vicky’s panties off, sat her on the toilet seat, knelt between her spread thighs, and mouthed her pussy, greedily and noisily while Vicky squirmed on the toilet seat.


After many minutes of tongue-tiring orifice lapping, they got up and straightened their clothes, put a layer of fresh lipstick right over the cuntal juice that was covering their lips, then returned to their booth with sex clouded eyes and glistening mouths.


Stirred with passion, they drank some more champagne. After a long swallow, Vicky said, “So, mother, since you are letting Senator Harding bang you, do you want to take a turn with Rich and find out for yourself exactly what it’s like to be taken by a giant penis, and see if it affects you the same way it has Sheila and me?”


“Well I am tempted, but I still can’t come to grips with letting that ugly, rotten, thieving bastard fuck me, big-dicked or not. So you are going to have to keep asking me that question until you catch me hard up enough to be willing to let the despicable crook ball me.”


Vicky had then snuggled up to her hot mother and said, “I hope you are going to be hard up pretty soon because you are missing out on something special?”


“Well, sweetheart, if you keep eating and tonguing me the way you just did, you may convince me to do it sooner rather than later.”


They left the disappointed restaurant crowd, asses swinging in unison, got in their respective cars, and drove away very hot and pleased with themselves.


======================================================


RENEWAL OF THE SEX SESSIONS:


She snapped out of her memory trance, jumped out of the tub, toweled off, and went into the master bedroom.


She put on a black garter belt, then pulled on some black fishnet stockings, attaching the designer tops to the garter straps. When the nylons were securely in place, she slipped into a pair of flaming red, 5 inch, stiletto-heeled shoes.


She then pulled on a pair of black, lacy, bikini panties, and then patted them smoothly into place with her hands, making sure that the fleshy crotch was snuggly covered.


She went over to the bed and opened the dress box and pulled out a flaming red dress. She stepped into it, pulled it up her body, slipped her arms through its spaghetti straps, then slid the back zipper up.


The tiny one-piece dress came up to just above her nipples and the hem came to just below her crotch... Exposed below the hem were her lush thighs, the tops of the fishnets, and the black garter belt straps.


She grabbed a 6-inch wide black belt out of the box and strapped it tight around her waist, then went over and looked in her full-length mirror. Very pleased at what she saw, she then turned from side to side to get a look at the profile of her body’s huge, jutting tits and her fully rounded ass.


She could see that she had chosen the perfect outfit for the fucking she was in for tonight. The black belt accented the outfit and her body, perfectly, and added just the right amount of cheap earthiness to the scene.


She went into the bathroom and brushed out her thick, luxurious black hair, then applied a full coat of brilliant red lipstick.


As she applied the cosmetic, she heard Rich come in the front door, and now her husband and ex-brother-in-law were both downstairs, ready and waiting for her to descend into the living room and put on a sex show with them, and for them.


She went to the full-length mirror for one last look as she girded herself to go downstairs and be the star of tonight’s virtual porn show.


At that moment, down in the living room, her anxious ex-brother-in-law said to her husband, “You better go upstairs and tell your slut wife that she needs to get her ass down here and start giving me some relief. I haven’t had one of her blow jobs in a long time, and I am hot to sink my tool past her tonsils and start watching her suck my cock.”


Bob jumped up and bounded up the stairs, went into their bedroom, where he found her in front of the mirror, and asked, “You about ready for action babe. Rich is hot to trot, and so am I.”


She turned and modeled her outfit for him, “Like my new purchase on me honey?”


“God damn, do I ever. Shit, you look like you’re even more ready to get fucked than ever. Man, you are going to look sensational getting used and abused tonight. Rich is going to love the hell out of it,” he said, with an impressed and anxious smile.


He smacked her on the ass and said, “Damn, let’s trot you downstairs and get some cocks in you.”


When they got to the living room Rich was sitting in the middle of the couch with nothing on but his black shoes and socks. His ass was perched on the edge of the couch with his thighs spread wide and his 12-inch cock at full mast.


Her mouth watered as she looked at the magnificent prick, and she heard Rich say, “God damn, Bob, you wife looks just like a streetwalking bimbo. The bitch could get herself fucked for money, dressed like that.”


His eyes roved over her body before he told her sternly, “Assume the position, Cunt, and put on a cock-swallowing show for me and your husband.”


She went over and knelt in front of his cock, got on her hands and knees, then crawled forward until her lips were touching the head of the massive dong.


Bob quickly sat in the stuffed chair that was sitting perpendicular to her body so he could see the oral action, from a perfect vantage point.


He watched her part her lips and open her mouth wide, then move forward taking three inches of the rigid dong into her mouth, letting it slide slowly across her wet tongue.


She then rocked her body back letting her lips slide back across the three inches of rock-hard meat that slid out of her mouth, and then reversed her body’s direction and this time took in four inches of prick flesh on its inward trip.


On the following trip into her mouth, the huge head banged up against her tonsils. Then the fun began and both men were fascinated as she gradually began working the monster dong down her throat.


Neither man ever tired of this deep throat, cock sucking action that she performed so well. Vicky was the only woman Rich had ever known who could get it in balls deep with her nose buried in his thick black pubic hair and her lips fully stretched around the base of the long thick shaft, without gagging herself. Very few women could swallow it at all.


Being on her hands and knees, with her body horizontal to the floor gave her the perfect angle of attack to swallow his monster sword.


When the swollen meat pole was almost fully down her throat, the pressure of the shaft made her eyes and throat bulge. She looked like a wide-eyed mackerel that was in the process of trying to swallow a fish that was much bigger than it was.


As she worked hard to get it all down her throat, Rich said to Bob, “God damn, man, that is a sight to behold, ain’t it. That bitch flat out knows how to swallow cock,” and he reached down her back and gave her ass a hard smack of encouragement.


When she finally had it into full depth, with black pubic hair sprouting out from around her stretched lips, she began rocking her body back and forth, fucking herself nastily with the immense mass of rock-solid male meat.


After some time had passed, Rich said, “Bob, you get behind her and start squat fucking her pussy and anal passage a little and get them warmed up and stretched out a little for me. I want to start fucking her in a couple of minutes.


Bob jumped up, stripped off his pants and briefs, and got behind her. He pulled her panties down to her knees and quickly slipped his cock into her already steaming hot cuntal channel.


After he had reamed it good, for a couple of minutes he switched to her anus and drove the cuntal juice dripping cock up her ass and started pounding it home. His violent thrusts caused her face to get mashed up against Rich’s pubic mound, even harder, as she gorged herself on Rich’s beefy sausage.


When her lower orifices had been warmed up, Rich put the heel of his hand on her forehead and pushed her away from him, his cock leaving her mouth with a loud suctioning noise.


Bob dismounted and the two of them dragged her to her feet, roughly, then Rich led her into the kitchen where they lifted her and lay her on her side on the kitchen table.


Rich got behind her ass, slipped his hand under her top thigh, and lifted it, fully exposing her clamshell pussy. He then and eased the head of his dick into the wet, loosened cuntal slit, and began easing his stiff meat into her.


Her eyes were closed as she felt the enormous shaft widen her channel, as the head forced its way through the flowing cuntal juices, seeking maximum depth.


She groaned loudly as the huge tool plowed her. When it stopped halfway in, Rich quickly pulled it back then rammed it forward driving the steely weapon in another two inches.


The smiling, sleazy owner of the over-sized dong kept repeating the process until his entire shaft was buried in her womanhood. Both he and she let out a sigh of passion when his balls slapped against her ass cheeks, and the dong had fully taken her.


Bob, with a tit in one hand and the fingers of his other hand all stuffed into her mouth, also let out the same kind of sigh as he watched his wife’s spectacular body get skewered by the crude and crooked real estate agent.


Rich then began fucking her good. After five minutes he pulled out of her steaming pussy and repeated the process with her anal channel. That still very tight opening took his tool in, a half an inch at a time, as he pounded it up her ass, mercilessly.


When her back door had been conquered, he began alternating ramming his boner into each lower orifice, alternating between them on each thrust.


Then he said to Bob, “Let’s roll her over on her back and finish this slut off. They pulled out of her, put her on her back, with her crotch hanging off of on edge of the table and her head hanging off of the other side.


Rich grabbed his shaft and placed the head of his dick against her anus, grabbed a hip in each hand, and drove it in, hard.


Bob guided his pecker into her upside down, open mouth and shoved it in, up to his balls. He then grabbed a tit in each hand and used them as leverage as he began fucking her face and deep throating her.


Vicky was in sex heaven as the two men plundered her two cooperative and very pleased sexual openings. The two attackers could hear her muffled moans of passion as the two shafts had their way with her, completely. She soon rewarded them by having multiple climaxes.


She took a pounding for almost ten minutes before each of their guns emptied themselves into the channel they were using, flooding her with their hot, sticky jism, as her hot body bucked with another volcanic climax.


Rich had Bob bring him the biggest butt plug they had in the house and when he pulled his cock out of her anus he stuck the butt plug right in the vacated, gapping cavity, to keep all of his cum in her for later use.


For the next two hours, Rich orchestrated the complete debauching of her -- with Bob’s help, or while Bob watched. In the process, they managed to turn her into a helplessly responding, pure fuck object.


Her body and clothing were soaked and slick because both men shared a fetish. They did not like to have sex with naked women. The only thing they ever completely removed from a woman, during all aspects of sex, was her panties.


They loved to take a woman dressed the way she came, and just make a total mess out of her and her clothing.


They would pull her tits out, when they wanted to use them, and her skirts were usually up around her waist, but they would fuck her and use her, keeping her clothes on the whole time.


As the last step in this night of pure raunch, Rich sat naked in the middle of the couch and had her back up over his thighs, in the reverse cowgirl position,


He then pulled the butt plug out of her ass and plugged the now vacated, gaping anal opening, with the head of his pecker.


He then had Bob pull up a chair right in front of her so he could watch the action.


He had her press her body down and slowly sink his massive dong up into cum well-lubricated anal channel.


When the dong was all the way in, he had her put her feet up on the couch, on each side of his thighs. Assuming that position spread her thighs wide apart.


Rich then told her to use her feet and thighs to lift her body and start bouncing it up and down on his cock.


Bob watched her do what she was told and start running his dong in and out of her anal passage, totally fucking herself. Her mouth was open, her eyes were closed and she was groaning with pleasure as she skewered herself with the rigid pole of male meat.


After about three minutes Bob heard Rich tell her, “Get off of me and get down on your knees and get yourself a full taste of your ass, babe.”


Bob watched her dismount and kneel on the floor between the creep’s thighs, grab the base of the huge shaft in both hands, and go down on the cum and cuntal juice coated dong, then began bobbing her head as she sucked on the nasty tool, with a passion.


Rich then had her remount him and then they went through the same process a half a dozen times before he finally bucked her off and let her pitch forward, face-first onto the floor.


He quickly stood up, grabbed a fist full of her black hair, brought her to a kneeling position right in front of his cock, grabbed his dripping tool with the other hand, aimed it at her, gave it a couple of strokes, and then watched it explode in her face.


Rich was a one-man bukake show. The volume of cum he shot off was in direct proportion to the size of his cock. Vicky was immediately covered with a mask of white, creamy jism, as the first massive cum shot splattered right between her eyes.


The second volley bounced off of her forehead and sent streams of the sticky goo up into her hair. The third drenched her nose and chin, and the fourth creamed her neck, and the think spunk started flowing down onto her jutting boobs.


When he was through, she looked like half a dozen guys had shot their loads into her face.


Bob, totally turned on by the hosing his wife had gotten, jumped up, jacked his cock a few times, and sprayed his sperm onto her breasts.


Leaving her on her knees, looking like a cum sundae, as she licked her lips, Rich quickly dressed and hit the road.


Bob sat down on the chair in front of her and said, “Damn, honey, it is good to have Rich back. You have never looked more fucked in your life.” 





Black Male-D

John Waterman had a perfect life. He was an annuities manager at an investment firm on Wall Street making more money than most people could ever dream of making. He’d made a few sound investments and done some trading that wasn’t really above board but he didn’t get caught and he made a bundle in the process so debt wasn’t a huge issue. He and his wife were empty nesters; their two boys were in college and staying relatively out of trouble, at least not the sort of trouble that would get them expelled. Considering they were spoiled rich kids who grew up on Long Island and didn’t know the meaning of the word restraint, John was pleased that he wasn’t paying for them to fail every class. One son was on a full scholarship for Lacrosse so his coach arranged to keep his grades up and the other son had been lucky enough in freshman year to find a girlfriend who didn’t mind writing all of his papers. That left him and his wife Tricia all alone in their 5200 sq. ft. custom-built home.


They weren’t a particularly loving couple, it’s not like they fought excessively or argued, they got along pretty well in fact, but they weren’t particularly demonstrative towards one another either. Their friends and family would swear up and down that the couple loved each other, and in fact, they did, it was just a pseudo/sterile love that was based more on function than affection. Tricia was still “hot” according to John’s coworkers and friends. She stayed in the gym, had standing, weekly appointments in the salon to make sure her dark roots never showed, and her Barney’s credit card never went more than a few days without some activity. At the annual Christmas Party and cookout, she would wear something juuuuuust revealing enough to show off her salines but she was far from the only desperate housewife in attendance who had fake knockers. John and Tricia were taking advantage of their freedom and they had some friends with whom they would swap and swing and have hedonistic parties where they would all get high on X and screw until the wee morning hours. Ahhh, life in the burbs was good.


If there was ever a man who was the master of his domain, it was John. He had money, power, freedom, and a wife most men would kill to have. So of course, he was miserable. He hated every second of his life and was consumed with thoughts of extremes. John craved more. He wanted more money, more power, and more sex. Well, he didn’t want MORE sex; he wanted dirtier sex, perverse sex that bordered on the obscene. He was a sex addict, addicted to stimulation from any source: gay, straight, transgendered, alien, animal, vegetable, or mineral. At work, he would look at hardcore porn on his laptop all day long. He got a thrill from having his office door open and pretending to work while he was looking at porn. Of course, there were times when he would close the door and take off his clothes, and stroke his cock to completion because he was just so desperate to cum. One of his favorite lunchtime activities was to go to the bathroom on other floors of his office building and “leave his mark” on the stall walls. There were a few bathrooms that had glory holes and if he timed it just right, he could suck off a few cocks and have a “three cum martini” lunch with no one the wiser. Butt plugs and frilly lace and satin lingerie completed his wardrobe under his conservative suits almost every day without exception. On the train ride home, he would pull out his cock and stroke it furiously beneath a book, hoping to get caught but terrified that he would. If anyone had paid attention, they would have wondered why he’d been reading The DaVinci Code for five years straight.


In his car, John would drive by apartment buildings, hospitals, shopping centers, and even schools so he could take out his cock and pull it with the hopes that someone would see him and get aroused. When he got bold, he would expose himself to some poor woman and when she screamed in horror, he would race off and swear to never do it again, until the next time the urge hit him. If there was ever a case of someone being a pervert, John was a textbook example.


John’s wife was totally fucking clueless about her husband’s dark side. Years ago, when John told Tricia that he needed time to wind down after a stressful day at work and that he was NOT to be disturbed for at least an hour, she didn’t question him nor did she care what he did during that time. She never went in his “man room” downstairs and while she figured he had some porn down there to watch on his 52-inch flat-screen, it didn’t really bother her one way or the other. As long as she could buy whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, Tricia really didn’t care if he had a Cambodian sex slave chained up down there.


John was meticulous in taking off his lingerie and putting it in the secret closet he had built. He had more stilettos than his wife and his wardrobe was probably just as big as hers but certainly more trampy. Mini skirts, wigs, rubber and fetish gear, every sort of fetish attire lined the walls of his covert dressing area. The fact that he had enough sex toys in there to open a small sex store would be impressive to most but it was never enough for him. He wanted to own every sex aid known to man and almost monthly he’d spend several thousand dollars buying toys off the Internet. There was a full-length mirror in the closet so when he got completely naked and pulled out his butt plug, he could see his gaping, red, swollen hole. He liked looking at himself lick and suck that filthy butt plug straight from his asshole, first smelling it and getting turned on by the scent of his ass and then making a show of licking the brown streaks and tasting the bitter remnants that made him crazed with lust. The filthy, raunchy nature of his actions would make him desperate to ride a huge dildo while he reveled in his disgusting pleasures. When he finally emerged from his play area, showered and dressed conservatively in his khakis and polo shirt, he would kiss his wife on the mouth and get aroused all over again with the knowledge that she had no clue what he had just done.


Dinners were always mundane. The food was excellent but the conversation was always a bore. It seemed the only things they could discuss were the boys, their plans for vacationing in Hyannis Port, and if the landscapers killed off the azaleas. They were superficial people with superficial lives and content to stay that way.


On a typical day, The Waterman’s would retire to the family room, share a cognac, and watch a little TV. With a few hours of the formalities of married life out the way, they would each go their separate ways, Tricia to scrapbook or gossip with the neighbors or something, John to indulge in his fetishes. Safely secluded in his private domain again, it was then that he could let his hair down so to speak, and spend several hours indulging in whatever his twisted mind could conceive. When it was time for bed, three or four times a week, they would “have sex”. Most nights, sex would consist of John going down on Tricia and eating her pussy. Penetration was a rare occasion for the pair because his cock wasn’t big enough to satisfy her even when he could pop a full boner. He much preferred to stroke his cock and imagine different scenarios being played out in his head.


One would think that because he and his wife were relatively distant, that he would never fantasize about her. In actuality, Tricia was the primary focus of his sexual imagination. John dreamt of seeing his outwardly conservative Junior League, Daughter of the American Revolution, PTA wife in the most degrading, undignified, shameful scenarios. In fact, on the rare occasion, he could get completely hard, it was always to fantasies of her being savagely fucked by a group of black men with enormous cocks that treated her like less than trash.


It never failed that when they were coming home from visiting her parents in NJ, John would “get lost” in Harlem, driving up and down streets, secretly hoping to get carjacked. In all of his travels, the worst thing that ever happened was somebody offered to give him directions to the L.I.E. Tricia would heighten his arousal by bitching and complaining the entire time, fueling his desires with her paranoid, racist rants. “JEEZ John, can’t you ever fucking get anything right? I swear, it’s bad enough that you insist on driving the Jag every time we go to my parents but you ALWAYS get lost up here in the hood’. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you wanted me to get raped by a bunch of those filthy, black guys.”


It probably wouldn’t have made any difference to John to know that his wife was secretly craving the exact thing she was complaining about. He didn’t hear her anyway, he was too lost in his own fantasies of seeing her abused, degraded, humiliated, and used in ways that would make most people’s stomachs turn. In his mind, it wasn’t about her desires anyway; his arousal came from the fact that Black men with big dicks would take what was his and use it practically to the point beyond recognition. He got off on the idea of filthy, dirty black men making his pristine property something untouchable. Yeah, he wanted to see his wife writhing around in pleasure, to see her coming in an endless string of orgasms that left her weeping and shaking but it was the idea of Black men defiling her that got him off. His cock wouldn’t even get a tingle at the thought of his wife being gangbanged by Asian guys or Latino men. He’d seen his wife pleasured by a group of white men before and, while it certainly was hot to see Tricia being passed around like a rag doll, he needed to see the contrast, he was desperate for Black dudes to fuck her because to him, Black men were like animals, barely human savages bred for fucking white women.


John saw the opportunity to make all of his dreams come true when he got careless at work. As usual, he was pulling his cock and looking at one of his favorite websites where white wives were getting gangbanged by Black guys. He was on the verge of cumming when he heard someone clear their throat. He slammed his laptop closed and looked up, cock in hand, and saw the new guy from the mailroom. “What the fuck is your problem? Don’t you know to leave my mail on my assistant’s desk? Get out you dumb . . .” He desperately wanted to call him a nigger, inspired by the way the Black men were throwing it around in the video he was watching, but he got scared at the last second and refrained. “What are you looking at? Get OUT!” He shoved his cock back in his pants and felt his face change to crimson red but his sense of superiority and arrogance outweighed what should have been his shame.


Calmly, the young man placed the mail on his desk, stared John in the eye, and said, “I’ll be sure to leave your mail on your secretary’s desk in the future. For the rest of the day, John waited for the backlash. He was sure within an hour, everyone would know what happened and he was busy constructing lies and figuring out a way to get that guy fired. By the late afternoon, no one even seemed to look his direction and by the next morning, everything seemed normal. He saw the guy walk past his door and deliver the mail without even looking in his direction. He casually walked out to his administrative assistant’s desk and said, “Is that a new mail guy? I’ve never seen him before.”


Lourdes, his sassy Puerto Rican assistant said, “Yeah, that’s Kamal, he just started this week.” John saw her lick her lips and stare at his ass that couldn’t be hidden in his baggy khakis. Her admiration only lasted a second and she went right back to the overwhelming amount of work she had on her desk, having to shoulder most of the work that John was supposed to do that he put off on her. While he was able to see the lust in her eyes, what he didn’t detect was any indication that she knew what had happened yesterday. He walked back into his office, afraid to engage in his usual routine of looking at porn, and sat in a daze for several hours.


By lunchtime, his curiosity got the best of him. He went out looking for Kamal to find out what his deal was. Any normal person would have blabbed to everyone and then some. As luck would have it, he saw Kamal enter the men’s room at the far end of the 18th floor. Looking around to see if anyone else was around, he entered a few seconds later.


Standing alone at the urinals, John could see the broad shoulders and muscular back of the mail boy. At 6’ even and maybe 230 pounds of hard flesh, Kamal turned his head slightly when he heard the door open and then went right back to his business. John walked to the urinal next to him and pulled out his cock. He glanced down to see Kamal’s dick. The strong yellow stream of piss hit the back of the urinal and John could see what had to be nearly 8 inches of soft dick extending from Kamal’s fly. Pee shy, he willed himself to urinate and said, “Listen, about what happened—you know, yesterday. What do we have to do to make sure that none of that gets out?”


Putting his dick back in his pants, Kamal said, “Yeah, don’t sweat it,” turned to wash his hands and left without saying another word.


That didn’t register with John. In his white world, everything boiled down to money or sex or some combination of both. There was no way he was going to let some punk 25 years old get away with having anything over his head so he followed him to the lunchroom. Sitting down at the table next to him, he quietly said, “Look, I’ll give you $25,000 bucks, no questions asked, but you have to sign a paper saying that you won’t say anything.” There, that should fix him, that was more money than that kid would make in a year and it was barely a drop in the bucket to John, nothing a few strategically misplaced zeroes on a balance sheet wouldn’t take care of. He glanced down at Kamal’s lunch and made a mental note that he found it odd that someone with such obvious muscle definition was eating nothing but a salad and fruit.


This time, more assertively, Kamal said, “I told you, don’t sweat it.”


John felt like a reprimanded child. His anger raged and he wouldn’t be held hostage by some fucking high school dropout who couldn’t get a better job than dropping off mail. Unfortunately, his perversion got the better of him and he started calculating in his head how he could use the situation to his advantage. He inched his chair closer, his leg touching Kamal’s under the table. Leaning in, he whispered, “Okay, I was just doing what all us guys do, you know. And—look, it’s no big deal but I just don’t want everyone knowing my business and I have an offer for you. I think I have something that you might want that’s better than money. I’ll make a deal with you. You come out to my house this weekend, bring some friends why don’t you, as many as you want, and I’ll make sure you have the time of your life. You can split the money with your homies any way you want. In exchange, we can make sure my little secret is kept and it’s all good, right bro?” He smiled and put out his fist like he wanted a pound.


Kamal pushed his chair over several inches and said, “Look, I don’t want whatever it is you are offering and I told you twice already that it’s no big deal. If you want to jerk your little dick off at work, I don’t give a damn. You white boys are all crazy any damn way.”


The fucking nerve of this kid was outrageous. John was pissed. How dare he refuse to negotiate like a man. Forget the fact that he hadn’t even heard that Kamal was willing to put the entire thing behind them; all he heard was “little white dick”, “white boy”, and “crazy”. Who the hell did he think he was? John couldn’t comprehend that a black guy was pulling the strings so he blurted out, almost loud enough for others to hear, “You can have my wife, you can do anything you want to her, she’s yours, in exchange for your silence.”


There, that would solve everything. What black guy wouldn’t JUMP at the opportunity to fuck a hot white wife? John learned that it wasn’t the proverbial carrot he thought he was going to tempt Kamal with when the young man wiped his mouth with his napkin, threw it on his remaining food in disgust, and pushed his chair back. He walked away without saying a word.


For the next three months, they played the same game. Kamal would ignore John and John would, in turn, obsessively try to figure out what motivated this strange person. He learned that Kamal had been born in Trinidad and graduated with a 4.0 from community college because he couldn’t afford to finish his four-year studies in engineering. He belonged to something called The Ausar Auset Society but John didn’t have the intellect or patience to figure out what that was so he just wrote it off as some sort of Black cult. He overheard some of the temps talking about him and learned that he had broken up with his girlfriend a few months ago but still wasn’t dating. Nothing computed for John. How could this guy end up in the mailroom? From what he could tell, he was intelligent, articulate, and all the women thought he was good-looking, even the white women. If someone had told John that the reason Kamal couldn’t find a better job was that he was competing against boys like his sons who cheated and lied their way through college and who had jobs lined up on graduation because of nepotism and racial preference, John would have SCREAMED from the highest mountaintop that was an outrageous and sinful lie to discredit the white man. Too bad it was true.


It was in his nature to be manipulative, so John decided he was going to get what he wanted and he was going to do whatever he had to do in order to make it happen. He’d been tortured for months, fantasizing about Kamal fucking his wife. He called in sick one day at work and told his assistant that he needed several important documents on his desk delivered to his home. He specifically told her that Kamal was to deliver the documents, no one else, by noon and not a minute later. He put a note on the front door that Kamal was to come around back to the pool where he would be waiting for him.


Prompt, Kamal arrived at 12:00 exactly and read the note. He walked around the side of the house towards the back, cautiously, expecting some sort of setup. Sure enough, John was in the back by the pool, naked, with his wife, and she was on a lounge chair with nothing on but a pair of high heels with her legs high in the air and her husband’s tongue in her pussy. She screamed a blood-curdling yell and tried to grab her cover-up but John forcefully pinned her legs back to her chest so she couldn’t move. She was visibly shaken and Kamal froze, expecting the police to jump out any minute and arrest him for rape. He placed his bag on the ground and slowly opened the flap and extended the package to his employer. “Look, I don't want any trouble, I’m just following your orders to bring these documents out to you and hand-deliver them.” He placed the documents on the table and began to back away.


John smiled, “Here, don’t you want some of this hot pussy?” Tricia couldn’t believe her ears. Her husband was offering her up like a piece of meat without her consent or consideration.


Brazen and bold, John stroked his cock in front of Kamal. “Come here, boy. You know you want this. You know you want some of this white pussy. I’m offering it to you. No strings. Do anything you want to it and I mean anything. Fuck her mouth, her pussy, fuck her asshole. Make her choke and gag on your big black cock till she pukes all over it and make her keep sucking you off. Fist her slack cunt, piss on her, hell, piss up her, make her lick your filthy bunghole. Do anything you want to her. Dude, I really want you to fill her up with your black sperm. Yeah, fill up her white cunt with your darkie baby juice and get her knocked up.” He really wanted to use the N-word but he wanted to wait until Kamal used it first to get the go-ahead. He knew some Black guys were sensitive about that sort of thing and he didn’t want to get his head bashed in by jumping the gun.


Kamal held back his disgust and spoke calmly. “What the hell is wrong with you? Why do you want me to do those things to your wife?”


John masturbated proudly as he just knew he was about to realize his dreams. Yeah, he was four or five guys shy of the gangbang he wanted to witness but this was as close as he’d ever gotten to his ultimate fantasy. “Man, come on, you know. Black guys are so hung and they—you know. God, why don’t you get it? Having a black guy fuck my wife is really nasty, thinking about her being bred black ‘n all.”


John had moved out of the way and Tricia was still laying there, holding her legs up by grasping the backs of her knees, her breathing calmed down now that she realized that Kamal wasn’t a total stranger but someone her husband knew. Her pussy was swollen and throbbing and wet with desire. She wanted all the things her husband had described and she was ready for the action to begin, no introductions necessary.


“You sick, twisted fuck,” Kamal replied. “First of all, I’m not some monkey stud to service your wife, and second, impregnation is not a sexual fetish, it’s a right and a privilege you obviously don’t deserve.” For a brief second, the couple thought he was going to leave but he started to unbutton his shirt. Kamal spelled out everything. “You want me to fuck your wife because I saw you masturbating in your office that day? Is that right?” John nodded profusely. “You’re telling me that if I fuck your wife, if I degrade her, that I don’t have to worry about you harassing me at work anymore, that we can put this behind us once and for all and go on with our lives.” He continued, “And, I’m to understand that you want me to do anything filthy and nasty I can think of to your wife with your permission.”


John could barely answer. He was crazed with lust. “Slap her, choke her, squeeze her tits until they are bruised, tie her up, anything man, do anything.” Tricia was fingering her pussy and moaning her non-verbal consent.


Kamal pulled off his shirt and let it fall to the ground. He kept on his white wife-beater and it contrasted rather ironically yet dramatically against his bronze-colored skin. He steadied himself on the chair as he pulled off his pants and left his boots in place. He pulled off his boxers and it was John’s turn to lick his lips in jealousy, envy, and lust.


Kamal’s muscular thighs were a masterpiece in ebony sculpture. His arms, his chest, his shoulders were formed to perfection. With a six-pack of abs that would make any personal trainer proud, John couldn’t imagine a more perfect specimen to use his wife. It was the meat hanging between his legs that made Kamal the ideal stud for John’s demented fantasy. At just over 8 inches, it was clearly double the length of his own tiny cock and the thickness didn’t have a scale to compare. It looked as thick as a can of beer and he wasn’t even hard. In fact, it looked like it weighed several pounds in and of itself and Tricia was fingering her pussy in anticipation.


“Here, get it wet.” Tricia moved to suck his dick but Kamal stopped her. “No, not you-- him.” He pointed to John and without hesitation, John was on his knees, kneeling before the young man, worshipping his big, black cock, trying to get it hard with his mouth.


Tricia had never seen her husband suck a cock before and there was something very thrilling about seeing him fag out over a beautiful, black one. “Oh yeah, honey, get that big monster wet so he can slide it in my tight, white pussy. Is that what you want to see? You want to see him pounding his big hard black cock in my cunt, stretching it, ripping it open? Yeah, get it nice and wet so he can ram it in my sweet, white holes.”


Grabbing John’s head, Kamal's throat fucked him without care or concern for his breath or comfort. Thrusting his hips and shoving every single inch down his throat, it was John himself who was gagging and choking on that gorgeous prick, not his wife. He didn’t care. To John, it was worth it so he could see his wife being fucked like a $2.00 crack whore. He sucked that cock better than he’d ever sucked any other cock in his life. By the time Kamal had pushed him away, his dick was fully erect, hard, throbbing, and dripping with spit. Grabbing a handful of bleached blonde hair, Kamal roughly pulled Tricia to her knees in front of him and said, “Let’s see who’s better at sucking my dick. Come on bitch, get to work.”


John was better. He’d had more experience sucking a variety of cocks. He had better technique without a doubt. That only made Kamal treat Tricia rougher, being unforgiving when she didn’t do it the way he wanted. He shoved his cock down her throat and she tried desperately to pull away, unable to breathe or move. She was gagging on the meat shoved in her throat and her eyes were tearing. It was the stuff dreams are made of for John; his wife was being suffocated by a dick that was stretching her mouth to beyond capacity. He stroked his cock furiously with two fingers while his wife struggled to get her hand around the black cock that filled her slutty mouth. Her diamond wedding band shone in the sunshine and that image made John’s cock leak.


Pushing her away, Kamal commanded her to get on the lounger again and spread her legs. Anxious to move things along, she said, “Oh yeah, eat my pussy you sexy stud.”


Kamal laughed. “Are you fucking kidding me?” Without any other explanation or commentary, he gripped the backs of her thighs tightly and rammed his dick in her pussy in one thrust, to the balls. Tricia screamed out in real pain. She’d never had a dick that big in her before, not even in college when she’d had a threesome with her roommate and some black guy from the football team.


“Easy stud,” she panted, half wanting him to take it easy on her and half enjoying the pain.


“Easy? What for? That’s what you want, isn’t it? You think I’m some savage stud that can’t control my lust for you, right? You think I live to fuck white women, that I’m a barely literate thug who only gets hard for white trash suburban whores like you.” His comments stung Tricia but they turned her on at the same time. He was right so, yeah, she could go along with the game.


“Yeah, you big, black Mandingo, screw this white pussy good. Make it hurt. Show my husband how pathetic his little cock is. Make me never want his little thing again. Turn me into a slut for Black cock.”


“Do you even know what a Mandingo is you stupid cunt?” Kamal pounded harder and deeper.


Tricia was confused. What the hell kind of question was that to be asking her. She decided to go along with the game anyway. “You are. You’re my black daddy Mandingo and I’m your filthy white slut.” Her response seemed to anger Kamal and he became more brutal in his fucking. She tried to push him away but she wasn’t strong enough. She looked to her husband to see if he could control things a bit more but he was in a zone, fingering his asshole and stroking his tiny cock, insane with arousal. Things were just beginning to heat up in his mind, just the way he wanted. He wanted Kamal to use his wife and it didn’t matter to him if she enjoyed it or not.


Kamal grabbed a handful of Mrs. Waterman’s hair again and flipped her over on her knees. She was grateful for the reprieve on her pussy and was expecting things to go a little more smoothly doggy style. Before she knew what was happening, she felt the sting of Kamal’s hand on her pale, flat ass. “OWWWW,” she cried out, the heat and sting of the slap radiating through her body. Her body liked the rough treatment but her mind knew something was wrong. “What are you trying to do you, black bastard, taking out your revenge for slavery on me? I didn’t own any slaves.”


That was the wrong thing to say. “I’m not exacting revenge for hundreds of years of slavery on you, you dumb bitch, I’m exacting revenge for being treated like an ignorant buck incapable of anything other than lusting for white women, weed, and cheap wine from a paper bag.” He grabbed her hair like the reins on a filly and pulled hard. He shoved his cock in her again, with more force, stabbing her womb with his weapon of flesh. John inched closer. He wanted a front-row seat to the show, to smell the scent of their fucking, to taste their nasty mixture of juices. He knelt behind Kamal and watched his muscular ass flex as he pumped his wife. The scent from his nuts was intoxicating and he marveled at the way Kamal’s smooth brown skin shone in the sun, damp with perspiration.


Tricia was in the place between pain and pleasure. She had never been fucked so savagely before in her life and she was going to pay the price for it tomorrow, but today, it was heaven. She liked being treated so roughly, even if she didn’t understand all the things he was saying. It was all part of the game, race play had to involve . . . some stuff about race or it would defeat the purpose, right? That was part of the fantasy, the hot suburban wife getting nailed by the ghetto thug. It wasn’t hot unless they were playing up the differences, exploiting the stereotypes. About the only thing she could contribute to the fantasy was her constant chants of, “Fuck me with your big black cock. Fuck this white pussy. Pump your black seed in my fertile white cunt. Harder, harder, treat me like a filthy slut for black cock.”


Kamal’s dialogue was a bit more explicit. “You fucking stupid white whore. You are too dumb to know that your man is sucking every dick he can get his hands on. The two of you think you are so superior, so much better than me, that fucking me is ‘slumming it.’ I’m better than you in every way you dirty slut. I’m going to use you, your pussy, your ass, and your dumb ass husband and you’ll regret the day you ever dreamt of having some Blackbuck fuck you to fulfill your ghetto fantasies.”


Those words registered with John as, “I love white pussy.” Wanting to rush things, John pleaded, “Fuck her in the ass. Shove your big black cock in her dirty asshole.” That was, after all, the nastiest form of sex. To have a Black man fucking his wife in the shitter was the ultimate degradation. He didn’t view Black men as men, or even human beings for that matter, so having his wife getting fucked in the ass by a black guy was symbolic of the most degrading thing she could endure.


Kamal pulled out and John dove for his dick again, tasting the elixir that was made up of the juices of his wife and his subordinate. Tricia wanted to feel that hard cock in her ass as well. She’d moved beyond the pain and felt nothing but sublime pleasure, filth, and raunch at the hands of her black stud.


Kamal backslapped John and sent him reeling backward on the hard tile pavement. It wasn’t part of John’s fantasy but he could go along with it, again, because anything was worth seeing his wife being used as a piece of trash. He couldn’t touch his cock for fear it was going to explode. He was jealous of his wife, envious that she was going to have her anus stretched to beyond belief. He knew he could take Kamal’s dick, having ridden many huge black dildos in his time, but he doubted Tricia had had anything bigger than his little cock in her ass.


Kamal would have loved nothing more than to ram his dick balls deep in Tricia’s ass but he couldn’t. It just didn’t fit. He pushed and she cried out in pain. The more he pushed, the louder her cries became. She rubbed her clit furiously and shoved four fingers in her pussy, creating less room for Kamal to work his dick in her asshole. “Here, get it wet again.” He grabbed John by the hair and pulled him on his dick again. John used his tongue like magic and took everything Kamal had to give him and then some. He tasted the fresh ass juice from his wife’s rectum and savored the flavor. It tasted better than it had ever tasted before, mixed with the salty-sweet precum of a gigantic black cock. He spits on his wife’s ass and pulled her cheeks open, encouraging Kamal once again. “Fuck her dirty asshole. Ram your thick, huge Black cock in her white butt.”


Without mercy or consideration, Kamal did just that. He shoved his cock in, pushed, shoved, and rammed until every inch was embedded deep in Tricia’s ass. Placing both hands on her shoulders, he started fucking her, concentrating on making sure he drove every millimeter of his dick deep in her and withdrew it all the way to the head before he rammed it in deeper and harder than before. The only thing that made him stop was to take it all the way out so her husband could lick and suck his dick clean. He fucked her so hard he sort of felt sorry for her except she kept saying, “Oh god, please don’t stop, it feels so good.”


Kamal fucked her asshole for twenty minutes straight. Her ass was red from being spanked and her hole gaped open like the Midtown Tunnel. It was so loose and sloppy, he could barely feel any friction. “You, shithead, get over here and take her place.” He pushed Tricia out of the way and motioned for John to assume the position. He scrambled to get on his knees without a second’s hesitation at his wife seeing him accept a black dick but Kamal stopped him. “I want you to see my face.” Yeah, that would work for John, he could get off on that. He liked the idea of showing off his little cock while he got a huge black one rammed in his manpussy. Mmmm, that thought was delicious. It was no longer about his wife, this was about the fulfillment of his sissy slut fantasies where he would become the whore for black cock, he would be degraded and used.


Kamal placed his hand over John’s mouth. If he was going to cum, he couldn’t listen to that insane “big black buck” drivel. He felt no mercy for Mr. Waterman so he fucked him like he was trying to kill him with his dick. His rage boiled up and he thrust deep and hard until he felt the first shot of cum go deep within his boss’s ass. He fell back, exhausted, and watched as Tricia dove for her husband’s dirty creampie without any instructions.


Both still aroused, the pair then collectively dove for Kamal’s cock, cleaning his cock of their collective juices. Kamal let them lick him from front to back before he aimed his soft cock in their faces and emptied his bladder. He dove into the pool and seemed to be cleaning himself of the stench and filth of the white couple. Dried and dressed, he left without so much as a goodbye.


John had never been more pleased with himself. He dove for Tricia’s pussy and asshole and ate her out for the rest of the evening, never putting on clothes, never more than a few minutes from trying to see if he could taste the evidence of her hot black fuck. The next day, he casually strolled into the office and saw a manila envelope on his desk. He opened it and found a DVD. His heart dropped. He opened it and placed the disc on his laptop. The camera had been hidden in the mailbag. He shut the laptop and called Lourdes on the intercom. “I want to see about getting a new intern. See if that guy from the mailroom might be interested.” 


Middle-Class Housewife Goes Black

This is my wife, she’s in her late thirties and as you will agree extremely attractive. Our story started some while ago when an old friend of mine contacted me from prison, he had been serving 5 years and was up for parole. He had contacted me to see if I could help with his parole application.
I am a middle-class well-educated businessman with several companies operating very lucratively. My friend's name is Toby, we were very good friends in my earlier years but had lost touch with each other until he was convicted in court for burglary when I read about him in the local newspaper.
Toby had been in touch asking if I could offer him a job that would help immensely with his parole application. I had agreed without hesitation and had been to see him a couple of times to sort out all the formalities.
My wife Amy was very proud of me when I had told her all about Toby and was eager to help in any way she could, that was until I told her Toby was black and a convicted criminal…
Amy was herself a very middle-class woman with a very strict upbringing and very rarely came into contact with ethnic minorities, but judging from her reaction she was a little bit racist.


A few weeks passed and it was getting closer to the time of Toby’s release, I had been to a hearing for him and everything was set. There were very few occasions when I was left alone to talk to Toby in confidence but on the few times, he made it very clear to me he was sexed up and could I arrange for a woman for him when he came out.


I discussed this with Amy who seemed a bit out of sorts at first but then warmed up to the idea when she suggested one of her friends, Katy. Katy was very similar in looks to my wife, similar age but unlike Amy, Katy was what we called ‘black man meat’, she only ever seemed to go with ethnics and Amy had admitted to me on several occasions that Katy had tried strenuously to get Amy to sample one of her black friends’.
Amy and Katy had been friends for a good many years, it was thanks to Katy that my wife started taking a little more care of herself, after the birth of our daughter (who was now 20 years old and away at uni) she had let herself go a little.
Katy had got her back interested in dressing nice and sexy, going to the gym, and going out occasionally for a girls' night out.


In fact, Amy was so innocent she didn’t realize how extremely sexy and provocative she looked, she couldn’t understand why other women stared at her and why men ogled her, however, she did like it, she liked it a lot…
This had caused a few arguments between us recently because it was my opinion that my wife was dressing like a slut and drawing too much attention to herself. There were times for example when she went to the gym with Katy, this was a predominantly a black male gym when she would go wearing a tight short cropped top that showed half her tits off!!


Amy discussed the arrangement with Katy about Toby and without surprise or hesitation Katy agreed, especially when I showed her a snapshot of Toby.
(Photo of Amy and Katy…)


A week before the release date my wife was particularly excited about the event that’s all we ever talked about, and she was on the phone with Katy for hours every night.
It must have been something Katy said to her that made her suggest to me, a meal when Toby arrives, and then to get them in the mood, we’ll all watch a porno movie!!
I was a bit taken aback, I hadn’t expected that comment from my wife's lips, but I instantly agreed and we both sat side by side on the sofa with her laptop to look at some porno movies to select one that would be suitable.
When I started searching for “interracial” movies I was amazed at how much stuff there was available at the touch of a button. I was also amazed at how many websites were already indicated in red which meant they had already been visited and how extremely eager my wife was to wade through them, especially the ones with really BIG black men in them.
At first, this would get Amy really hot and wet and it would end up with me fucking her on the sofa, eventually though it ended up where I was physically fucking her while she was surfing the internet, and when she found a particularly meaty black man with a huge cock she would “bang” down onto my cock to the point where she was hurting my bollocks!
I had never seen her so hot or experienced her fuck like this before, I wasn’t complaining though...


Friday soon came and I went to meet Toby out of prison, we stopped for some lunch on the way home and I explained that Amy had arranged a date with her friend for Toby, he seemed very pleased especially when I described Katy to him, which on reflection sounded like a very good description of my wife.
We arrived at the house at around 6.30, it had long since gone dark and we walked into a bright warm kitchen with a flurry of activity and my gorgeous wife there to greet us...


She looked simply stunning, Toby’s eyes nearly popped out when he saw her enormous breasts straining at that little black dress she was almost wearing.
Introductions were made and Toby never took his eyes off Amy, she was acting very weird, very flirty almost as if I wasn’t her husband and as though I was setting the two of them up for a date!!


We waited for Katy to arrive, she was late, Amy kept looking at the clock and muttering about where she was when the phone rang, sure enough, it was Katy, she had had a mishap in her car earlier that day and she couldn’t come, she apologized and then rang off.


We ate the lovely meal my wife had prepared and we retired to the sitting room, I sat in my favorite chair, Toby sat on the sofa next to Amy.
I switched on the TV and we watched and talked a while mainly about Toby, his time in prison, and what he intended to do in the future. Toby was a Sudanese Nubian who had come over to this country in the late 80s seeking political asylum, he had arrived with a large contingent of his tribe who were now all living in Sheffield, I had met him at university and we had become pretty good friends. My wife was asking most of the questions and whilst she did she was sat bolt upright sticking out her chest as far as she could and playing with her hair whilst she talked to Toby.
After a while and few drinks, my wife steered the conversation around to sex and how he coped in prison, Toby sensed her flirty nature and returned the comment, quite surprisingly, that he was horned up most of the time and that the only release he ever had was to wank off in his cell!
As soon as my wife heard him say “wank” she trembled a bit and smiled.
Toby continued, “prisons aren’t like they used to be, they have female guards now, once a very attractive female guard caught me wanking in my cell when she saw the size of my cock, she did the job for me”.
Amy said, “what the female guard wanked your cock off”?
Toby replied “yeah! It happened all the time, some of the female wardens couldn’t get enough of us well endowed black guys, and it didn’t just stop at wanking, they would let us fuck them and they would give us blow jobs and everything”.
Amy blushed slightly and smiled, her eyes wandered down to Toby’s groin area, mine followed. He had an enormous bulge there!!!
Amy was getting into a devilish mood now and questioned Toby, “ do all black men have big cocks”.
Yeah, on average they usually are a lot bigger...
Amy pondered the answer for a while and then turned to me for the first time in ages and said, “haven’t you got a DVD lined up for Toby to watch”?
“Yes, I’ll put it on shall I”?
Without waiting for a response I pressed play on the DVD remote, it was all set up ready.
This film was one that my wife had selected, it was obviously an interracial film depicting a black man and two blonde-haired large titted beauties. The black man had an 11” cock!!!
We sat silently watching for a while on the big 42” screen, the film was extremely pornographic, out of the corner of my eye I could see my wife watching intently and she was breathing rapidly.
Toby was getting hot and flustered, he stood at one point and removed his T-shirt, he had fairly tight-fitting jogging bottoms on, he displayed a massive bulge down his left leg, it was sticking out hideously and very obviously, my wife saw it and just stared at it.


There was a particular scene in the film where the black man was having his cock sucked by one girl and his bollocks licked by another, “is his cock fairly typical of a black man’s, or is it a lot bigger than the average black” Amy said.
Toby adjusted himself in his seat and replied “yeah fairly typical that one”.
My wife laughed, “yeah right, I’ll bet”.
Toby looked at her and said in an equally flirty voice, “well there’s only one way to find out”.
They both stopped and turned immediately to me, “ye….s show her Toby” I said.
Toby lifted his pelvis off the sofa and pulled his tight-fitting joggers down to past his knees, he had no boxers on, his massive rock-hard cock swung back up after the elasticated cord of his bottoms had released it, it slapped him on his stomach. He sat back down and it lay against him, the head rested high above his naval almost to his chest.
My wife was in awe, she just stared at it, her eyes scanning the large object from top to bottom
.


Amy licked her lips unconsciously, she swiveled her seating position around towards Toby, she was no longer interested in the film on TV.
“Fuckin hell!!! It's true, they are fuckin massive” she said.
Toby relaxed back into the chair, spread his legs, and thrust up his pelvis so that Amy had a really good view of his cock.
He took hold of his cock by its root and started swaying it around, he then pulled the skin right back to reveal its enormous dark purple head. There was a distinct pungent smell of cock in the air now and Amy's nostrils were flared and her large tits betrayed her breathing in deep lung fulls’ of his pheromones.
“Amy,” I said, she tore her eyes away from his cock and looked at me, her eyes were like large jet marbles, twinkling with excitement and lust, “since Katy hasn’t turned up, I promised Toby a good time with her, don’t you think has a consolation you could give him a hand job”?
Her eyes instantly returned to his cock, “I suppose it is only courtesy to at least do that” while she was saying those words she reached over her hand and very gently wrapped her delicate feminine fingers around it.
It was so big she couldn’t reach all the way around, she clenched her teeth and squeezed it,
It grew another inch and was now rock hard, it looked like a large piece of finely hewn ebony!
She slowly started to wank the cock, slow deliberate long strokes, each stroke starting at the very base of his cock and ending sock up to the wide flange of the big purple head. She started to increase the speed of her stroke, slowly leaning further over until her tits were almost touching the tip of his cock and so that she could breathe in that thick scent of his manhood.
After a while, she suddenly stopped and said “if you cum, you might stain my new dress”!
“Why don’t you take it off then” replied Toby.


Amy stood up and remove her figure-hugging dress, all she had on was a tiny bra and pants, she sat back down and continued wanking the huge cock.
After a while she changed hands because the one she had been using was starting to ache, as she slowly wanked the cock she explored it, it was a good 10 or 11” long very thick and very heavily veined, she used her other hand to massage his balls, they too were massive, they were held in a soft leathery sack about the size shape and consistency of two very large hard-boiled duck eggs. Amy traced thick rubbery tubes coming out of the top of each ball and disappearing into the base of his cock, she could imagine this tackle was designed with the sole purpose of delivering copious amounts of spunk deep into women’s wombs!
After a further 10 minutes of wanking Amy was getting extremely wet and anxious to satisfy a deep burning that was taking place inside her, her cunt lips were puffed up, her cunt hole was fully dilated, her nipple-areola had tightened and puckered up squeezing her nipples out to their full extent, and her clitoris was on fire.
Amy looked at me and said” pppplease can I have it in me”?
“SSSSsure, go for it darling,” I said.
Amy stood up and removed her remaining underwear, she was about to straddle Toby when he stopped her.
“Hang on there honey (he called her), I am of Nubian descent, we have a cultural routine before sex where the woman must clean a man's cock and bollocks with her mouth before they can proceed”.
“Ooh!... Okay then, I don’t want to break any ethnic traditions and be brandished a racist” Amy replied.
She knelt between his spread thighs and went to work on his cock and bollocks, just as she had seen the other sluts do on the internet.


His richly veined cock was so big she could barely fit it in her mouth, but she tried.
When she was lapping at his bollocks she noticed how heavily bloated they were and estimated that between them they must hold approximately one-quarter of a pint of spunk!


She spent at least 20 minutes devouring his cock and bollocks, it had never been so clean, it shone and glistened with her saliva.
Now both cock and cunt were ready to fuck!!
She straddled his big cock and lowered her cunt lips down on to the head of the massive cock


The muscles in her thighs were tense as she hovered over his black pole, now all her dreams of the past week were about to come true, she relaxed the tension in her thighs and glided down his long thick black shaft.


Right down to his big fat bollocks, the pain was intense, but like no other pain she had experienced before, she again tensed her thighs and pulled herself up towards the big bulbous end of his cock, and then lowered herself again.
She repeated this and started to increase the speed, it was fucking gorgeous and she was in absolute ecstasy, the pain was excruciating but she knew she would never be able to settle for anything less ever again, whilst sliding her cunt up and down this black man's shaft she knew our marriage would never be the same!


He fucked her very harshly and savagely in all sorts of positions…
The room stank of cunt fat, it was all over Toby's cock, bollocks, and thighs, occasionally he interrupted Amy’s fucking and instructed her to clean his whole groin area with her tongue which she duly did.
He penetrated her like no other cock had, when he was fully inserted up to his bollocks the head of his cock was inside her womb and banging against her ovaries, this caused an intense but addictive pain which she now knew would be the only sensation she would settle for, Katy had on many occasions told her about this feeling…now she could see why Katy was a black cock slut!
After about an hour of constant unrelenting fucking, Toby’s bollocks were starting to get very painful, they were heavily swollen and he realized he had to empty them very soon.
He repositioned Amy onto all 4’s and started pounding her from the rear, he used his big fingers to stimulate her clitoris whilst he shafted her


Her cunt had loosened somewhat now and as he thrust his big black cock home it started to make a farting noise as the cock forced out the air, and then was followed by a distinct slap of heavy bollocks on white flesh.
Ppphhhwaaaarrtt…….ssssllaaaap,pppphhhwaaarrtt….ssssllllaaapp… on and on it went.
Amy was now reaching her limit she was so close, she forced open her cunt and hips to allow this massive black man full entry and closed her eyes….
You know in films when a massive or violent event is going to take place there is a second or two of complete silence and calm, this is what happened next, Amy’s body froze and then a second or two later her whole body went into spasm and she started to shake violently...
“ffffuuucckkkiiin hhheellll, ffffuuuuuucccckkk mmmmmmeeeeooooooooohhhhhhhhh”
She exploded into the wildest deepest longest mind-blowing orgasm she had ever had…
Toby kept fucking, he didn’t miss a stroke, when Amy had stopped shaking and her body relaxed he said to her “where do you want the spunk slut”!
“Not in my cunt, I don’t want to get pregnant, shoot it in my mouth”!
Toby thrust his massive cock into her 3 or 4 more times then pulled it out and spun her around on her knees, he pointed his big cock at her face and she grabbed hold of it with both hands and started wanking it, he rolled his eyes back and shuddered and then with a low guttural roar fired his load into her mouth, ream after ream of thick white-hot spunk shot out and each one hit the back of her throat, she tried desperately to swallow the thick gooey liquid but it was cumin too fast and inevitably a large amount of it ran down her chin and dripped onto her tits.
Toby squeezed the last drops out of his long cock and held her chin in his other hand to ensure it was distributed into her mouth.


When Toby had finished, he shook his head at Amy, “what’s wrong” she asked.
“You should never waste precious spunk like that, allowing it to dribble down your body, you must always swallow it, every drop. The next time you must promise me you will do this”.
“I’m sorry,” she said, “ I couldn’t swallow it quickly enough, there was just too much of it”.
“Well if you can’t cope with it all on your own you had better get another slut in to help you! Right”?
“Okay Toby, I know just the right person” she grinned.


Toby stayed over that night, I had to sleep in our daughter's room because he had convinced my wife that Nubian tradition dictated the host must allow his guest to sleep with his wife, this sounded a load of crap to me but my wife was very eager to believe it and besides what would they possibly be able to do now after that fucking session!!
I was woken up twice during the night with screams and the headboard banging, and kept awake by the constant incessant slapping noise of black bollocks on white flesh ….
The next day, Amy took Toby shopping for some new clothes, they met Katy in town.
I checked the bedding in our room there were spunk stains everywhere, she obviously wasn’t able to follow Toby's strict instruction about swallowing spunk, hence the reason I suppose they went to meet Katy!!
It later transpired that my wife and Katy had planned the whole evening themselves, I knew Katy was trying to get my wife onto black cock, I didn’t realize how manipulative and devious she could be…. I was going to find out……. 

Amy and Toby parked the car and proceeded to the shopping center (meadow hall) and met Katie there. Katie looked gorgeous and extremely sexy she was wearing a summery floral print dress that hugged her figure and attenuated her slim waist and exaggerated her already ample tits.

Her eyes lit up when she saw Toby, as did his when he saw her.

My wife Amy also looked stunning, she wore a grey flannel skirted very tight suit. The skirt was just above the knee and she wore very high-heeled shoes.

They looked an odd arrangement, two absolutely stunning sexy women with one scruffy looking black dude, they drew a lot of attention, I suppose most people looked with disdain assuming the two women were prostitutes or call girls with their black pimp. Whatever, Amy was enjoying the attention, no one would know her here and she could flaunt as much as she liked.

They took Toby into a man’s fashion shop and got a lot of distasteful looks from both staff and other shoppers when they had sent Toby into the changing room and BOTH kept going in to check on his attire, or more often than not, lack of it.

They spent most of the day there and Amy spent a lot of money on Toby, they had a meal there and by mid-afternoon were on their way back home.

I was having a business meeting at home with a couple of clients in my study, this was next door to our gymnasium/ summer room.

I heard the car pull on the drive, I looked out of the window and saw the two girls with Toby.

Moments later they came past the study door to go into the summer room, Amy popped her beautiful head through the door and said “hi”. I introduced her to my two male clients whose eyes nearly popped out when they saw how extremely sexy she looked especially when she had to bow down to them to shake their hands and she gave them an eyeful of her plump cleavage!

Amy joined Toby and Katie in the summer room, she served them some drinks and they sat chatting. They had had a sexually charged morning at the shopping center and Amy noticed that Katie was particularly clingy and flirty with Toby.

They engaged in small talk for a while about various subjects until Katie broached the subject of Toby’s incarceration at her majesties pleasure, “so! Why were you sent to prison then Toby”?

“It’s a long story but basically I fucked a married woman who had been wanting it for ages, after the event she got anxious and guilty about it and claimed I broke in”!

“Thing was, she had been pestering me for weeks, flirting and giving me the come on, you know you have to be very careful when your black….fucking white women…especially gorgeous ones”.

Toby smirked, and then there was a pause for a moment.

“what’s all this Amy tells me about you being a Nubian” Katie broke the silence.

“Yes that’s true, we have been bred over many generations to have large cocks. In our tradition a man with a big cock is looked upon as someone superior to others, in fact, our chieftains have the biggest cocks of all” Toby replied.”Our women worship big cocks and they choose their mates based purely on the size of his penis, not on his facial features or his wealth”

“That’s very interesting” Katie replied whilst licking her lips.

Amy said, “I’ve got a movie in the DVD machine with a Nubian in it, would you like to look at it, Katie”?(Amy loved pornography, it really got her in the mood and didn’t require any effort from anyone, it was the best aphrodisiac she knew of).

“Ooh yes please, I’d like to see that” Katie replied

Amy pressed the play button on the remote control, the tv screen flittered onto an interracial porno featuring two big-titted blondes and a huge black (this one was her personal favorite).…

Within a few minutes, the atmosphere in the room had changed, it was now highly charged, Toby sat sprawled on the sofa with Katie close on one side, Amy was on the other side.

Amy reached around the back of Toby and tapped Katie on the shoulder so as not to draw Toby’s attention. Katie craned her head back and Amy mouthed silently whilst pointing, “look at his cock”, Katie nodded her head and mouthed back “I know”.

Toby’s cock was almost fully erect and bulging down his left leg, almost to his knee.

Amy, who was sitting on his left, placed her hand on his knee and started tracing little circles on his leg just below where his big cock head was.

“Toby,” she said, “I’ve been telling Katie all about last night”!

“Have you” Toby smiled and looked at Katie.

Amy circled her fingers a little higher so that she was stroking across the head of his knob. It jerked a little a grew another inch, it looked now as if it was fully erect and bursting to get out.

“Only Katie said she didn’t believe me when I told her how big your cock was, she said she’d have to see it to believe it”.

Toby looked straight at Katie and said” well if you want to see it just ask”.

Katie smiled and reached over and started stroking the full length of Toby’s cock and said, “can I have a look at it please”?

Toby adjusted his posture and slid down into the sofa a little more and said “sure, have a good look”.

No sooner had he finished his words than when Amy was frantically undoing his zip and Katie was unfastening his belt and trousers. Within seconds they had him completely naked.

He sat there in between them with his massive 10” cock fully erect against his body reaching almost to his chest.

Katie stared at it mesmerized, “fuckin hell” she said, “ that is a fuckin BIG cock”.

Amy took hold of it with her left hand and started to wank it, she pulled the skin back over the huge flared dark purple head and immediately there was a strong overpowering smell of cock.

Katie had noticed it as well as Amy, they were both sniffing away filling their lungs with this potent powerful odor.

Amy offered the cock to Katie “ here Katie, have a go” she pointed it towards Katie’s face and the big-titted blonde accepted and grabbed hold with both hands. She started to wank Toby’s very long thick cock. Amy was very happy to sit there and watch.

After a while, Katie looked at Amy and said “does it taste nice”?

“gorgeous” replied Amy, “ why not try it”?

Katie craned her neck over and stopped just short of Toby’s cock, she breathed in deeply through her nostrils, his pheromones were already reacting with her brain, her clitoris was inflamed and her nipples were puckered and erect.

She stuck out her tongue and squeezed the big cock head between her fingers and thumb which opened the slit in the end and formed it into a round hole, she poked her tongue into it, she could just taste remnants of spunk and cunt fat, she then licked all around the cock head.

Toby put his hands behind his head and with a smug grin said “aaahhhh, a slut who knows how to clean cock”.

Katie who held his cock with her fist just below the bulbous head lifted her head and said ”er do you mind, I’m not a slut” she then continued licking the head whilst wanking his cock.

Toby looked at Amy and grinned at the irony.

Amy felt a little jealous at hearing this, she had spent hours on his cock and hadn’t received a word of approval, Katie had literally only just started minutes ago on his cock and she was already receiving acclaim. Amy knew she must learn from Katie, she had to develop and improve her cock cleaning and fucking techniques.

While Katie was lapping away at Toby’s cock, Amy realized what a true friend Katie was and that it was Katie who had tried for years to get her onto black cock, only now did she know what a fool she had been and she could only imagine how many massive black cocks she had missed out on. But that was all in the past now, my wife’s aim was to catch up as much as she could and get as much big black cock in her as possible.

She bowed her head and started to lick and clean Toby’s massive bollocks, she was impressed at how quickly they had filled up again, they were again fully bloated and hard.

My wife started to work her way around his balls and up to his long thick black shaft, Katie was working her way down it. Eventually, they met in the middle, their tongues clashed and they inevitably exchanged saliva with each other.

Toby reached over and squeezed Katie’s big tits, “I want both of you sluts to take your clothes off” he commanded them.

Seconds later they were both naked and had resumed their positions and duties.

Toby asked both girls to sit upright and take it in turns rubbing his very large cock head against their nipples, both girls duly did this and it had their nipples fully puckered and sticking out erect like cocktail sausages.

Toby instructed my wife Amy to lick and suck Katie’s nipples, she did this without hesitation, he was in control now and all she was going to do was learn.

I was in my study (next to the summer room) trying to conduct a business meeting with two German clients, we could all hear muffled groaning and sucking noises coming from next door. I apologized to my two clients and excused the noises have my wife and her friend having a personal trainer and that next door was our gymnasium and that they would be conducting a rigorous workout, I of course knew different.

After a while one of my clients a German known as Hans Schneider asked if he could use the bathroom, I gave him instructions on where to find it and he left his colleague and myself discussing our business deal.

Hans had left the study sneaked in the other direction towards the summer room, he very slowly and quietly opened the door enough to peer through, the sight that greeted him almost knocked him onto his backside. There in full view was two blonde goddesses knelt either side a big black man with an enormous cock which they were rubbing their nipples with, Hans developed a very rapid erection and decided this was far more entertaining than a stuffy business meeting, he leaned against the door jam and made himself as comfortable as possible, he placed his hand down the front of his trousers so he could massage his own cock and concentrated all his attention on my wife's work out’.

Toby instructed Amy and Katie to kiss each other, they obeyed and leaned over and kissed passionately their tongues entwined inches above his cock, they both had one hand each on his cock slowly wanking it and one bullock each gently needing it.

After a few minutes, Toby said “I think it's time for Katie to mount my cock now, but the first tradition dictates that the hostess, (he looked at Amy) must prepare the cunt for fucking”!

Amy was a little taken aback by this development, she loved cock but had never really had any other sexual tendencies towards other females, but she was erotically fully charged and she was here to learn and Toby and Katie obviously knew best.

“What do I have to do”? she asked.

“You must clean and lubricate Katie’s cunt hole with your mouth and make sure it is ready for the entry of my cock”! Toby instructed.

“Ohh okay” Amy replied

She walked on her knees around to Katie, who was already laid on her back with her legs wide open.

Amy nuzzled her moist cunt area which was cleanly shaven, she could smell and feel the heat of Katie’s cunt. Katie reached down and stretched her cunt open with her delicate feminine well-manicured fingers and through gritted teeth she said “lick my cunt slut”!!

Amy winked an ironic wink at Toby and said “I’m no slut” and then stuck out her tongue and attacked Katie’s cunt hole she licked around her clitoris and nibbled it between her teeth and then plunged the full length of her tongue into Katie’s cunt hole.

She spent 15minutes there licking and sucking Katie’s cunt, Toby just laid at the side watching whilst wanking his long cock off.

“Okay that’s enough now I think that cunt’s ready for fuckin” ordered Toby.

He lay back down on the sofa and Katie straddled across his giant cock, Amy held it upright and stationary whilst Katie positioned her cunt lips around the head of Toby’s black cock, before she lowered herself down she looked around at my wife and said “I think it needs a little more lubrication”

My wife licked and spat at Katie’s cunt as it was perched just over Toby’s cock

She then lowered herself down his massive hard thick black shaft, Amy licking and sucking all the way down.

Katie proceeded to ride Toby’s cock, she instructed my wife to continue licking and to make sure the cock was well lubricated with her spit.

“Oooohhhhh fuckin hell it's sooooo fuckin big” she kept repeating whilst she was siding up and down on it.

Toby was very impressed at the relative ease the full length of his cock entered Katie’s cunt, she slid down right to his bollocks, the large head of his cock easily entered her womb and he could feel her ovaries with the end of his cock, it was obvious Katie was no stranger to very large black cocks.

Periodically she would disengage her cunt from the black cock and twist her torso round to instruct Amy on how to clean her cunt fat off Toby’s cock..

After a good while at this the two girls exchanged places and Katie did the cunt preparation work and aided the entry of Toby’s black cock into my wife’s very hot wet cunt, it slid in easily…”ooohhhh, fucking hell, that’s fuckkiiinng gorgeous”

Amy rode his cock like a demon,

They swapped places many times and Toby fucked them both thoroughly in many positions.

Katie showed Amy how to enjoy cunt fat from deep inside her cunt, Amy was a very willing pupil and she was happy and enjoying herself more than she could ever remember.

The German peeping tom was also enjoying the spectacle, he had dropped his trousers and was wanking himself off!! He couldn’t last any longer, he shot his load all over the summer room door.

Hans returned to our meeting looking pretty flushed, I asked if he was okay, he replied he was fine…

He then said something in German to his colleague “Schlampen saugen Schwarze Hahn” or something and his friend made his apologies and quickly disappeared to the toilet.

Back in the summer room, Toby was getting ready to cum, his bollocks were throbbing.

“Now Amy, I’m going to shoot my spunk deep into your cunt hole and I want you, Katie, to catch any spillage in your mouth, remember girls this stuff is very precious, and your not to waste a single drop”!

“Oh you’re in for a treat Amy,” Katie said, “you’ll love the feel of hot fresh spunk spraying your ovaries”

Amy was already bent over in the doggy position with Toby fully inserted in her and banging her pelvis back against his “but I haven’t taken any precautions, I don’t want to get pregnant”!

“That’s okay” replied Katie, “I’ve got some ‘morning-after pills’ just let Toby spray into your cunt and enjoy it”!

Toby started to thrust wildly into my wife’s cunt hole, she couldn’t help but scream, we could hear this very clearly in my study.

“I’m fuckin cumming now” Toby yelled!!

His cock erupted into my wife’s cunt, she could feel the hot spunk jetting against her ovaries, it was just as Katie described, incredible.

Katie was licking away at Amy’s cunt which brought her into a fantastic orgasm, her body started shaking like she was having an epileptic fit –

“oooohhhhhhhhwarrrrr fuckkkkkiiinnnn hhhheeellllll” she screamed!!

Katie held her position open-mouthed and caught a largemouth full of hot fresh spunk mixed with delicious pungent cunt fat, she drank half of it and retained half in her mouth for her good friend to share.

Toby stayed on with my wife and Katie for another 4 days, he fucked them relentlessly two or three times every day. Amy learned many new techniques in fucking, sucking, cock cleaning, and cunt preparation.

I watched most of the stuff going off in the daytime but wasn’t permitted to share the bedroom with them at night.

After a few days, there was signs of tensions growing between the two girls, on one occasion I heard them arguing in the bedroom, when I intervened I learned that the dispute was over the amount of spunk Katie was swallowing, according to Amy she was being a “greedy bitch” and Amy wasn’t getting her fair share!!!!

I later discussed this with Toby and he admitted he had underestimated the insatiable appetite of these two women and he wasn’t sure how long he could keep it ‘up’. He may need to call on reinforcements!

On the fifth day, Amy came downstairs and found a note left on the kitchen table from Toby, it simply read – Had to go, family problems will be in touch soon, Thanks… Toby!

Amy was very sad when she read this, but thanks to Katie was soon perked up when she told her she would introduce her to some of Katie’s black friends……

The German businessmen seemed delighted with our meeting and duly signed a 12month contract, but insisted on all future business meetings to be held at our house!!!


My Wife’s Black Fantasy

The following is one of my wife's favorite and most delicious fantasies! Much of this would be a setup as I would have planned most of it out and have gotten these guys together beforehand! We would be visiting Atlanta to see her sister and while we were there. I would have seen to it that her fantasy came true!


She would be naked bound and blindfolded and taken by me to this all-black bar/tavern in one of the depressed areas of Atlanta Georgia wearing only a coat and 4" Heels! Once in the bar her coat would be removed a dog collar is placed around her neck and a leash would be attached to it! It would then given to the biggest meanest black man in the place so that he or his other black brothers could do whatever they wanted to her and I mean whatever! (No permanent marks) would be the only no, no!


She is the only white woman in the place, is naked and helpless has no clothes, no money, and no cell phone nor does she have any idea where she is at! The only rule for them is that she must remain naked and bound other than that, he or his friends even several lesbian bitches can do whatever perverted thing they want to her!


I go on to tell him her name! So that she can hear every word of the conversation, and that is several of her fantasy's about wanting to have her pussy sucked and her ass whipped and that she wants to be gang banged by as many well endowed black men as possible, lots of them, and to make sure these fantasy's of hers all come true! I also tell him to make a recording and take pictures of everything especially as each big cock stretches that white pussy of hers! I want to see a close-up of her face when those 12" black cocks and the pubic hair of his, and hers meet!


Then I tell him to give me a call when he/they are done with her giving him my cell number and the hotel I am staying at! It does not matter whether it is later that evening the next morning or after several days with him and his friends as I want to make sure she is well used and that her fantasy is fulfilled! He, this big black man, goes on to say, he might not give her back, and that maybe he just might keep her naked and on the end of a leash as a white slut slave! This comment scares the crap out of her, and is intended to do so!


I then give her a kiss and a loving pat on her bare bottom telling her to have fun! She then says, in a panic that she has changed her mind and starts to beg and plead for me not to leave her there naked and helpless with them!


I go on to tell her sorry dear this is what you wanted and now you have no choice but to go through with it! Besides telling her that I could not stop whatever it is, these black brothers are going to do to you even if they wanted! ..As I am leaving I hear this big black dude say "you are a horny white nympho bitch and we are going to treat you just like a bitch dog in heat! As he forces her down on her knees!


The last picture I have of her, as I leave the bar is her bare shapely bottom wiggling back and forth as she crawls along like a dog on all fours with him half dragging her over to the first man who has his enormous black cock out for her to suck! Another black man with his hard cock has already stuck it to her and is starting to ride her from the rear!


She now has been used and hard fucked by at least a dozen men with 10" cocks and this Lesbian bitch has them at her request, hold her over a bar stool face down and taken one of the black brothers leather belts, and has started to whip her bare white ass! Cum lots of it is dripping out of her as the whipping has turned her white bottom a dull red! She has been screaming as the sadistic beating goes on but has not begged them to stop!


Just as she can take no more this lesbian has them turn her over and place her burning bare bottom on the barstool and hold her helplessly with her pubic mound up open and vulnerable! Then she takes the belt and with the most sadistic smirk on her face starts to whip my wife's pussy! It is an incredible sight as her labia lips and big clit become more swollen and visible with each crack of the belt! My wife has fantasized about having her pussy whipped and has even asked me to do this before. But I stopped before she asked, as I thought I might hurt her! This time there will be no stopping and she will get the full treatment as she is, a closet masochist when it comes to having her pussy abused!


My wife is still withering from this painful pussy whipping this lesbian bitch then buries her face in my wife's well-whipped juicy cunt and aggressively gorges herself on her labia and swollen clitoris! The results are an incredible convulsing orgasm as my wife even though she is being held down is helpless to do anything and can only lay there on her back and whimper as a black cock is shoved down her throat and quickly ejaculates an incredible amount of cum down her throat!


Later that night at around 10 pm this is what happen to my wife and what they did to her in Atlanta. She is naked and in the back of a car and on her way to God knows where she was then made to set on the floor or to show her big white tits whenever they ran across another black brother on the street as they let him squeeze her tits or give her a quick fuck on one of the side streets!...


They have taken her to an old run-down motel where another sadistic black pervert is waiting his name was Mr. Young ...Her white ass that is now red was hanging out bare making her ass cheeks easy to whip some more!.. They have removed her simple leather dog collar, and..... have replaced it with a steel one along with similar wrist shackles that leave her manacled, chained, and totally helpless! Both are locked with big brass locks and this sadist is the only one that has the key! He has threatened to toss it out into the street as they drive along! This has terrified my wife!


The owner of this hotel in the rough part of Atlanta caters to pimps, hookers, and married couples that want their wives used by black men....willingly come! .Thank god it was after dark as she is nude and chained like some sort of slave, but there are still a lot of black people who see her! They call her a slut and a black cock whore, trying to humiliate her and say that she is white trash and that needs a real man to fuck this queen of spades white wife.....Everything they needed was already in the room along with several other sadists and they were just drooling over this naked and shackled helpless and willing white wife Of mine!


Once in the room she has been placed up close to the big window in front, her hands still shacked together were raised and chained over her head and then pulled up tight to where her toes even wearing heels were just barely touching the floor! Then they opened the curtains on the big front window. It was getting to be about 2 am when three more black men all pimps came to make a deal with this sadist. He told them they could use this white married slut as a whore and could sell her to anyone they wanted! In the meantime they took turns hard fucking her holes one in front and the other in back


When one would shoot his cum in her they would grab her hair and pull her head back!. ..then they would pull on her nipples and squeeze her big breasts! Then they just left her hanging there naked and chained with the door of the motel room unlocked and the lights on so that anyone could whip her bare ass and fuck her for the next several hours. Later that morning the hotel owner sent several young black men, boys that were gang members, this was in order to keep things cool with them and was to please them so they would not trash his motel or screw with his customers!


These young toughs got to plow my wife's white ass and pussy numerous times till the black master came back...for her, he then unchained her and forced her down on her knees and made her first suck their hard black young cocks clean, and then he made her really deep throat him as he had been saving his gigantic cum load just for her! He laughed and loved humiliated her, and had her naked chained, and on her knees!


He kept telling her first to say that she was a black cock whore, a queen of spades as loud as she could, and then made her howl like a dog! This was done in front of all of them. Then with the steel collar on she was to shower and then get on the bed. Then the collar was chained to the bed! She could then go to sleep in the bed unless someone else came along and wanted to use her! Then he called me to come and get her!


They had taken all kinds of pictures and videos as they hard fucked her! This treatment of her was the most humiliating degrading and abusive than she had ever experienced! She was black and blue and her throat was sore and her ass hole and pussy were gaping open holes that would take a week to return to somewhere close to normal! But it has only left her wanting more as she orgasmed both painfully, and pleasurably more times than she could ever remember! All one needs to accomplish this fantasy is a reasonably willing woman that loves black cock? 








A New World

I met her during the summer. I was only nineteen and working to save some money for college. I had been raised by my grandparents who had both passed away over the past year. After the burial costs I was far from wealthy. My parents weren't around so I was on my own at a young age. I had moved a couple of towns over from where I had grown up and was living in a room above a tailor and sewing shop in the center of a quaint old town surrounded by mansions. I worked for a catering company on the weekends as a second job to help make ends meet. It was a Saturday night right in the middle of the rather busy social season in this upscale town. I was working at a catering company hauling racks of glasses from the catering truck to a massive bar set up behind a rather large mansion.

It was a summer party at one of the ridiculously wealthy estates. It was getting crowded when I first noticed her. There were about a hundred and fifty well dressed people on the expansive back lawn and while there were more than a few gorgeous young women dressed in tight fitting summer dresses this one woman stuck out. I figured that she was in her late forties, but it would be easy to miscalculate that number into a woman in her late thirties considering how attractive she was. She was wearing a dress that may have been inappropriate for a woman her age but looked fine on her. It was both backless and sleeveless. In fact all there was to the top was a sort of tight halter that covered a pair of large but very firm breasts and a sort of dress shirt collar that wrapped around her neck. The dress length was to about mid thigh which was just fine with her legs. I watched the dishwater blonde move about the party as I worked for the bartenders. It took an hour but I figured it out. The dress was just fine. It was the body that didn't match the woman's age. She was the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen.

There were a few times that she was close enough while ordering a lemon flavored tonic water or just standing by the bar and talking that I could see how smooth her skin was, the total lack of wrinkles on her face, the full lips, big dark eyes and then there were the legs. She was a tall woman and the legs seemed to take up most of her. They had a muscularity that told me she did more than just walk her dog for exercise.

I had been staring at her all night. There were plenty of other girls closer to my age that were drop dead gorgeous roaming about the party but there was something about this mature beauty that was driving me crazy.

At one point I ran into someone I knew. Jill was a tall light brown haired girl I had gone to high school with. She was a couple of years older than me and had been extremely popular and had dated a popular athlete. Suffice it to say that I wasn't really a part of her life until now. I noticed her walking up to me from across the lawn. I averted my eyes and pretended to work on putting the dirty glasses into racks so that she wouldn't think that I was staring at her. It wasn't easy. She was wearing a classic black dress and black high heel pumps and she looked better than she did in high school.

"Hey are you Dennis Heyquist from Millsdale?" She asked from the other side of the bar.

"Ugh yeah. Jill? Is that you?" I did my best to pretend I wasn't sure it was her. Still she was different. I was used to seeing Jill in jeans and little or no make up, a natural beauty. Standing there with her hair up wearing the tight fitting wrap around dress she was so much more mature and sexy.

"Yeah it's me! It's so nice to see you!" She shouted over the cries for vodkas on the rocks.

"Hey yeah it's sure nice to see you. How'd you land here amongst the rich and famous?" I smiled so that she knew that I was kidding her but I couldn't help wondering how she had ended up at this party.

"I work for Jodi Mapleton as her assistant. This is her party." Jill gave me one of her ten thousand watt smiles.

I was shocked to be getting such a warm greeting from Jill. We may have said hello three times in four years of high school. One of the bartenders gave me a look and was about to tell me to get back to work but when he saw the quality of the girl I was talking too he gave me a break.

"You're busy now. Maybe we can talk later." Jill concluded as the party and the drinking had hit a peak.

"That'll be real nice." I watched Jill walk away. She was 5'-8" with a lithe athletic body and long toned legs. Just by agreeing to talk to her after the party I was playing way above my pay grade.

I went back to work. I jogged out to the van for the last two racks of wine glasses. If we were lucky they along with the ones being washed in the house would be enough for the rest of the party. While I was making my way back to the bar I noticed the commotion happening right in front of my station. The gorgeous blonde had squared off in what looked like a verbal confrontation with a younger blonde haired woman I hadn't noticed before. The new guest was about Jill's height but with a much more athletic build, her arms and legs were sculpted with muscle but not overly so.

The young blonde was animated and angry to the point of being out of control. Meanwhile the woman I had begun such an infatuation with was smiling and fielding every verbal jab or accusation with the deft agility of a matador waving her cape at a charging bull. She was calm, confidant and obviously winning the argument which from what I could tell was about the younger blonde who was named Serena accusing the older darker haired blonde of stealing something from her. It was starting to gather attention from the other partygoers until two men stepped between them.

After all the excitement done high society style the five hour cocktail party went quickly. It always went that way at a catering job, keep your head down working and time flies. Before I knew it wealthy people were filing out and Mercedes, Land Rovers and Porsches were pulling away. The daylight was fading and the people were probably off to dinners at any of the high end restaurants located in this wealthy town.

I was cleaning up at the bar when she came right up to me. I looked up and nearly melted. The two bartenders were standing away from the bar so there was no one to save me from her, her devastating beauty and as I would find out her ability to persuade and ultimately dominate another person.

"I was wondering if I could get a chardonnay?" Her voice was deep and very crisp.

"Oh yes. Sure. We're technically not supposed to be serving anymore but that's okay." I answered nervously.

"Well I appreciate the favor. Actually I have become quite fond of the vineyard you are serving but I wanted to wait until you were pouring to order my first of the evening." The dishwater blonde's red lips parted exposing a perfect set of brilliantly white teeth.

"Really? How come?" I asked with a baffled expression. I couldn't figure why anyone would care who poured them a glass of wine.

I turned and reached for the bottle resting in the ice and a clean glass. I was nervous. The mature woman was still flawless up close and very intimidating. She was gorgeous. I could feel her looking at me with my back turned and the goose bumps began crawling up my back.

"I'm a sucker for a cute boy with bright blue eyes." She was smiling like some sort of predator when I returned with her glass of wine.

"Thanks." I replied.

"Nice smooth skin too, very pretty." She took the glass from me. The well built woman seemed to purposely wrap her fingers around mine. The sensation sent shivers right through me.

"Thanks again." I wanted to say something about being called pretty but this woman could have spit on me and I would have taken it.

"My name is Catherine Creeler. It's a pleasure to meet you." The tall blonde reached out her hand and when I took it she gripped mine hard.

"I'm Dennis Heyquist. It's very nice to meet you Ms. Creeler." I replied getting more comfortable in her presence.

"Well you can call me Catherine. I'd get very tired calling you Mr. Heyquist, so . . ." Catherine Creeler was smiling broadly at me with the same predatory look.

"That's fine with me." I chuckled nervously.

"Dennis I was wondering if this was your only job? Maybe you'd be interested in making some extra money?" She inquired.

"I'd be very interested in making extra money. I'm working so that maybe I can take some classes at the community college." I admitted.

"Well I have some yard work that needs to be done at my home. I was hoping to get someone over this week." Catherine told me.

"I can be over tomorrow at nine." I told her anxious to have a job and with such an interesting and sexy woman.

"That's excellent. I like a go getter." She exulted.

With that Catherine turned and walked back over to the small group of people that remained. I couldn't help admiring her legs. They were long and toned with muscle and the high heels she was wearing just made those muscles bulge in all the right places. In short her calves were magnificent and the way her upper thighs and ass pressed against her dress I knew they were just as beautiful.

Just when I thought I'd never be able to take my eyes off of Ms. Creeler Jill walked up to the now cleaned up bar area. Like Catherine Creeler she had no problem filling out the very revealing dress that she was wearing.

"Hey how's it going?" She asked with a smile.

"Tired." I replied wiping sweat from my forehead.

"Yeah it's gotta be tough work hauling those glasses around in this heat. I'm glad that I ran into you though." Jill smiled at me.

"So what are you doing here?" I finally got to satisfy my curiosity.

"Well like I said, I work for Ms. Mapleton so she likes to have me here at these parties to help greet the guests some of them are clients." Jill was sufficiently vague but I didn't care she looked beautiful and I was transfixed.

"This is definitely a nice place to work." I was impressed but not surprised that someone with Jill's personality and looks had ended up in this type of situation.

"Yeah. I live here now too." Jill's eyes gave me a quick once over.

"Not a bad deal." I added with a smile.

"It works for me." Jill laughed. "Hey we should go out for drinks sometime."

"Sure I'm up for that. How about Sunday? That is as long as you don't mind hanging with a struggling caterer." I joked trying to cover up the unbelievable luck of having snagged a date with Jill Wiggler.

Just then Ms. Mapleton came up to the bar. She was also a very sexy mature woman who looked to be in her early forties. She was wearing a red satin dress that highlighted a set of perfect tits. She had stylish dark auburn hair and blue eyes that seemed to blaze back at me. Like most women at this party she was quite fuckable.

"So Jill this is your friend." Ms. Mapleton gushed as she stepped up beside her assistant.

"Yes Jodi Mapleton this is Dennis Heyquist. We went to high school together." Jill's demeanor stiffened a bit when she introduced me to her boss.

"Hi Ms. Mapleton. It's nice to meet you." I shook the pretty woman's hand.

"Well first things first please call me Jodi. Secondly Jill was right. You're very sweet. Jill you'll have to ask your friend over for a swim this weekend." Jodi's eyes roamed over my body just as Jill's had and Catherine's before her. It was something I wasn't used too.

"How about it?" Jill asked me.

"It'll have to be Sunday." I replied barely able to contain myself.

"Sunday it is. Nice to meet you Denny." Jodi gave me a big smile and walked away.

"See ya Sunday sweetie." Jill leaned over the bar, gave me a kiss and the followed Jodi back towards the mansion.

As soon as I got home I jumped into bed and masturbated. I couldn't help it. All I could think of was fucking Jill and when I made a mental picture of her riding my fat cock I got as hard as I had ever been. I couldn't wait until Sunday. I figured I'd work for Catherine on Saturday make some cash so that I could take out Jill on Sunday after watching her bounce around all day in her bikini.

I rode my bike over to Catherine Creeler's home in a tee shirt, jeans and work boots. After all I was expecting to be in the bushes most of the day. The directions she had given me put her home about five miles from my apartment, actually just down the road from the Mapleton estate. When I turned the corner to her street I figured I was reminded how far I really was from this neighborhood, a million miles. The Creeler residence was in a row of estates located on a long private road. Each estate was on multiple acre plots of land, many with barns, stables and horses. I checked in with the security guard at the top of the road and then pedaled down to the number Catherine had given me. It was a large federal with pillars in the front of the home. The property was enormous with a large front yard that was so big that it was hard to see the home from the street behind a row of trees. In fact the house was so set back I felt as if I had ridden as far down the long driveway as I had the distance from my apartment.

I should have turned around right there. It just didn't make sense that a woman in this sort of position would need me to do yard work on this sort of estate. I wasn't sure what Catherine Creeler had in store for me but I was certain that just cutting the lawn took a team of men quite a while to get done. Despite a rising apprehension I couldn't resist the chance to get another look at Ms. Creeler. What if she was wearing another short dress or skirt? I rode up to the huge home and leaned my bike up against one of the pillars. I thought about trying to hide it a little better then figured what the hell for? I stepped up to the door and pushed the bell. I could hear the chimes ring loud and clear behind the door. I waited for a minute and almost rang the bell again but stopped. It had been loud enough to wake the dead so I knew that if someone was home they'd answer the door, besides I didn't want to seem anxious. There was no other way to put it, Catherine Creeler intimidated me.

Suddenly the large heavy door opened and standing there was a tall well built blonde haired woman. I thought it may have been Halloween. She was wearing a French maid outfit and a pair of black high heel pumps. I had never travelled in these circles but I was pretty sure that none of the normal multimillionaires in this neighborhood had a woman who looked like this, dressed this way answering their door.

"Hi I'm here to see Ms. Creeler?" I said in a shaky voice.

"Of course, you must be Dennis." The broad shouldered woman replied with a smile and a voice that seemed too feminine for a woman of her build. "Why don't you follow me?"

I watched her spin on the shiny shoes and walk through an enormous foyer. Her bare tan legs were wrapped with muscle yet long and sculpted like those of a female athlete. Her uniform was backless and I got a great view of the muscles rippling around her shoulder blades as she moved. It was obvious that she must have gone to the same gym as her boss. And when she turned and smiled as we walked through the living room to the back of the house. I could see that she was just as beautiful and as sexy as Catherine Creeler.

I followed the blonde Amazon to a room that overlooked a large stone patio that was part of a expansive pool area and then a massive back lawn that swept down to the ocean below. To one side was a barn and stable set off from the mansion. Standing by one of the huge windows that stretched from just above the floor to the ceiling that opened up the house to the beautiful scene was Catherine Creeler. She was looking out the window drinking a glass of orange juice. She was wearing a peach colored dress that clung to her tall body in all the right places and went down to just above her knees. The shiny black high heel pumps matched the thick black belt that wrapped around the dress at her waist and accentuated the long toned legs.

"Why hello Denny! I'm so glad that you were able to come." The dishwater blonde held out her hand and I shook it.

"Oh sure like I said, I'd love to get some steady work." I replied with hopes of doubling my catering company wage dancing in my head.

"You've met my assistant Corinna. Corinna we'll be downstairs." Catherine told her.

I smiled at Corinna and she smiled back at me as she took the juice glass from her boss. Then I followed the click of Catherine Creeler's heels as they made their way across the marble floor to a staircase off to the side of the huge room. I couldn't help but keep my eyes glued to her legs. I was trying to decide whether it was the lady of the house or her maid who had the nicer ass and legs when I looked up and saw Catherine pausing at the top of the stairs smiling at me. I had been busted checking out my new boss' legs. I was a bit horrified but when our own eyes met Catherine's smile simply widened and then she continued down the stairs to the basement. I thought about it and figured that the statuesque woman must have been used to the ogling by now.

"We have five main rooms on the lower level. One is a workout room here on the right with two servant rooms behind it, at this end the door leads out to our patio and pool area and here at the other end of the hall is a doorway to a lounge area, this other room here on the left you'll see soon enough." Catherine pointed to each room as we walked.

The gym was as big as a commercial facility. Meanwhile the mysterious room opposite the gym was locked up and cordoned off with a heavy door. The lounge room was at the end of the long hallway. Catherine opened the door and we stood at the entrance of the room which was dark even after she turned on the lights. There was a large bar with stools off to the side and a number of couches facing a large screen.

Catherine led me into the lounge. She walked up to the front of the room. I followed her up and looked over the large screen in front of us. I got a weird vision of Catherine and her guests settled in here watching a movie while Corinna served them popcorn.

"Why don't you come up here with me Denny? I want to watch you take off your clothes." The blonde said as she reached down and undid her belt.

"What?" I gasped. Sure I wanted to fuck the mature sex bomb but did she actually want to screw a skinny nobody like myself? I mean first Jill Wiggler making passes at me and now this? It was too good to be true. I had no idea how right that thought was.

"Come on now Denny, I've got a 60 acre estate here. You really didn't think I was going to hire you to rake the leaves did you?" She chuckled as she slid out of her dress exposing a black lace bra, panties and garter belt that attached to sheer stockings.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked in an incredible display of naivete.

"Well for starters I'd like to have you on your knees licking my pussy." She was so much taller than me in her stiletto heels that she had to lean down when she stepped up and kissed me. "Do you think you could do that for me?"

"Oh God yes!" I gushed as I fumbled out of my clothes and watched her take a seat on a front row couch spreading her long legs wide.

"Ah yes I see that I was correct at the party. You are quite well endowed and uncut too. What a lovely surprise." She pointed at my exposed semi erect penis.

"How did you know something like that?" I had a cock that was a little over eight inches long and pretty thick and I was curious how this horny slut would know this from only a chance meeting at a party.

"Let's say that after a number of years I've become quite the connoisseur of bulges and yours was quite exquisite last night." The dishwater blonde laughed heartily. "Now get on your knees and show momma what you can do with your tongue."

I followed her order to a tee. I scrambled down to my knees, placed my hands on her thighs and leaned in and gently began licking at the pouting lips of Catherine Creeler's genitals. I moved up and down on each lip. I felt her quiver above me so I did it again. I ran my hands along her thighs. I couldn't believe how hard with muscle they felt. She was in incredible shape. I kept licking and soon I was tasting the oozing lubricant. It quickly went from a drool to a pumping gush of warm, thick fluid and I felt the muscles in her legs flex as her pelvis began lifting off the couch.

"Oh my! I didn't expect this much talent from a young boy. Now just do what I say and we'll both have a wonderful time. Keep running your tongue up and down. Yes just like that!" Catherine breathed heavily and I felt her hand running through my hair. "Now twirl it around the hood. Aaaaagh!"

The gorgeous blonde cooed when I followed her instructions. Her thick excitement kept flowing and as I continued to lick and kiss her I drank it down. She had begun to clamp her legs around my head and squirm underneath me. I knew from her reactions that I was bringing Catherine close to where she wanted to be, an earth shattering orgasm. Still I didn't try anything on my own. First I was only twenty and I had no idea what I was doing and second there was just something about this woman that told me to obey. I followed every order that was gasped out to me from in between heavy breathing.

"Stick that tongue into me Denny! Slide it in and out and rub it against that big clitoris." She ordered with a high pitched sigh.

Once again I did what I was told and was rewarded with a splash of lubricant against my face. The few women I had been with had never cum this hard or emitted so much liquid. I felt her hands grab the back of my head and then her genitals bucked against my face. Then her smooth silk encased legs closed around my head and I heard the loud guttural cry. I thought that I might actually suffocate. Her legs were so powerful all I could do was fuck her pussy with my tongue while the blonde's arched body hung onto my head. It lasted a long minute and then Catherine's body relaxed and she collapsed back onto the couch.

"Oh sweetie climb up here on top of me." Catherine was smiling down at me with her arms open and her large breasts sticking out like perfect round orbs.

"Did I do it right?" I wimpered as I crawled up into her arms and was met by her open mouth. I couldn't tell you why but pleasuring this woman to her ultimate satisfaction was so important to me.

"Oh darling you don't get that much honey all over your face without making a woman shake with lust. Now I get to enjoy a nice sensuous fuck with that big dick of yours." Catherine told me as she kissed me.

She grabbed me by the shaft and it made me jump but I quickly settled back on top of her and let her sink my erection inside her. It was tight and wet and Catherine slowed me down when I tried to start fucking her.

"Just relax baby. Anyone can climb on top and fuck me like a gorilla. Slow and deep my dear, we've got all night so slow and deep." The tall blonde whispered into my ear her tongue licking at my lobe.

I followed her instructions. I melted into her body. She had a good hold of me. I was buried inside her up to the hilt. She had her arms around my back and her legs wrapped around the backs of my thighs forcing them to spread out wide. I moved slowly and made sure to grind myself deep into Catherine at the end of each deliberate push into her body. She was smiling and letting out high pitched sighs.

I was in the arms of a gorgeous mature woman my hard cock coated with her excitement. I soon found that she knew exactly how to bring a young man to the heights of ecstasy. I felt wonderful. It was at that moment that I felt a hand on the back of my shoulder and something slide between my buttocks. I was startled and tried to turn around but I was anchored to Catherine and the strength emanating from the hand on my shoulder told me that a powerful person was behind me.

"Relax Denny relax. This is going to feel so good just spread your legs wider. It's just the three of us here." Catherine cooed into my ear.

"What's going on?" I uttered in a confused panic. I tried to buck against Catherine's hold but she was too strong. It was at that point that I felt a pressure against my sphincter.

I turned and saw that it was Corinna lying on top of me. She was smiling down at me and when the Amazon saw me turn she leaned down and kissed me. I felt the probe press against me with greater force further splitting my sphincter muscle. I tried to squirm away but all it brought was more pain. I groaned as I felt Corinna press down harder on me. My cock softened as my sphincter stretched to the point that I thought that the muscular blonde was going to tear me apart. I struggled as best I could but I knew that I wasn't going to get away. The women were just too strong. Both of them had worked hard to force my legs apart with their own legs and now Corinna had her arms entwined with mine in a full nelson wrestling hold.

I was quickly running out of gas and the women were sensing the end of my fight. I tried one more desperate attempt to escape and then my body gave out. I collapsed down onto Catherine's body, my sphincter gave in and completely relaxed. I let out a groan as the tube that had been pressing against my muscle slid into my rectum. Catherine's legs loosened their grip on mine and she began kissing me again. She ran her hands up and down my now relaxed body.

I figured that it was a strap on dildo that the big blonde was fucking me with and I kept hearing what Catherine had said into my ear, that it was just the three of us on this couch. As Corinna pushed into me the phallus seemed to thicken stretching my sphincter beyond what I thought was humanly possible. I panicked at not knowing what was going to happen next but there was just nothing I could do.

"I'm balls deep." Corinna announced from above.

"Doesn't this feel wonderful my luv?" Catherine gloated into my ear.

"Oh God it hurts! My cock is limp!" I grunted back to her.

"Just stay relaxed and you'll be hard again soon enough. You're doing great. You've already made me cum so hard. Now it's your turn." Catherine told me.

"It's so fucking tight!" I cried for mercy.

"Tight's good." I felt Corinna's lips brush against my ear.

With that the big blonde began to move in and out of me. It was slow and easy at first but the pace soon quickened and I was listening to the slap of her hips against my ass. I had no idea what she had up my ass. I had never had anything like this done to me before but I was certain that this was bigger than a guy's penis.

With my arms still entwined in hers with the full nelson hold Corinna pulled me back and up into a standing position. Catherine allowed my cock to slip out of her well lubed hole. As she had told me, I had gotten rock hard again and my erection was sticking straight out in front of me. The mature blonde deftly scooted off of the couch and stood up next to me and began kissing my neck and ear.

"That's it Corinna. Take him through his paces." She said softly as she ran her fingers up and down my chest which was now dripping with sweat.

"What the fuck is happening? What is she doing to me?" I let out in a gurgling shout.

Catherine moved quickly. She had leaned down behind Corinna and reached between her legs to get to my balls. I felt her fingers gently massage my scrotum and then I heard a clicking noise as something cold enclosed around my scrotum above my testicles. Then just as quickly she was back at my side massaging my nipples and chest while her servant continued to push in and out of me.

"First let me say that all we want to do is take you on a new and different journey, a journey of pleasure, incredible pleasure. So I've asked my servant Corinna to fuck you in the ass with her big fat cock." Catherine informed me with a triumphant smile on her face.

"Jesus no! Let me go! I'm not into this!" I tried to wriggle free but Corinna had a good hold of my upper body.

I kept feeling her spreading me, filling me. I relaxed for a second and the big blonde loosened her grip. She relaxed her arms then I felt her fingers gently twisting my nipples and I groaned again. Then I surprised her by once again trying to break away. I would have made it except for the yank I felt on my testicles and subsequent pain that exploded between my legs. Everything had happened from behind. I had no idea what it was but I let out a yelp and collapsed back into Corinna's arms. The pain was so intense I was certain I was headed to the hospital. I sagged from Corinna's arms down to the floor and curled up. I felt hands pulling me up and I found myself sandwiched between the ladies again. Catherine was facing me. She put a hand up to my check and lifted my tear drenched face while Corinna rubbed my lower belly to try and ease my pain.

"Denny I'm sorry I had to do that but I had to demonstrate that well, you belong to me know." The tall blonde stroked my face and leaned down and looked into my eyes.

"Oh fuck!" Was all that would come out of me.

"Exactly. Well this chain is attached to a metal ring that I've locked around your testicles. In all my years of training boys like you no one's ever gotten away so I'm asking nicely that you go along with what we have planned for you." She looked at me as if she expected an answer.

"Okay." I grunted.

"Good boy." She messed my hair with her hand. "I think that it's time Denny gets to see our special room."

I felt Corinna push me from behind keeping her arms around my neck and waist. Catherine gently grabbed my penis. She ran her hand along the shaft until it was hard again.

"When you obey you are rewarded." She smiled and kissed me on the cheek. Then she pulled on my erection, urging me to move out of the lounge room and back into the hallway. I had trouble moving. My sphincter was still relaxed and it was an extremely different feeling.

"Don't worry about your backside. Your sphincter is a very strong muscle. It's going to recover just fine. Just walk with me sweetie." Catherine put her arms around me and kissed me on the lips.

We made it out of the room with Catherine continuing to hold me and whisper encouragement into my ear. I had the feeling that as long as I behaved this treatment would continue. The alternative was now attached to my balls and it certainly wasn't pleasant.

Corinna walked ahead of us and opened the door to what Catherine had previously described as the special room. The door was heavy and the muscular blonde had to push hard against it to get it open. As I walked by I got a good look at the phallus she had used on me. It was hanging semi erect between her legs glistening with lubricant. It was enormous and indeed very real. Despite a set of very well proportioned man made breasts, a beautiful face and body Corinna was very much a man. The shemale's penis was uncircumcised and the shaft ballooned out to an inhuman girth at the middle. I couldn't believe that she had been able to slide a member that big up my ass.

The room was dark except for a soft spotlight that shown down from the ceiling to the floor. Hanging down from the ceiling in the cone of light were two big overstuffed recliner chairs with manacles on the arms of each. Other than that the room seemed very stark with a painted cement floor that had what looked like rails running into the floor and what I estimated was about a twelve foot high ceiling. I was thinking of anything I might use to help get away. Unfortunately there was nothing and sensing that this was a critical juncture Catherine had pulled the chain to my balls taut to remind me who was in charge. She had also grabbed my cock again and was pulling me along.

"Hands over your head." Corinna ordered.

"Do I have to do this? Please let me go. I won't tell anyone." I pleaded.

"Just put your hands up and everything will be fine. I promise." Catherine reassured me.

Catherine slipped a hand around one of my wrists and lifted my arm. I didn't struggle. How could I? The cold steel closed around my arm and I heard the mechanism click shut. Corinna handled my other arm and just like that I was hanging like a piece of meat from a pair of bright chrome chains that ran through pulleys that hung from the ceiling. I twirled in the chains keeping Corinna in front of me. Catherine was powerful and she was also the brains. It was Corinna's hard penis up my ass that I feared more than anything that I felt Catherine could do to me.

"Come now Denny we have work to do and it doesn't involve you hanging on Corinna's erection, at least at this moment." Catherine admonished. "Turn back for me. That's a good boy."

I ignored Corinna as she playfully circled me. When the chains holding my wrists were straight Catherine steadied me by putting her hands on my hips. She leaned in and kissed me continuing her practice of rewarding me when I obeyed. All I could do was hang on until I could get control of the chain attached to my balls.

"Corinna here is going to clean you up. I hope you will be as compliant with her as you have been with me. My assistant is as good with this chain as I am. One false move and I assure you she will tear your nuts off. Take good care of our new girlfriend Corinna. I have to call Jodi and tell her that a ertain sissy won't be visiting her parlor tomorrow." After this statement Catherine was still able to smile, handed the chain to Corinna and then walked out of the room her shoes clicking hard on the floor.

Corinna smiled at me mischievously with the chain in her hand. "Don't worry. I'm actually nowhere near as sadistic as I look."

The muscular blonde dropped the chain and walked over to a cabinet over at a dark corner of the large room. She returned pushing a cart loaded with various things. She grabbed something from a jar and a glass of clear liquid. Then she walked up close to me, face to face. With a quick motion she put the hand up to my mouth and pushed a pill into my mouth and the glass followed immediately.

"Come on swallow that for me. Don't worry it isn't poison and it won't do any damage. Catherine is right, as long as you obey no one is going to mistreat you. Here see?" Corinna then took one of the pills herself while she held up my chin with her other hand. Then she took the glass and poured more water down my throat which washed the pill down.

"What the fuck was that!" I yelled as water drooled down my face and neck.

"Don't worry it's a natural ingredient. You'll be taking one every day." With that Corinna turned back to the cart.

She turned back and faced me holding a large plastic jar. She reached into it and pulled out a huge glob of cream in her hand. She let the cream coat her hand and fingers and then began to smear it onto my body.

"I've got to rub this on certain parts of your body. Again, this isn't something that will harm you. It's going to tingle a little on your skin but don't get dramatic." She told me as the first coat of cream covered my thigh.

"What does this do?" I asked still anxious about what was happening to me.

"I told you not to get dramatic." The Amazon giggled. "It removes hair, not that you have that much to speak of."

Corinna worked quickly and efficiently covering my legs and a small part of my chest with the cream. The she left and came back with a stool and grabbed a razor and shaving cream off of the cart. The next fifteen minutes involved Corinna shaving my pubic hair, the hair around my scrotum and between my sphincter and genitals, my armpits and then my face. She sat on the stool for my genitals holding my cock in her free hand while she shaved me. Shamefully I started getting hard. When she was done Corinna cleaned my face with a warm wet towel. I felt the warmth of her hand holding my erection.

"Well I guess it's not so bad playing with a shemale after all. You're very pretty." Corinna whispered, her lips on mine.

The blonde shemale then pulled a hose out from the side of the room and twisted it until a steady stream of water jetted out of it. She then pointed the water at me and hosed me down from top to bottom. Corinna took a couple of large beach sized towels and dried me off. She mussed my hair and smiled as she walked behind me for a moment. She came back with a small black leather loop that had some sort of clamp on it.

"This is a penis clamp. It keeps the blood in and the cum out. Simply put it keeps this nice sized dick of yours engorged and keeps you from ejaculating. You're a very pretty young boy and we don't want any accidents." The blonde had squatted down and put my penis in her mouth. She sucked me off for a minute getting me hard. I moaned as she gave me head and then slipped the device down my now rock hard erection and when she got it to my base flipped the lever which tightened the leather piece to beyond a comfortable snugness. The lever seemed to work like the device that kept the hub of a bicycle wheel attached to the bike itself.

Corinna walked over to the cart and came back to me with a comb and barber's shears. She began to take small lengths of my hair. Then she took an electric razor to my sideburns and the back of my head. Next up were my eyebrows which she plucked right out of my head. It hurt like hell and I began to struggle against the shemale.

"Stop doing this! I don't know what you are doing but you have to let me go!" I protested.

"Shhhh Shhhh" Corinna cooed softly into my ear. "I just wish that you'd accept this. You're not going anywhere so just calm down."

I hung there as Corinna cleaned up my facial hair and the hair on my head. She worked with a speed and efficiency of someone who had done this before. I protested loudly enough to get a gentle tug on the chain as she finished up with my eyebrows. She kept close to me talking directly into my ear with a smile on her face. I couldn't understand how someone could so enjoy holding someone captive and taking advantage of them but the muscular blonde seemed to be totally in her element with a naked subject hanging from chains right next to her. I felt the gorgeous blonde's lips on my neck and ear and could hear her giggling when suddenly there was a wetness. I closed my eyes as her tongue began to explore my ear. I didn't understand it but she had made me incredibly horny. Then I felt her lips on mine. I didn't resist. I let her kiss me and even licked at her tongue when she slipped it into my mouth. Just in time I watched Catherine walk back into the room. My eyes practically popped out of my head as she moved with the same effortless sexiness. She had changed. She was wearing what I would later learn was a basque that was sheer and black, straps hung from the garment and attached to equally sheer black stockings holding them up and she had on the same shiny black pumps. Her shaved pussy hung out complete with pouting lips and a good sized clitoris. I was her prisoner and I should have been doing everything possible to break free but instead I couldn't hide how in awe I was of the magnificent woman.

"He's smooth now. We'll do the laser tomorrow ans make it permanent." Corinna reported dutifully with a mischievous grin on her face.

"Excellent. So we've come to a point where you find out a little about us. I'm sure that you have questions." Catherine announced in the most exciting outfit I had ever seen a woman wear.

"Yeah you could say that! What the fuck is going on here?" It was a guttural response but at least I had gotten right to the point.

"Mmmm yes indeed what the fuck. You have to say that we've done our job well when the one hanging from the chains can only say that." Catherine smiled and ran her fingernails up and down my torso.

"Dennis you remember at the party when I called you pretty? I'm a very good judge of people both physically and mentally and underneath what many would consider a normal boy is an extremely feminine body, face and attitude." Catherine told me with her fingers now underneath my chin.

"Look! I'm not queer! So what if I'm skinny you saw me carrying those racks of glasses do you think a woman could do that?" I shot back.

"You're far from skinny Denny. Your body is gorgeous. You've got hips to die for and these legs are well I'm going to show you how incredible they are in short order. As for being a homosexual, you most certainly don't have to like men to look good in a dress, although we'll be teaching you things that will make you very adept at pleasing men." Catherine was now gently stroking my cock which was sticking straight upwards.

"I'm not gay and I want to get out of here!" I uttered as the pleasure from Catherine's touch seeped into my voice.

"Denny at the party when I saw you staring at my legs I knew you loved women and the when you sank this beautiful uncircumcised cock inside me you backed that up. Yet I also watched your body move as Corinna fucked you and the way you reacted when she was kissing you just a minute ago." Catherine said.

I couldn't respond without betraying the fact that I had started to react to Corinna's cock up my ass and then just a minute ago kissed her passionately when I thought no one was looking. Man or woman the well hung blonde was devastatingly sexy. Instead I watched as Catherine reached up with first one and then another silver colored clamp. She attached each one to my nipples. They didn't hurt until the tall dominatrix gently turned tiny dials on each clamp then the sensation became extremely uncomfortable. I let out a grimace as the two turned their attention to my erection. Without saying a word they opened a case on the cart inside were long thin bright silver lances. They each pulled a couple out of the case and without hesitation they began inserting them into my cock. My reaction was immediate and not unexpected. I screamed bloody murder. I tried to wriggle out of the chains but that was laughable at this point.

"Denny. Denny. Denny. Would you please calm down." Catherine was standing back with Corinna watching me react to my predicament. "If you would just settle down long enough to feel that these quills don't cause that much pain. We've simply put them where they affect certain pressure points on your genitals. They keep your cock up and taking nourishment if you will, hard as a rock. Sort of an acupuncture for the penis. If you acquiesce the pain will be at a minimum, if not, well then . . ."

I stopped struggling when Corinna took a step towards the chain attached to my balls but I looked up at the two dominants with tears in my eyes. Catherine walked back up to me and inserted some more quills at the base of my cock and at different spots at the underside of the head and where it met the shaft. When it was all done there were at least a dozen shiny quills sticky out of my erection and just as the dominatrix had told me there was no pain just a strange sensation that made me stay hard.

Corinna approached me next with a tray of makeup. She started applying different items from the tray to my face and chest. Then she got very close to me when she began to put on the eye shadow and eye liner with a hand holding my face still while working the pencil against the outline of my eye with the other.

"You know you have such big beautiful blue eyes. This make up is bringing out that bright color so well, absolutely gorgeous." The well built shemale spoke softly, her lips only an inch or so from my face.

"You know she's right. Those eyes are dazzling." Catherine stated as she applied make up to first my cheekbones and then on my chest.

I didn't struggle as the women worked on me, their smooth bodies rubbing up against mine. I was going insane. All I could think of as these women held me against my will and made me up as a woman was how I would give anything to stroke my cock. It was as hard as I had ever felt it. For whatever reason I was extremely turned on even though my balls had been trussed up like chestnuts over an open fire. Catherine was touching me with her hands, breasts and legs keeping me excited yet Corinna scared me. She had the same toned smooth body as Catherine and her thigh felt just as good sliding up and down mine but her slick greased covered penis was hanging down between her legs and swinging back and forth as she worked and I was horrified of the the thick member had just been sliding in and out of my ass.

After she was done with my face Corinna reached up and undid my wrists. The two moved in with instruments to manicure my hands and feet and scissors to put the final touches on my hair. They worked silently while I just stood there and took it. With the chain wrapped around my scrotum hanging taut from the ceiling there was nothing I could do. So over the next twenty minutes or so the nails on my fingers and toes were painted a bright red and my hair was further shaped by a rather fussy Catherine. As she finished her maid dipped her hand into a jar and pulled out a gob of gel. Corinna rubbed the goop all over her fingers and hands and then ran them through my hair. I had to admit that the scalp massage felt real good and then the ensuing comb that Catherine dragged through my hair sent a tingle up and down my spine.

"You realize that I have never started out one of my maids without a wig. You know why we're doing so with you?" Catherine smiled at me.

"I don't know." I responded with a lust filled groan.

"You're face looks so good in makeup there's no reason to hide it with big hair. You are going to turn out to be absolutely gorgeous." The statuesque blonde gave my nose a playful tweak.

Corinna stepped up with the finishing touches, applying fake eyelashes with some glue to my lids. They felt heavy on my eyelids at first and the drying glue felt unusual. I fluttered my lids and actually did my best to shake the fake lids right off my face which brought a few chuckles from my captors. Catherine walked to the dungeon door and picked up some clothing off of a chair. She came back with some lingerie and a pair of high heel pumps.

"Let's get that sweet body of yours into some proper lingerie. Corinna please show our girlfriend how to put on the garter belt and stockings." Catherine handed the sheer silk to her assistant.

Corinna went behind me. I felt her hands on my hips first. She instructed me on how the garter belt could be clipped in front and then pulled around my waist so the clips were in the back and the belt properly adjusted. Next we worked on the stockings. Corinna had me pick up one of my feet and she showed me how to roll up the stocking and then slide it up legs. Then I tried it myself with the other leg. The shoes came next. They were black high heel pumps that fit my legs perfectly. Obviously Catherine had been planning for my arrival by eyeballing the various sizes that would best fit me and transform me.

"There now don't we look sexy." Corinna commented as she fit the bra around my chest. It pushed in my chest and actually accentuated a cleavage on me. I learned later that it was a bra tailor made for crossdressers who wanted to make it look as if they had breasts under a dress.

"Let me get the dress. I think you'll like it sweetie if you saw your girlfriend Jill wearing it you'd lose your eyeballs staring at her." Catherine smiled at me as she walked over to the chair by the door again.

"I can't believe that you're doing this to me." I replied as I stood there waiting for what was going to happen next.

"This is a slinky little cocktail dress. It may seem a bit tartish but we're just trying to accentuate some form here. I want to show you how your hips, legs, ass and all the rest looks as a sissy." Catherine ignored my comment and brought out a sequined dress that looked like something you wore as a woman if you were dead set on getting laid.

Corinna got things started by plucking the quills out of my erection. She gave my hard penis a few loving strokes and put the silver spears on the cart. Catherine pulled the dress over my head and down my body. I put my arms through the sleeves and allowed the gorgeous blonde to pull the dress down my legs. It went down to about mid thigh and it clung to my body like a glove. At first the feeling was strange and somewhat uncomfortable. I wore my clothing loose and this was so different.

"Well how does it feel? I have to say that this is the finest first day I've ever had sissifying a white boy and I've done more than a few. You look gorgeous for your first time dressed." Catherine commented as she circled me with her discerning eye. Meanwhile Corinna had walked out of view in the darkened room and returned with a large full sized mirror. She placed it in back of me.

"Okay then let's see how you look hot legs. Turn around." The well built shemale ordered.

I turned and looked in the mirror. I was amazed. I could see my face, barely. The make up had brought out my cheekbones, lips and my eyes. I tried to take a more masculine stance with my hands on my hips but it didn't work. There was no hiding the silk encased legs and the way the tight dress formed around my body. They were right. I looked good made up as a woman. They had greased my hair with gel and then styled it so that, although short, the hair looked very feminine. My body also looked good in the tight fitting dress.

"There are so many great things with this transformation but just look at your legs. These heels are 4" and will push your buttocks out perfectly and high heels make legs like yours bulge in all the right places. I have to admit that if we took you to a bar a man might know that he was being seduced by another man but you look so good he may just let you wrap those gorgeous legs around him just the same. In a month he won't have an idea that you are packing 8 inches in your panties." Catherine came up to me from behind and put her arms around my shoulders as we both looked into the mirror. She kissed me on the neck and reached around under the dress and gave my trussed up cock a couple of incredibly pleasurable strokes.

"I still want to be let go." I replied.

"Well I wish you hadn't turned out to be so damn sexy in this dress then because I'm going to keep your sweet ass as a maid. By the way this job isn't without its benefits. You'll earn $60,000 a year and full benefits and I'll pay for the rest of your college education. How does that sound?" Catherine kept nipping at my ear with her lips.

"I'm still not interested and at some point I'll get away." I kept up my protest but I hesitated. I couldn't believe the money that she was offering me.

"Well then let's move onto the next step." Catherine's body moved away from me and was replaced by Corinna's.

"Just relax bubble butt. You're already stretched so this won't be so bad." Her movement was as quick as a cat's flexing her thighs and then pushing her hips forward into me Corinna sank almost her whole erection into my ass. She was right. It didn't hurt half as much as the first time she had sodomized me but I let out a bellow just the same.

The muscular blonde had a good hold of me and Catherine had gently pulled the chain to my balls taut so I just stood there and took the length of the meaty tube. I could feel her hot breath on my neck. Her hips had nestled up against my buttocks and I knew that she was all the way inside me. I was groaning as she held me and Catherine squatted down in front of me. She took a hold of my cock just as Corinna began to move. The rocking motion of our bodies moved my erection back and forth and Catherine let it slide in and out of her mouth.

"Oh you fresh ones are always so nice and tight!" Corinna growled her pace picking up as I felt her body bouncing against my ass cheeks and the familiar sound of our bodies slapping together.

I felt violated but at the same time Catherine's mouth was a heavenly sensation. I groaned as Corinna worked me from behind with her huge penis. I could feel the deliberate motion sliding against my now completely relaxed sphincter muscle. The shemale had a nice rhythm going now and the assault on my ass no longer hurt. The feeling of her body rubbing up against me and her fingers reaching around gently tweaking my nipples was exciting me as much as Catherine's mouth. I began to move my hips in time with Corinna's.

The two of them were playing my body like a musical instrument and I was responding with melodic moans and sighs. I felt like I was going to explode but when I looked down at the gorgeous woman sucking my cock I saw the strap pulled tight around my shaft and the top of my scrotum. I was trussed up and wasn't going to be allowed to cum. Catherine gave my erect penis a long lick letting her tongue travel the full length of the hard member and then she stood. She smiled at me and gave me a long kiss allowing her tongue to rub up against mine.

"Be a good team mate sweetie, bend over and grab your ankles so Corinna can really put the wood to you. It's a wonderful feeling I promise." Catherine cooed as she pulled down on my shoulders.

I didn't fight it. I bent down and grabbed my silk encased ankles. This movement spurred Corinna to put more power in her thrusts. She was grunting while she fucked me now going at me with as much force as she could muster. I panicked a little feeling the strength of the muscular blonde shemale as her huge erection pumped in and out of me at a horrific pace. The well endowed blonde's hands had a hold of my hips as she fucked me and I could hear her grunts competing with my sighs. Suddenly her utterances became guttural and her sweat drenched body draped over my back. Corinna wrapped her arms around me as her cock jerked about inside my rectum spewing hot cum everywhere. I kept my legs spread and took it from the well built shemale until she was done with me. Her lunges turned into gentle pushes into my buttocks as she was planting kisses on my back and neck.

"You did so well for your first time. You're going to make a wonderful sissy." She whispered into my ear as she released her grip on me and allowed her softening penis to slip out of me.

"You must be one sweet fuck my dear. You got Corinna to pop as quickly as I have ever seen." Catherine commented running a hand along my back and buttocks. She gave her shemale assistant a sideways glance to confirm this fact and the well endowed blonde nodded her head.

"She's as good as it gets, just as you predicted." Corinna let out through deep breaths.

"Now I have a video for you to watch and then we have a busy day tomorrow. If you would lie back in this recliner, I assure you that it's very comfortable. This flat screen TV up above will show a little program that our group has put together that will tell you everything you need to know about The Society." Catherine stated as Corinna led me to the chair.

I sat in the chair and the blonde put my wrists in padded handcuffs secured to each arm of the chair. Then she slid the leather sheath off of my erect cock and my scrotum. I wanted to jerk off until I noticed Catherine approach me with an odd looking device. It was a long tube that was attached to an electrical cord and a small control panel. She slid the tube down the length of my penis and then flipped a switch on the panel box. Almost immediately I felt the sheer nylon material clamp down on my erection and I groaned.

"Interesting how this device works, the material wrapped so exquisitely around that gorgeous cock of yours is the same material that the most expensive stockings are made out of. It would be wonderful to just let go into it as I'm sure that it feels so good. Yet the problem is that the silk is part of a device that squeezes down on your penis making it impossible to cum. During the night it will release its grip over and over so that fresh blood will be able to envigorate your vessels and from what I've heard the feeling is incredible. Unfortunately the vice grip like clamp returns before your testicles can spew any of that precious seed of yours. By morning you should be in quite a state." With that the gorgeous blonde made her way out of the room followed by Corinna.

The lights went out for a moment and I was in complete darkness until the tv above my head flashed on. I lay back in the chair and I was comfortably able to watch. The title "The Society: An introduction for sissies" came on the screen and then none other than Jodi Mapleton appeared on the screen. She was wearing a short, tight fitting but elegant dress that clung to her body.

"Good evening. My name is Jodi Mapleton and I'm a Madam and member of an organization that has been a part of this area for many years. It's called The Society. This Society was created when a few women decided to take control of their lives and more importantly, their husbands. If you're watching this you've either been asked or shall we say influenced to be a member. Whichever it is you will find that membership is never guaranteed". Jodi smiled and then continued as I thought about how the word influenced related to my current situation. "Today the society consists of several layers of members and I'm here to describe these layers to you and better familiarize you with this great and secret organization."

Jodi moved to a desk and leaning up against it pulled her well proportioned ass up and sat on it further exposing her gorgeous legs. "At the top of the pecking order are the Madams. Some of you may think of a Madam in terms of a Mistress or Dominatrix and while this is an important part of a Madam's responsibilities there is so much more involved in running what we call a family. Included in The Society family is what I will call the three S's. There are Studs, Sluts and Sissies and before you laugh these are very appropriate terms." The auburn haired woman chuckled moving her gloss coated lips sensuously, her eyes sparkling. If my hands weren't handcuffed and my cock trussed I would have started masturbating right then and there.

"Studs are men of either African or Latin lineage whose purpose is to serve their Madams sexually. Sluts or Concubines as they are affectionately called are usually young women in waiting to become Madams. These women serve both Madams and Studs. Finally there are the Sissies. These pretty pussies of The Society's world are young submissive white boys in their early twenties who are usually plucked from the world and transformed into the slaves that serve all the other layers of The Society. They act as maids and sexual slaves and they do it dressed as women, and let me emphasize, they are almost exclusively white boys." Jodi shifted her body again. This time sliding off of the desk and moving like a sleek cat along the piece of furniture.

"Now all you sweet looking white boys out there I don't want you to be depressed about being at the bottom of the food chain in The Society. After all we don't eat our young. We take care of those that contribute to The Society. So as long as you behave and fuck like the hot looking whores that we have transformed you into then you will be well paid, well protected and certainly live extremely well. In my years as a Concubine and now a Madam in The Society I have never seen a Sissy desire to leave our family once they have been introduced to our lifestyle so my suggestion to you is to, well, acquiesce." Jodi smiled seductively into the camera, her full red lips stretching wide.

"Now you will be shown your first tutorial video titled "Becoming the Elegant Cocksucker". So just lay back and relax before bedtime and learn some moves because you know deep down inside you want to do it." Jodi kept up her seductive gaze as the screen briefly went blue and then suddenly another video started.

The blonde woman was leaning against the same desk that Jodi had been in the prior video. She looked a couple of inches shorter than the brunette but every bit as beautiful and sexy and maybe a couple of years younger. Her hair was short and she had deep brown eyes and some freckles spread about her high cheek boned face. Her chest wasn't as healthy as Jodi's or Catherine's but her ass looked spectacular in the tight leather skirt she was wearing. She spoke with a lilting English accent.

"Hello my name is Valerie. I'm a Madam in The Society. Like all Madam's I've made my way from a Concubine to where I am today in many ways by learning how to pleasure both men, women, and in many instances different partners at the same time. Now if you're a young lady or a pretty boy watching this presentation you should know that there are certain skills you must master the first of which is sucking a man's penis." The blonde lifted herself off of the desk and moved to one side of the room where there was a long table with a naked black man laying on it. The Madam ran her hand along the black man's muscular leg as she walked up behind the table. As the camera closed in it was obvious that the African had extremely healthy genitals.

"Now no doubt you're getting a good look at this man's penis size and you're thinking 'How am I going to handle a man this well endowed?' absolutely not humanly possibly right? Well wrong actually. I'm going to show you how to take a man's penis from flaccid to erection to spurting love geyser by simply using a hand, your mouth and all the tools that come with it. Whether you are a woman or a cute white boy all dolled up and wearing high heels and a tight fitting dress I think that you'll find that there's nothing like the feeling you have when you take control of a large black penis. This feeling of power you have over such a muscular black stud almost always begins when your lips touch the man's penis and you use your expertise in the beautiful art of fellatio. Let's get started." The gorgeous woman's smile was wide as she took the ebony phallus in her hand and gently stroked it.

I was treated to Madam Valerie giving a tutorial of how to suck black dick as she gave her male subject the most incredible blow job that had him moaning for mercy during most of the video. The short haired blonde would stop and give tips such as to how to tease or how to finish a man off quickly causing the black man who was lying as still as he possibly could under such duress to let out a low groan every time her lips left his enormous erection to talk. It was a lesson given by an extraordinary expert. She knew every pressure point on or near a man's genitals to drive him insane and she pointed out how to apply a touch to each one. At the end Valerie had the muscular black man practically crying in a sexual frustration that she completely controlled. She finally gave her black stud relief with a series of inhuman looking deep throated gulps of the huge erection. He arched his back and gave up a huge batch of cum which Valerie let gush out of his twitching penis with spurt after spurt as she watched, a satisfied look on her face as she jerked the base of the phallus.

After Valerie bid me adieu the video switched to a series of quick snippets that showed men dressed as women, their penises waving around like trophies surrounded by lingerie. Many of the transvestites passed as women plain and simple. They were beautiful and sexy. I would have given anything to have been able to reach my throbbing cock and jerked off. There were words and phrases that popped up between the short clips. "Sissy", Submit To Your Desires", You're A Gorgeous Cocksucker", and "On Your Knees Bitch", were captions that came up over and over as I drifted off to sleep with an erection that you could use to beat a drum.

I'm not sure how long I had been asleep before the dream started. I was still in the large overstuffed recliner when the same black man who Madam Valerie had worked over on the video appeared out of the darkness. He was just as naked as he had been in the video his huge penis hanging down between his thighs. He didn't hesitate for a second. He leaped up onto the chair so that his legs were straddling my face. He slowly lowered his semi erect penis to my mouth. At first I turned away not wanting the penis near me yet the ebony skinned man was persistent letting the phallus drag across my face and lips. Suddenly he pushed downward and put pressure on my mouth. I didn't know why, maybe it was the pill that I had been given but I was extraordinarily horny and when the hardening cock pushed against my lips I opened my mouth and let it slid in.

For a brief moment it felt as if I had put a skin covered sponge into my mouth. Then the tube of meat hardened and I was sucking on an enormous erection. The sponge had turned to steel and filled my mouth. I was in another world one where letting another man sodomize me was alright and in fact excited me. My own penis was fully erect an obvious reaction to the taut skin sliding back and forth against my lips. Any inhibitions were gone in this dream and I was doing something that I thought I would ever be capable of.

I began following Madam Valerie's instructions from the video. I started to suck on the meaty black penis and using my tongue on the underside of the head all while the muscular black man rocked his hips up and down pumping his manhood in and out of my mouth. He was expertly sliding his cock not pushing so hard that I gagged and keeping the large head from popping out of my mouth. I was heating up even as I was questioning why I wouldn't be fighting this guy off. I was bobbing my head up and down gulping at the huge black cock and thrusting my hips fucking thin air with my trussed erection.

We were both moaning now at the heart of our excitement. My dream partner was sweating profusely as the gentle exploration of my mouth had turned into powerful thrusts with his body ending up in a full arch at the apex of his pile driving push into me. The hardness was ramming its way down my throat and I could feel his balls bouncing on my chin. We were a team working to pleasure the black man's penis. Suddenly he held his thrust and I tasted the warm saltiness. It filled my mouth and even as I drank down the thick nectar it spilled out and down my face. The taste was warm, salty and not horrible. I gulped it down quickly. Just as I finished drinking his semen the black man leaned down and kissed me full on the lips for awhile before climbing off of me. His tongue wiggled around in my mouth, my inhibitions still nonexistent I returned the passion kissing him right back. Then he was gone just as quickly as he had appeared.

I awoke the next morning with an aching erection. The dream had been so real I still wasn't sure if it had been a product of my slumbering mind or something that had really happened. I was lying back on the lounger when the dungeon door opened and Catherine walked in wearing a tee shirt and lycra tights.

"Good morning Carey. I hope you don't mind your new name. We have a lot lined up for you today." Catherine stated as she walked towards me with carrying a tray which she placed on the cart that they had used last night.

"Are you going to let me go?" I asked sternly.

"Oh absolutely not! Especially after your grand performance last night! We've definitely decided to keep you. Now you should know that I'm actually a registered nurse just so you don't freak out at the next step in our process." Catherine said as she took a seat next to me.

"What are you going to do?" I asked in a panic.

"Each family within The Society has a stone that differentiates them from the others. Our stone is the sapphire. Every member must wear this stone on their body. Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way. It's up to you." Catherine stood there waiting for my answer.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well you can lay back and let me apply these piercings or I can bring in Corinna who will sit on your face with her cock down your throat until I'm done. Either way you're going to be wearing Creeler sapphires. Of course you may have developed a taste for cock so if that's the case..."

Catherine had trapped me as easy as one two three. In my mind it was obvious that she knew about my dream last night. I had gone crazy sucking on that black man's stiff cock. I had a choice, let her work on me or create a ruckus and let Catherine know that I was looking to get the feeling of a real cock in my mouth. The statuesque blonde rubbed alcohol on my ears and with an expert's speed and efficiency pierced my ears with two sapphire studs. Next the painful sensation of having a stud put into my tongue and a sapphire into my nose. It hurt like hell but I didn't let on and Catherine complimented me on my tolerance for pain as she inserted silver studs into each of my nipples and then with a delicate touch screwed the finishing pieces to the nipple piercings into place with glue, sapphires on each end of the studs. She finished with a navel piercing that was a short silver chain with a series of sapphire stones attached to the chain that now hung from my navel. As painful as it was Catherine had moved so quickly she had me pierced with the same jewelry that adorned Corinna's body in no time. While she worked on me I squirmed like a worm underneath her not trying to get away but simply trying to deal with the stinging pain. Still throughout my penis not only remained erect it was throbbing with excitement. As it turned out I was actually enjoying Catherine's control, her cool demeanor as she delivered the pain. I lay there with a burning pain emanating from every new hole in my body as Catherine wiped me down with sanitary wipes.

"There, now you were such a brave sissy during this that I'm going to grant you at least one evening in my bedroom. You see not everything here is ball and chain my luv. Now do you have any questions?" Catherine continued to caress my body as she talked.

"Well first, what does one evening in your bedroom mean?" I asked naively.

"Oh that. Well those little free nights in my boudoir coupons, that's just a scheduled time for us to fuck like wild rabbits." Catherine replied running a finger along my erection.

"I thought you were going to whore me out to men." I came back.

"Oh contraire my leggy transvestite. Sexually speaking The Society is an equal opportunity carnal delight. Yes you'll find yourself laying down with men but just as often if not more for some of the most exquisite women on this planet, and if you think that I'm exaggerating just stick around." Catherine informed me.

"How did this whole thing get started?" I relented.

"Oh the ancient history of The Society isn't that important beyond the fact that this grand scheme was hatched by some women that had become fed up with their husband's domineering, philandering ways. As it is today we have a number of Madams that run families and one Madam is selected by the others to run The Society as The Superior Madam for a term of a few years. We are elected by our peers and as luck would have it yours truly is the current Superior." Catherine told me her hand now sliding up and down the full length of my penis.

"Congratulations." I said with the slightest trace of sarcasm.

"You see that's why I like you Carey. I mean besides those incredibly shapely legs that is. You have a rather nice sense of humor. Now why don't you move those long shapely legs of yours to get over to Corinna's room and get a hot shower and a lesson in makeup." Catherine undid the handcuffs and helped me out of the seat.

"Good morning Hot Legs. Why don't you get into the shower and then we can get you dolled up for the day." Corinna said in cheerful tone that belied the fact that she had raped my ass the day before.

I had been allowed to walk unescorted from the dungeon to Corinna's bedroom. At this point they knew I wasn't going to try and escape. The room was huge with an enormous bed and a closet full of women's clothing. It was clear that this shemale didn't spend a second dressed as a man. While the size of the room was impressive it was the décor that really amazed me. There were four pictures hanging on the walls. Three were prints of Corinna, one with her standing over another pretty shemale who was sucking her cock, the next of Madam Jodi in stockings and heels on her hands and knees with a look of complete ecstasy on her face while Corinna fucked her from behind while the last showed Corinna in complete bondage gear on top of a rather effeminate young man fucking him in the missionary position. All three prints depicted the amazon shemale as the ultimate dominate which made the fourth picture look a little out of place. There was Madam Catherine lying underneath an extremely muscular black man wearing only a pair of high heels. She was holding him close with her eyes closed and her mouth forming a perfect O as she took what looked to be a very big penis between her legs that were wrapped around the black man's round protruding buttocks. It was extremely sensual.

"You've got some interesting artwork in here. Why the picture of Catherine taking the black pipe?" I asked as I looked up at the extraordinary depictions on the wall.

"It's a reminder of sorts. Besides I like jerking off to it at night when I'm not fortunate enough to have a flexible sissy like you bent over my mattress." She told me with a grin.

Before I jumped into the shower Corinna opened the door opposite her bedroom's entrance to the huge room. The bedroom on the other side of the door was just as big and opulent as Corinna's. She told me that once I was broken that this would be my room. I was still doubting the validity of Corinna's reasoning for having her Madam hanging from her wall taking cock from another man. The bathroom was huge and opulent with a large Jacuzzi in it and a shower large enough to hold a half a dozen people with multiple jet streams of water. I turned the faucet and stood under the water which came in from several different directions. The feeling was exquisite. Suddenly I felt a hand on my back. I jerked around and saw Corinna standing there naked, her long flaccid penis hanging down like a fire hose.

"Easy does it gorgeous! If I wanted that sweet ass of yours I would have drilled you right on my bed. Give me that soap and I'll get your back and shoulders." Corinna smiled at me and gave me a playful push.

I handed back a bar of soap and felt Corinna's hands press against my back. They traveled up to my shoulders and massaged the soap onto my skin. In a minute I was covered with bubbles and suds and Corinna's hands were feeling real good on my body. I let out a groan without even thinking that maybe I didn't want Corinna to know that I liked her touch. It was a little late for that after kissing her so passionately and not protesting her fucking me in the ass.

"This feels real nice doesn't it?" The blonde shemale said softly.

"I don't know." Was all I could say although I really wanted to her to keep going.

"Aw come on now. Everyone likes to be touched, especially like this. After you're broken in we're going to have some real fun in here. You know a young stud like you should be looking forward to all the sex that's going to come your way." She had moved her hands down to my buttocks and they had begun to explore the crack of my ass.

"Except I'm not going to be a stud, I'm going to be a sissy and I'm going to be having sex with men." I replied.

"Oh you're going to have sex with all sorts of men, women, sissies, any combination of the above. You know it's not as bad as you're making it out to be. All you have to do is relax and concentrate on enjoying yourself and the tasks you are given." Corinna explained as she moved her hands up to my chest.

"I'm going to be someone's bitch. It's going to be like being in prison. It's easy for you I bet they found you in some drag bar in the city. There's nothing wrong with that it's just that you were ready for this lifestyle." I came back as I tried to endure the pulsing in my erection which continued to be quite painful.

"You have no idea how wrong you are. Every sissy in The Society came in like you, young and curious. Myself included. Our seductions were a much longer process. If possible we would have spent as much time and care with you. You'll find out why so quick in short order. I'm sorry that we've been so aggressive but let me assure you that I was just as heterosexual as you before I discovered the joys of being submissive to the right males." Corrina was driving me crazy with her gentle touch.

"So you liked women at one time?" I was curious now.

"I still do. You have to if you want to be in The Society. You see you're going to have plenty of chances to fuck women like Catherine, Madam Jodi and her girlfriend Jill, the one you went to high school with. They'll all spread their legs for you." Corinna explained as she took a long slow stroke of my penis.

"I don't believe you. Why would they want to fuck a sissy?" I replied.

"The duty of a Madam in The Society is to seduce worthy pretty boys, dominate them and transform them. It's sport. And when it's done we are taken in as members. In my case I was seduced by Catherine whose specialty is turning pretty white boys like you and I into feminine maids." Corinna said.

"So she let you fuck her and then hung you from a hook and made you into what you are now?" I asked.

"Well as I said, my seduction was a much longer and more intricate process part of which included me becoming Catherine's husband. Now let's go. We'll be late for your first lessons." With the bomb dropped Corinna turned and left the shower, reaching for a towel as she went. I stood there rinsing in the falling water dumbfounded.

We walked back to the dungeon where Catherine was waiting with another woman. They were wearing stylish dresses, Corinna her familiar maid outfit while I was naked except for what Corinna described as a cock sock and high heel pumps. It was a sheer tube of silky nylon that fit over my penis like a condom with ties at the base to hold it to my body and ties at the end of the tube both sets of ties wrapped around my body and tied at the front to keep my penis up against my belly. When I became erect which at this point was pretty much all the time the material stretched to a point that made my erection look like a sausage with a shiny dark casing. I was embarrassed and self conscious as I walked up to the two women with Corinna holding my leash.

"Carey I'd like you to meet Madam Valerie. I believe that in a way you met her last night on one of your videos." Catherine was smiling broadly proud not only of my appearance fully made up as a woman but also with my demeanor. I was becoming accustomed to my position as a slave and it showed.

"Hello Carey I hope that you liked my cocksucking tutorial last night. I'll be helping Madam Catherine with your feminization." The woman, whose blonde hair was a bit shorter than on the video was absolutely drop dead gorgeous. I was beginning to think that Corinna was being straight with me about the quality of female member in The Society.

"Carey we were hoping that you would show us what you learned from Valerie's video. Why don't you squat down and get Corinna hard for us." Catherine's request was more of an order.

Corinna stepped up to me and lifted her skirt and pulled out her prodigious endowment. The two Madam's smiled patiently as I did a quick assessment. Like every other situation Catherine had put me in there was the chain attached to my testicles to think about. I had no doubt that Corinna wanted my mouth on her cock and would give a stern yank to make it happen. Secondly there was the simple fact that I was getting even harder at the thought of sucking the big dick. I dropped down and gently took Corinna in my hand. I followed Valerie's instructions giving the head a long tongue filled kiss. I licked at the underside and then took the prong into my mouth. Corinna let out a slight groan as she slid down my throat. It felt as good as the black man's dick in my dream so I began to go to work on the thick phallus in earnest. I slowly engulfed her size and then after getting used to her I began sucking off the blonde shemale. My head bobbed back and forth and I soon had Corinna moaning loudly and grabbing at the back of my head. Then just as quickly as it had started I felt a tug on my hair and the cock was pulled out of my mouth.

"Now now there'll be plenty of other chances for you two to get better acquainted. We just wanted to see if our subject had done her homework. Valerie I think that we have a success." Catherine smiled over at her colleague obviously pleased with my progress while Valerie returned the smile.

"Carey that was a wonderful display of cocksucking, you went for all the right pressure points." The shorter blonde's lilting English accent was soft and sexy.

"Thank you Madam." I showed proper compliance to the two women standing over me.

"Why don't we get to work on making you a woman? Corinna you can return to your chores." Catherine offered as we watched the well built blonde walk out of the dungeon.

And with that I spent the rest of the day doing things that I had been doing my whole life only now I was going to do them as a woman would. I was learning how to walk like a woman did, both in bare feet and in heels, how to move my arms more effeminately and just about anything else that a woman would do differently than a man. The women were deprogramming me changing everything I did and they were able to get it done by teasing me and touching me coaxing me like a dog with a bone as a reward for my hard work. They knew that with every step I became more and more like a woman. I discovered very quickly that both Catherine and Valerie were very adept at getting young men to do what they asked of them and I was no exception. By the time the morning session was done I was smitten with the both of them. I would do anything they asked.

I was amazed at all the detail in a woman's wardrobe. As a young man I put on underwear, a pair of pants, shoes and a shirt and I was good to go. In the afternoon the women had me try on just about everything a woman could wear and showed me how to walk and act in them. Cocktail dresses, business dresses, latex bondage gear and formal gowns all covered various types of lingerie that I learned how to put on and wear like a lady. And, oh yes, sucking cock and just about anything else phallic. The two dominant women made sure that I had something in my mouth all the time. They took turns between each lesson making me suck cock, their cocks, the rubber ones belted around their waists and sticking straight out. They had me do it on my knees, bending over them as they lay on their backs, in a 69 position as they sucked on my trussed penis driving me closer to madness with no relief in sight.

"Just ignore the taste of the rubber Carey. The goal here is to get accustomed to sliding something thick and hard down your throat. That's it just relax and let it ease down. There isn't a man that will be able to resist you once you master the art of fellatio." Valerie had a satisfied smile on her face as she looked down at me on my knees sucking hard on the strap on dildo attached to her shapely body.

At one point I was alone with Valerie. She was continuing nonstop with my lessons in feminization. As she taught me how to walk and move my body I couldn't take my eyes off of her. Her body was flawless and just looking at her was making my cock ache. Although it had only been just over a day since ejaculating I was used to jerking off at least three times a day add to that the fact that two of the most beautiful women I had ever laid my eyes on had been touching me and I was in real pain and needed it to end.

"Madam Valerie I need to cum. Is there any way that you would let me masturbate?" I pleased with the gorgeous blonde.

"Oh my goodness Carey of course you may relieve yourself. All that you have to do is submit completely to your Madam." Valerie's slight English accent was only making me hotter.

"How do I do that?" I asked. I was now willing to do just about anything to blow a load.

"Well you and I can go upstairs and you promise to obey Catherine and her fellow members of The Society and you promise to commit to becoming a Sissy." Madam Valerie informed me.

I couldn't do it. I shook my head and followed my instructor's orders into the next lesson. As for Valerie she simply smiled and continued her instructions. She was the picture of patience as was Catherine who returned later in the day to assist her fellow Madam. They must have known that I was close. They poured on the teasing touches and caresses all over my body. At one point Valerie even briefly sucked my cock. I thought that I was going to hyperventilate myself into a heart attack she was just so good at the art of cock sucking.

As with last night I was secured to the comfortable lounge chair and made to view an even stranger instructional video than the previous night. As I lay back exhausted from the day's work, my feet in particular throbbing from hours in high heels a beautiful blonde appeared wearing only sheer black stockings and high heel pumps. She had the body of a fit woman with legs that looked spectacular in the hosiery. I noticed just a hint of masculinity in her face which actually went quite well with the penis hanging between her legs. It was getting hard to believe anything that I was seeing at this point. How could someone so sexy have a cock?

"Hello my name is Suzanne and I'm a Sissy in The Society and in this video we're going to teach you how to accomplish the ultimate act as a Sissy, having anal sex with your man." The blonde shemale had a fairly thick accent that I couldn't quite place.

"I'd like to introduce my partner, Roy. Roy, how are you?" Suzanne smiled at a very athletic looking black man who walked onto the stage sporting a sizeable semi erect penis. The blonde Sissy grabbed the large black prong and gently stroked it.

"First things first you have to excite your male. You can do some cock sucking or get a little original like this." Suzanne lifted a leg and began rubbing the black man's penis along her knee and thigh. The result was as expected. The black man began moaning and his cock hardened to the stiffness of a metal pipe.

"Now you need to lube your man so that he can slide in and out of you. Some bottoms are happy taking some spit and spreading it on their man but I'm a little too tight for that so I use a little lube like this vasoline." The blonde took a small jar of petroleum jelly and with a finger took some out and smoothed it along the shaft and over the large head of the erect penis. I noticed that the blonde shemale's own cock had become hard.

"Now you've got your man just where you want him so it's time to present yourself to him." The sinewy blonde bent over in front of the well endowed black man and grabbed her ankles allowing him to line his erection with her sphincter.

"Now is the time to relax, especially for you beginners. This is going to hurt a little but don't worry your rectum can take it and once he's in... mmm heaven." The gorgeous shemale described what was happening letting out a gentle sigh as the black man slid inside her.

I was then treated to an incredible display of sex between two men. Sure the blonde had been completely feminized but there was no mistaking the 6 inch erection bouncing wildly in front of her as the black man thrust himself in and out of her. Suzanne's face showed a painful expression for a few moments and then a smile came across her face and it was obvious that she was really enjoying what the black man was doing to her.

I watched the two of them undulating against each other and although there were two cocks and no pussies in the picture I once again became excited just as I had the night before. The sight was incredible. Suzanne had a body that would have made just about every woman jealous and she knew how to use it to pleasure her man. Roy took the shemale like any capable man would a woman. He fucked her so hard that he drove her down to her hands and knees and then rolled her over and fucked the blonde missionary style kissing her and making her moan and sigh. In the end he lifted Suzanne up off the floor and took her from behind while they both stood. The shapely blonde moved her body and thrust her own cock into the air while the black man used her ass. Suddenly she let out a loud groan and without touching herself milky white cum spurt out of her penis like a fountain. Ultimately the muscular black man quickened his already violent thrusts and came deep inside the blonde shemale's rectum. I watched the two sweaty heaving bodies amazed that the gorgeous shemale could be so excited having a black cock sliding in and out of her that she would orgasm simply fucking air.

The video turned off and I found myself even more excited than the night before. I found it almost impossible to fall asleep and I tossed around in the chair as much as someone handcuffed to the arms of the chair could. I so badly wanted to jerk off which was quickly taking the place of escaping as my most desperate desire. In fact getting away wasn't so important. I had a mad crush on Valerie and I certainly no longer minded the feel of Corinna's body. I was thinking about my situation as I finally drifted off.

I was in a slumber when the same black man who had explored my tonsils with his penis the night before appeared in front of me again. I couldn't believe that I was having another dream with this same stud and it excited me. He was stroking his large cock into a raging hard on and smiling at me. The penis was shiny with some sort of lubricant. The naked stud spent no time leaping into action. He grabbed my silk encased calves and lifted them into the air and then got into position to mount me. I didn't resist. I just lay back and let it happen. I felt the pressure on my sphincter and I relaxed letting the thick member ease into me. The black man was gentle and the pain wasn't that bad. I spread my legs wide and he was very quickly balls deep inside me.

He climbed up on top of me and leaned down and kissed me. I returned his passion and thrust up into him with my pelvis. My black lover took the hint and grabbed my legs and began to fuck me. The sensation of being fucked like a woman was so real, so incredible I had given up thinking I was in a dream. I was moaning and grabbing at the black stud's churning buttocks. My dream lover was pounding into me with each thrust. I had never felt like this before. I so badly wanted to cum into the air as the blonde shemale had done on the video I had just watched but the electronic nylon tube was secure around my erection. Still I was mimicking Suzanne trying to pleasure the stud even if I was going to be denied I wanted his hot cum up my ass.

The stud's pace quickened and our bodies began slapping against each other. I was dressed in all the right garments silk stockings, a garter belt and a brassiere to look like a white woman craving and now enjoying a huge black dick and I felt like it as my legs kicked in the air. My African lover grunted loudly into my ear and began taking erratic lunges deep into my body. He was cumming, spewing his seed into my rectum. I took it with a smile on my face. Just as quickly as he had appeared the muscular black stud kissed me deeply and disappeared. I fell into a deeper slumber dreaming of the gorgeous black man and my future as a sissy in The Society.

"My goodness is that as painful as it looks?" Corinna put a finger on my throbbing member as we showered.

"You have no idea!" I answered nearly doubled over.

"Oh I've got a very good idea. I've been living here for a while remember?" Corinna tried to soothe me by soaping up my back.

"Which brings me to how you got here and became her husband? Catherine is probably 15 years older than you." I asked with my eyes closed.

"Twenty actually but you've seen her naked and sank your cock into her so what difference does that make?" Corinna smiled and kissed my neck.

"You have a very good point. So are you going to tell me how she got you?" I persisted.

"Sure. Are you going to show your gratitude by showing me your new found oral skills at a time of my choosing?" I could feel Corinna smile behind me.

"Sort of a sex IOU? Okay." I assumed I'd have the blonde amazon's dick in my mouth anyway so why not.

"Of course. Now let me see. Oh yes we met at a wedding. I was from the Midwest and had been invited by my girlfriend at the time. So here I was this fresh baked boy from Wisconsin and this gorgeous mature woman came up to me, introduced herself and then asked me to dance right in front of my girlfriend. After a couple of dances she had me. I would do anything she asked. I was just like you, good looking, horny and I thought heterosexual. I was in Catherine's bed as her plaything." Corinna began.

"So you had a pretty girlfriend and you still went with Catherine?" I asked.

"Well before you try and get me on a guilt trip my former girlfriend, Ginger is happily ensconced as Madam Helga's lesbian concubine. She was turned easier than I was." Corinna massaged my shoulders.

"No guilt trip intended. I know how this works." I turned and faced Corinna as she turned off the water.

"Well she got me good. Over the next couple of months I fell head over heels for Catherine. Why wouldn't I? A gorgeous sexy woman with a fabulous estate and all the money in the world, I have to say that you didn't have to ask me twice. Yet it was Catherine that was making the decisions. She told me we were in love and should get married. I couldn't fight her so we got married and I thought I was as happy as I could ever be. Sure Catherine was older but you tell me if that made any difference in bed. The three months I was fucking Catherine as her only lover were bliss and then I found her with Lateef." Corinna handed me a towel as we walked out of the huge shower area.

"Lateef?" I wasn't sure who he was.

"Catherine's scenarios are planned with particular attention to detail. She had seduced me, entrapped me and now she was going to make me her cuckold. Lateef was a very well built older black gentleman. He was handsome and very smooth. I found them on the couch in the living room talking with each other. Catherine could have plunged the knife in quickly. I could have found them in bed with her legs around his waist and his dick deep inside her. Instead she took her time. She introduced me to her college friend who had come to visit. Lateef was a very dark skinned African and as I had said a perfect gentleman. He shook my hand and then returned it to my new wife's arm. They were way too friendly to be just friends. That night in bed Catherine told me she was hot for some oral sex, ordering me down between her legs. She was so wet. I knew then that she was slimy with his come. I ate her pussy just the same.

Like I said she went slowly telling me that she liked her men smooth so I waxed my body and then had all my hair lasered off permanently. Then there was the experimentation with women's lingerie. Why not have some fun in bed Catherine suggested in a tone that was very much an order. So I would dress for her and during one of our sessions she put make up on me. I thought that it was all sexual excitement between two consenting adults. I had no idea that I was simply a pawn being moved about the board by a very skilled player. And while Catherine was positioning me Lateef would visit and when I was with Catherine later I was on my knees between her legs licking his seed right out of her well used hole. I was in complete denial and too young to even understand what was happening. One day I came home and found Catherine and Lateef kissing on the couch. I was mad and excited at the same time but Catherine told me I was acting silly that she and Lateef were just doing some harmless petting.

It all came to a head one night when Catherine and I were lying in bed. She asked if I thought Lateef was handsome and if I was attracted to him. She told me that she had watched me checking him out from time to time. I told her I thought she was crazy and that I thought that she had been fucking him. I have to say that it was the one time I actually stood up to her but it didn't last for long. Catherine told me that indeed she had been screwing the handsome black man. When I asked her why she looked into my eyes and said simply because he was a much better lover than I was. Then she told me that sex between men was natural and that it was clear that I was the submissive to Lateef's dominant top. She informed me that the sight of me on my knees sucking on that big black cock would be an extraordinary turn on. She started making comments in front of Lateef about how I thought he was a very attractive black man. Before I knew it I was warming up his penis with my mouth for my wife's pussy. At first I did it to please Catherine because that was so important to me and by the time Lateef had seduced me, making me his woman I was doing it because I loved the feel of a man inside me.

While Lateef and Catherine became lovers right in front of me my wife had a suggestion. Since I looked so good in drag why didn't I dress full time and take my own male lover? I had a big dick but Catherine said that it wasn't much use to her now that she had a real man to fuck her. And I actually did just that. I dated several men and entertained them right down here on this bed. Ultimately Catherine told me about The Society and how it worked. She told me that white men were subjugated by women who lived a lifestyle dedicated to all forms of dominance. She instructed me that two of the most significant of these dominant forms was the art of cuckolding and feminization which I had just experienced by her hand. She had me. I was hopelessly in love with Catherine but when I saw her kissing Lateef, when I tasted the thick liquid in her pussy and knew that it was Lateef's sperm and then finally when she suggested that I suck her lover's cock as a form of surrender to his superior sexual prowess there was an indescribable excitement that coursed through me and I still feel it today. There was something else and Catherine had known it from the beginning. I found that I very much enjoyed sucking cock and the feel of a man inside me. I am bisexual and she's some sort of a savant when it comes to picking out a man with this sort of desire, no matter how deep it's buried inside him. That's why she so deftly picked you out of seemingly nowhere at that cocktail party. Although I will say that it wasn't just Catherine. Every Madam at that party wanted the joy of training your ass. Your landlord Patty is a madam and an old hand at wrangling sissies like us. Jodi Mapleton as well. So like me you were chosen. I have no doubt that the excitement I felt when I saw Catherine lying underneath that black man and when I felt my first black stud penetrate me you'll experience as well." Corinna ended her story and I had a million questions. The last comment about my landlady, a rather mature woman who none the less had great legs really threw me for a loop.

"I'm not certain I could choose between women like Catherine or Valerie. It's going to hurt when I see either of them with another man." I admitted.

"Maybe but let me give you a heads up, your friend Jill? Our Society is chock full of sexually charged young sluts just like her and they love playing with feminized Sissies that have learned their place. You're a submissive boi plain and simple and for a sissy like you there's no better place to be than right here. Now do me a favor and get on your knees and give it up today. That cock of yours is taking on a permanent purple color from lack of relief and I'm about ready to explode at the thought of being able to fuck you anytime I want." The blonde shemale kissed me on my lips and sent me on my way in my uniform, a pair of high heels and a sheer blue nylon cock sock.

As I moved through the workout room I noticed that again no one was holding my ball leash. I could run for my life if I wanted. Sure the sight of a 20 year old boy in makeup, high heel pumps and a cock sock might draw a few chuckles downtown but I'd be free. Then I thought about what Corinna had told me. In the last couple of days I had discovered a few things about me that I would have never thought would have existed. Just like Corinna I liked sucking cock and taking it in the ass. At the very least I was bisexual and may have been more attracted to someone like Corinna than Catherine and most importantly I looked better dressed as a woman than a man. I checked out my body in high heels and make up in the full wall mirror before leaving the workout room. I looked longer and leaner in the shoes. Most of the masculinity had been hidden behind eye shadow and lipstick. My buttocks were upturned and stuck out like a couple of round apples and my legs looked like they belonged to a member of a women's college swim team. I couldn't believe it. How had they done it? It had to have been more than just some makeup and a pair of shoes or was I just what Catherine, Valerie and Corinna had been telling me for the past few days, a sissy.

What does one do when they surrender to another and let them know that not only have they won but that you will be their subordinate from that moment on. I walked through the hallway to the dungeon and found Catherine and Valerie waiting for me. They were both dressed impeccably in bondage gear. Valerie's black boots hugged her calves and went up to her knees while Catherine's were just as tight and went up to mid thigh. My penis hardened as the blood leaked in through the leather device. I wasn't sure if what I was doing was right but I felt that I had to do it. I walked up to the two women, got down on my knees and kissed first the toes of Catherine's and then Valerie's boots. I looked up at the smiling women when I was done.

"That was wonderful Carey. You have decided to take your place in The Society and serve as my maid." Catherine bent down and took my chin in her fingers and pulled ever so subtly signaling that I should stand.

"Very good Carey." Valerie joined in on the revelation.

"I've decided to submit and become your slave." I replied with a smile.

"Congratulations Carey we have much to do over the next few days but let me assure you that this was your greatest step forward. We consider you a Sissy now not a slave. You're subordinate to females in our society but the days of chaining you down at night are over. For a young white boy like yourself to know his place will be so helpful in completing your transformation." Valerie smiled, stepped over and gave me a long slow kiss on the lips.

The two gorgeous women stood in front of me seemingly admiring the work that they had completed thus far and anticipating what needed to be done to complete my enhancement into a complete and feminine Sissy. I had decided for more reasons than simply a need to have the leather harness removed from my cock and scrotum sack. The thought of Corinna or even the black man in my dreams ravaging me was not an abhorrent thought. The vision of a cock in my mouth or sliding in and out of my ass turned me on. There was the money that I was going to be paid but in the end it was the lifestyle. I knew that I belonged. As a feminized Sissy I belonged to The Society.


A Strapon Orgy

A couple of years ago, my wife discovered that I

enjoyed anal sex so much, I would do anything, or allow

her to do anything she pleased, just to get my greedy

ass fucked. Months ago she had decided that fucking my

ass was something she could do whenever she wanted,

however she wanted, and with whatever she wanted. She

had often told me this made her feel powerful, and it

was a pleasure rush for her to feel this power over me

and my willing ass. (MF/MF, bi, toys, orgy)

***

She told me the power rush she felt that night was

incredible. She enjoyed tying me down and fucking my

ass, but then the ultimate in control was offered my

helpless but so willing ass to her friend as a gift for

her enjoyment.

Sally told me that she and Tracy had talked at the door

for a couple of minutes before Tracy left. Tracy said

that she really enjoyed eating Sally's pussy and that

she was especially turned on by fucking a man,

something she hadn't experienced before. Tracy hinted

that she would love to get together with us again.

Sally agreed and said they'd talk soon.

The thought of having my ass again worked over by not

one but two women started my erection going again, we

both realized we hadn't had regular sex that night, and

so we did and soon went to sleep without much more

discussion.

I noticed my wife on the phone with Tracy Sunday

morning, they seemed to be talking about what fun they

had last night and when we could get together to do it

again. I thought that sounded great and started to sit

down, but Sally told me to go do some chores or

something because they wanted to make their plans

privately; I would find out all about it when the time

came.

So I went on about my business that day and that week,

but I did notice that Sally and Tracy talked on the

phone frequently, usually daily. They seemed to be

making lots of plans and talking about lots of ideas. I

tried to catch what was being said, but Sally was

careful to keep everything a secret from me.

I was told, late in the week, that we would be getting

together that weekend for some more fun. Thursday and

Friday flew by as I daydreamed about the possibility of

repeating last weekend. Little did I know that they had

plans that went beyond my fantasies.

It turns out that my wife was not the first bi-curious

friend that Tracy had sex with. Tracy had two other

girlfriends from her neighborhood that she got together

with occasionally. Lately the three of them had gotten

bolder and were meeting together for threesomes on a

regular basis.

Tracy had told her friends about our night the weekend

before, and they were both interested in getting

together with my wife, as well as watching Tracy and

Sally fuck ass. I still knew none of this, but as

Saturday afternoon finally rolled around, I started

finding out.

That afternoon, Sally told me that she and Tracy would

be having a "girls only party" today. I was only

allowed to attend because they were going to fuck me

like a girl anyway, and I was to be their sex object

for the evening. I was to make them dinner and drinks,

and be their silent host, speaking only when spoken

too.

As my wife already knew, I was agreeable to anything

that involved my ass getting fucked, and the thought of

the girls having sex again was starting to make my

blood boil! Sally said I should make my lasagna and a

big tossed salad, it's one of the meals I make well.

She said we would be eating early, and around 4:00 the

doorbell rang. I was in the kitchen when Sally let in

the guests. Soon I heard lots of chatter, more than

Tracy and Sally alone could account for. I peeked out

of the kitchen door and saw Sally, Tracy, and two other

women! My heart pounded with fear, embarrassment, and

excitement as I realized what this "girls only party"

was going to be all about.

I didn't recognize the two new women. One was short and

full figured, she had large breasts and was well

rounded all over. She was blonde and looked to be in

her early twenties. The other was tall and thin, and

while she looked like she was in her early forties, he

arms and legs were very lean and fit. Neither of them

were supermodels, but they were both pretty. The

thought of all four of them having sex and fucking my

ass made them the most attractive women I'd ever seen

in my life!

I stood, stunned, staring and daydreaming too long when

I saw that Tracy had noticed me and was giving me a

look. I let the kitchen door gently close before she

said anything to the others. I went about getting

dinner ready and kept an ear to the kitchen door, but I

never heard much besides constant talking and

occasional laughter.

Half an hour later Sally called me into the living room

and introduced me to Tracy's friends. The younger lady

was Mary and the thin one was Pam. She said that I

should offer drinks before dinner. I listed what we had

available and soon went off to the kitchen to make some

strawberry daiquiris, which everyone had agreed upon.

When I served the drinks a few minutes later, Sally

told me to let her know when dinner was ready to be

served. I took this as my cue to go back into the

kitchen, which I did after a silent nod to my wife. As

I turned I heard several giggles and someone commented

on what a good boy my wife had. I was thankful my back

was turned as I blushed going into the kitchen.

I hurried to get dinner ready, I set the dining room

table and went into the living room and told the ladies

that dinner was ready to be served. Sally suggested

they go to the table and told me to serve dinner

immediately.

I had set a five places at the table, hoping I could

attend dinner at the "girls only party." After I

brought all the food to the table, I stood behind my

chair and waited. After a moment, Tracy noticed and

spoke. "Yes, you may join us for dinner, but not for

conversation. There are a few rules for you tonight, if

you obey you may be allowed to pleasure us."

Tracy continued, "This is our first girl party that

includes a man, Mary and Pam aren't exactly comfortable

with that. So we have agreed that you shall remain

silent, and will be tied up before anything starts. You

will be the first one to get naked and if anyone feels

less than comfortable about you watching, you will be

blindfolded. If you agree, you may sit down and join us

for dinner."

With a quick nod, I sat down. My wife passed me her

plate and I served her some lasagna. Soon I had served

everyone and prepared my own plate. As we ate, the

ladies discussed their plans in front of me and they

seemed to enjoy watching me. I mostly kept my eyes to

myself, feeling barely allowed to be there.

Tracy started the conversation by saying "Sally's

husband loves to be fucked up the ass like a woman,

I've never seen anything like it." She told Sally "Pam

has lots of dildos and strap-ons that she's always

wanting to use on Mary and I. Lately we've all three

been using them on each other. I had always fantasized

about raping a man's ass with a big strap-on, and

fucking your husband's ass was just great, even if he

did love it like a slut." My face was quite red by this

point, and I could feel everyone enjoying that fact as

Tracy went on.

"Pam loves using her strap-ons, and she is very much

looking forward to fucking a man's ass. She says she

would love to fuck your ass until you beg her to stop,

but I told her what a real slut you were, honey." Tracy

patted my hand that was resting on the table, and I

felt my ears get very hot as my entire head blushed.

"Mary isn't so sure about it, but she seems pretty

interested in watching, and all three of us are anxious

for a taste of Sally's fresh pussy!" Tracy, Pam, and

Mary all said "umm-hmm" several times and giggled, and

a quick glance at my wife reviled that she was at least

as red as I was.

None of us really ate much, and soon we were finished

with dinner. Sally told me to go and put up the hanging

bar that we use over the bed, and get get out all the

regular bondage gear and all the sex toys. I went into

the bedroom and prepared everything, even putting the

little collars around my wrists and ankles.

The ladies all came into the bedroom, they brought

three folding chairs and a suitcase I hadn't noticed

before. They unfolded the chairs in a semi-circle

around the bed. After her friends had a seat, my wife

turned to me and started unbuttoning my shirt.

"Maintain eye contact with the ladies as I show you

off," she said. I made eye contact with all the ladies

as my wife continued undressing me. As she knew it

would, I was again very embarrassed being put up for

show to these women I barely even knew.

I was actually very turned on by it, and very turned on

by what was happening and what was going to happen, but

I still couldn't help feeling embarrassed. Feeling

embarrassed made me look embarrassed, and that kept me

feeling embarrassed just about the whole time that I

was the "main attraction."

As my pants and underwear came down, my already half

erect cock sprang to attention and glistened for the

ladies. Pride and further embarrassment swelled up

inside me. Soon I stood completely naked except for the

nylon puppy collars I had previous put on.

"First ladies," my wife said "We have to make sure he

doesn't forget this is the GIRL'S night out, and here I

have the perfect reminder of exactly who is in

control!" With that, she picked up another small nylon

pet collar from the table and clutched my nuts in her

hand. Carefully she tugged my nuts away from my body

and slid the collar around the top of my nutsack.

Holding my nuts down out of the way, she tightened the

collar until it was small enough that my nuts could not

possibly slip back through. She buckled it in place.

This doesn't actually hurt, and doesn't cut off the

circulation, but it does keep my nutsack pulled very

tightly around my nuts, to the point that my sack is

actually tight and shiny. There is also no way my nuts

could draw up and slip out of the collar placed around

them.

Pam and Mary stared noticeably as Sally fixed the

collar around my nuts, and Tracy sat smiling and

occasionally added an "umm-hmm." When my nuts were

completely tied off, my wife displayed them with her

hands like they were the next item up for bid on The

Price Is Right. The ladies all said "OOOooo" as if on

cue.

Sally had me lie on the bed, she attached our chains to

my wrist collars and to the bed posts on the other side

of the bed so that my arms lay on the bed, over my head

and unable to come down. With my ass on the very edge

of the bed, I put my feet on the bar suspended a few

feet above the bed and she changed my ankle collars to

the bar.

Pam and Tracy hooted and giggled at the sight. My

erection stuck straight up in to the air, my nuts stuck

straight out towards them, being kept away from my body

by the tight collar. My ass was spread open over the

edge of the bed like a sacrificial offering.

Tracy stood up and walked over, "You have to feel

these!" she told Pam and Mary, as she cupped her entire

hand over my nuts and started squeezing them in little

pulses. My hardon throbbed like hell as I let out a

single, uncontrolled whimper. Pam jumped up and came

right over, "That's very interesting" she said. She

grabbed my balls as soon as Tracy released them.

She grabbed them quite hard in her muscular hand and I

took a large, uncontrolled gasp of air, my eyes flying

open wide. "Easy, easy" my wife said, as she patted

Pam's hand, "He hasn't been a bad boy yet.." My dick

was half limp when she released my balls just a second

later. "Wow," Pam remarked, "I've never had a man by

the balls quite like this before." She again reached

and took my balls in her hand, gently this time, but my

body still shuddered a little when she first touched

them; she giggled. It didn't seem like something she

did often.

Pam turned to Mary, who was still seated in her chair.

"Come on, you've got to squeeze these, come feel how

tight these nuts are!" Pam and Mary looked at each

other for a second, then Pam added "Come on, he's

completely tied up and I've got him by the balls!"

Slowly Mary rose from her chair and came over. Pam

released my balls and Mary reached out with her middle

finger and stroked it across my nuts. Then she stroked

them with all her fingers, feeling them well but never

grasping them. Tracy giggled and Mary took her hand

away like she had been caught doing something wrong.

Well ladies," Tracy announced, "I'm ready to punish

that ass, and then I want to eat every pussy in the

house!." "Mmm, that sounds delicious," Pam agreed. I

heard Tracy unzip the suitcase but I couldn't see

inside it from my position.

"Pam has brought our entire selection of strap-ons for

you," Tracy teased, "I think I'll start you off with

something long and bumpy!." By this time I could see

Mary on her knees helping Tracy put on a long, latex

strap on dildo. My wife didn't have one like this, it

was about eleven inches long and about one and a half

inches wide. The latex had fake veins running up and

down and across the dildo, and I knew I was really

going to feel those when that dildo started working in

and out of my ass.

Sally started greasing up my ass, and then Tracy's

dildo. Mary looked on as Pam grabbed my leg closest to

her and further spread me open as Tracy stepped forward

and started pushing her way into my ass. Tracy quickly

began to work the full length into my ass as I withered

in pain and delight trying to get accustomed to the new

invader.

Very quickly she had the entire length of the dildo in

me, except for the last inch where the base flared out

and got very fat. She kept pumping this fat part

against the opening of my asshole, spreading it wider

and wider as it's great length drove deep into me.

Tracy kept pumping until I thought the entire base was

up my ass, then she changed pace, and pulled the dildo

out of my ass until just the head of it remained inside

me. Swiftly she rammed the entire thing back into me,

again spreading my asshole wide with the base of the

dildo. Again she pulled out all the way, and slammed

back into me. My cock throbbed for attention, but

received none.

Oh God, I'm getting so wet," Pam moaned, "come down

over here and lick my pussy." I looked up in time to

see Mary going down behind Pam. I watched Pam's eyes

closed, and noticed her hand was on Tracy's ass,

encouraging her every thrust.

My wife came onto the bed with me and mounted my face,

facing Tracy. Sally sat up straight on my face and

grabbed the bar my legs were tied to. She pulled the

bar towards herself, partly to help support herself and

partly to make my legs higher and further back. This

pointed my asshole exactly at Tracy's pounding dildo

and now the thrusts felt even deeper and harder, the

base of her dildo spreading my opening even wider. I

groaned as the juices started to flow from my wife's

hot pussy.

This when on for a while, several minutes at least.

It's hard for me to say, my head was swimming by this

point. My ass was already well worked over, but I was

loving it. Mary must have been busy, because soon Pam

started moaning loudly and rocking her hips.

She grabbed Tracy's hips with both hands, and helped

thrust Tracy's little ass back and forth to further

ravage my ass. Tracy was absolutely slamming into my

well greased ass by this point, and I was being rocked

back and forth so hard that I couldn't hold my face in

one place under my wife.

My entire face was sliding up and down under my wife's

pussy, covered in her hot juice. All I could do was

lick and suck at her clit each time it passed by. This

turned out to be more than adequate, because she

immediately began rocking her hips to slide back and

forth even faster on my face. She came right away and

soaked my face. Even with my best efforts to lick and

suck up her juice, she came all over me.

Sally crawled off my face and as I looked around I saw

Mary was getting up as well. Tracy slowed down a lot,

but she didn't stop completely. "I'm getting tired, I

think it's time for the second shift!" "Um-hmm," Pam

said, and when I looked in her direction, Mary was

helping her on with a huge strap on dildo.

In fact, it was like two strap on dildos! I hadn't seen

one like this before, but it had two of the pink

"jelly"` silicone dildos. As Mary helped her slide it

on, the first dildo was aiming right at her pussy. When

it was nearly in place, Mary stopped and sucked it,

being sure to wet the whole thing. It was only about

five inches long, but it was at least two inches thick

the entire length!

Mary quickly wet it and gently slid it into Pam's pussy

as Pam pulled the strap on into place. Now the other

dildo dangled in front of her like a huge dick. This

dildo was just about as long as the one Tracy had in

me, but looked almost twice as thick! This dong was

even a little thicker than my wife's largest dildo, I

was both excited and worried.

Pam was all strapped up and started greasing up her

dong like a man jacking off. Tracy stepped back and

said "I've got him all opened up for you, Girl." Pam

stepped forward and I got a good look at her naked for

the first time.

She was in her early 40s and it showed in her face and

hands, but her body was fantastic for her age. I could

tell she worked out regularly or got a lot of exercise

or something, because she was very fit all over. Her

stomach was slightly rippled down the middle, and her

small breasts were kept from sagging by the well

defined muscles of her chest, shoulders, and arms.

She put the head of her strap on against my anus, and

to my surprise (and delight) the first few inches slid

right in. She worked it in and out, letting it work in

a little more with each stroke. When she had six or

seven inches of it in my ass, I felt like I would

explode. My ass was completely stuffed full, completely

stretched open, and still a little more came in with

each new thrust.

My dick began to throb uncontrollably with each new

thrust, as if it might start cumming, but my glands

never provided any juice. Unable to control myself, I

began to let out a big "OH" each time she slid a little

more of it's length into me. Pam pulled several inches

out of my ass and tightly squeezed my nuts in her hand,

until I again said "OH!."

Without releasing my balls a bit, she pushed the entire

dildo into my ass in one swift movement, without any

pause. My balls and my ass throbbed like hell, partly

in pain, partly in pleasure. My cock pulsed

uncontrollably and I knew if anything even brushed

against my cock at that moment I would have cum

everywhere.

But nothing brushed against my neglected dick, and

instead Pam release my balls and pulled half her dildo

out of my ass, only to ram it back in again. She

grabbed me by the hips and began fucking my ass like

nothing I had ever felt before.

My eyes were closed and my head was in another world. I

felt the familiar hand of my wife tightly massaging my

nuts and she leaned over and talked into my ear. "Your

greedy ass has always wanted a little more," she said,

"always wanting it a little deeper, a little fatter, a

little harder."

"Well today you're going to get it all. Pam here is an

ex-aerobics instructor, now she works as a personal

trainer. Tracy told me that during their all girl

sessions, Pam could fuck like hell with a strap on for

half an hour, non-stop. So I've made a deal with the

girls, Pam is going to fuck your ass like an animal for

half an hour, and in return I told them they could do

anything they please with you."

Her words came into my spinning head as if from a thick

fog, and Pam continued pounding away at my ass as what

my wife said sunk in. "Thirty minutes!?," I thought to

myself. It had only been a couple of minutes so far,

and already my ass was totally fucked, totally full,

and totally worked over. As I thought this, one other

thought occurred to me, my ass wasn't yet totally

satisfied. The thought of thirty minutes of this

sounded thrilling and scary.

"OH GOD!" Pam Shouted, "I'm going to CUM!." I had

forgotten about the second dildo in the strap on

harness, the one that was in Pam's pussy. Slamming the

thick dildo in and out of my ass had been rocking the

other dildo in her pussy all this time.

I opened my eyes and raised my head a little to get a

view of the action. It took several seconds of

concentration to make my eyes focus as if I were half

drunk. Mary was licking and sucking one of Pam's

nipples, and Tracy was pinching and pulling the other

one quite roughly. As Pam came, her thrusts because

even faster, but erratic and jerky.

Just when I had started getting used to this monster

dildo up my ass, Pam's orgasm again reminded me of how

big it was, and how powerfully she could fuck with it.

After what seemed like a long time, her orgasm died

down. She began to fuck my ass in very long strokes,

and then she grabbed the bar my feet were tied to and

pushed it away from herself.

Again this made my legs go higher and further back,

spreading my ass and lifting it off the bed to meet

with her long strokes. I could tell that her dildo was

about to find it's way deeper into my ass, but in my

current position there was nothing I could do about it.

She adjusted the bar until she had me spread out at my

maximum, and drove the dildo in all the way to the base

with each stroke. It felt like my entire colon was

getting fucked now and every stroke was hitting a

sensitive spot deep inside me. I again started to cry

out "OH" with each stroke that she landed.

"I got him" I heard Tracy say as I felt her hand grab

my balls. She squeezed them hard in her hand just as

Pam landed another stroke super deep up my ass. I

hollered "OH" even louder, and Tracy loosened her grip

as the same time that Pam pulled that stroke out of my

ass.

But then, Pam plunged right back into my ass and Tracy

again crushed my nuts in her hand. Another uncontrolled

OH escaped me as Pam pulled out and Tracy loosened her

crushing grip. Tracy said "Silence is golden, you ass-

slut, and you'll learn to take your punishment silently

during my 'girls only party'!"

Again Pam slammed my ass, and Tracy gripped my balls

tightly in her little hand. I still couldn't help but

cry out, and I was thinking my wife would put a stop to

this before it got any worse when I heard her say "I

think you'd better learn to control your outbursts,

dear, before Tracy REALLY starts to punish your poor

balls!."

If Tracy had just crushed my nuts and held them that

way, I could have shut up after one OH. But the way she

released them, and then grabbed them again each time

Pam thrust into me made it nearly impossible to control

my vocal reflex. However, knowing my wife wasn't going

to help me I mustered enough concentration to silence

myself after only a few more "lessons."

Even after my "OH" had faded to grunts and then to

complete silence, Tracy and Pam gave me three more

combination slam-strokes and nut crackers just to make

sure I wasn't going to grunt anymore. "Very good,"

Tracy said, and she released my balls. Pam kept

slamming into my ass and even picked up the pace a

little. Almost as soon as Tracy's hand released my

balls, I felt a new, cool hand on my balls.

I jerked my eyes open and struggled to focus, wondering

what was coming next. Already I could feel my balls

being gently massaged and carefully rolled around

inside my tight sack. I was surprised to see it was

Mary, looking at me with puppy dog eyes, gently

fondling my balls.

"Oh, he's not really hurt" Tracy spoke up, "I just let

his balls know who is boss! You've still got 15 minutes

to go, Pam," Tracy continued, "if you poop out early, I

get to collect on out little bet."

"Don't worry" replied Pam, "he's in for a long ride!"

"I could use another drink," my wife said. Tracy

agreed, and they went off to the kitchen to blend up a

new batch. My ass started to hurt and felt so very

worked over, but it still felt wonderful.

Mary continued to massage and stroke my sack for a

while longer, and I felt like if a good breeze hit my

cock I might cum everywhere. However, no matter how

much my cock throbbed, it still never triggered an

orgasm from my tied up, somewhat abused balls.

Pam went back and forth from grabbing the bar to fuck

me deeply to grabbing my hips to fuck me hard and fast.

Mary got more lubricant and put it on the dildo as it

slid in and out. It felt wonderfully cool, and the

dildo slid in and out of my ass with renewed ease.

"Get up there and sit on his face," Pam said to Mary,

rather much like an order. My mouth watered at the

prospect. Mary neither rose nor spoke, but rather

blushed a little. "Go on now," Pam insisted, "or I'll

fuck your ass with this monster, too!" With that, Mary

got up and crawled up onto the bed.

She came around and positioned herself above me, facing

Pam. My arms were laying on the bed, tied up over my

head. To make room for Mary to get on her knees above

me, I had to pull my arms in snug up against my head.

As Mary got her knees planted on each side of me, her

full thighs kept my arms pinned tightly against my

head. Now my arms and head were held motionless, and

Pam was in complete control of my legs and lower half.

As Mary lowered her hairless pussy down onto my face, I

felt completely bound and used. Pam was down there

fucking my ass to win some kind of bet with Tracy, my

wife had bargained away control over me, and now Mary

was about to use my face as her riding toy. Hopefully

she would let me have a gasp of air occasionally if I

did a good job.

Mary's pussy was soft and fleshy, hot and wet from the

first taste. I licked her slit up and down several

times before wrapping my lips around her hardening

little clit. Sucking her clit into my mouth, holding it

in my lips, I worked it back and forth rapidly with the

end of my tongue. After a couple of minutes, her pussy

was dripping wet and often she would jerk her clit out

of my mouth, holding it an inch away from my sucking

lip's grasp so I could only lick at it with my tongue.

This seemed to go on and on, Pam fucking non-stop, Mary

wanting her clit alternately sucked, then licked. After

a few minutes, Sally and Tracy came back into the room

with more frozen drinks for Pam and Mary. Tracy greeted

me by putting her ice cold hand on my nuts and letting

it rest there, grasping them. I thought she was doing

it just to make my nuts tighter, but when she stopped

and switched hands, I realized she was just using my

balls to warm her hands on.

"Just four more minutes," Tracy admitted, "I wonder if

his hungry little asshole is still so tight?." She

dipped her finger in the lubricant, pulled my cheek

aside to spread me even a little more, then put her

finger against the dildo in my ass. With a moment of

sharp pain, I felt her finger push into my asshole

along with the next stroke of Pam's dildo. The back of

her forefinger was against the dildo, her palm was

facing up, and her finger was sliding up my ass between

my balls and the dildo.

Although the insertion was a bit painful, now her

finger worked its way a little deeper and started

stimulating my already well pressed prostate gland. "Is

this the right spot, Sally?," she asked my wife. "Let

me check," she replied and then, catching me by

surprise, she stepped up on the other side of Pam and

quickly slid her forefinger up my ass beside Tracy's.

Sally grabbed my nuts, squeezing them firmly and

pulling them first one direction, then another. She

prodded my ass beside Tracy and said "That's the spot

right there!," and the both prodded it with their

fingers together. Thankfully, Pam couldn't fuck me too

deeply with both their fingers up my ass, but she still

managed to stroke six or seven inches in and out of me

while the girls enjoyed pulling my asshole a little

wider open.

Any thoughts I might have had of grunting or hollering

were snuffed out Mary's ass, which she now kept firmly

planted on my face except to occasionally let me have a

couple of breaths between her orgasms while she rested

her sensitive clit.

"Well that's it, thirty minutes exactly," Tracy

announced. "Told you," replied Pam. "I never really

doubted you" admitted Tracy, "You've fucked my pussy

for longer than this, once or twice!" Sally and Tracy

had pulled their fingers out of my ass, much to it's

relief, but Pam had only slowed her attack.

"Can't we take this collar off his nuts and watch him

cum now?" Pam asked, "I'd really like to fuck his ass

and make him cum!" "Not this time," Tracy denied, "I

told you I've got my plans for him! "Well, I'm going to

cum one more time, then" Pam said, and with that she

attacked my ass with renewed vigor, bucking her hips

wildly to work her dildo in and out of her pussy.

Mary gingerly got up off my sloppy face, moved down on

the bed a little and began to suck Pam's tit. Tracy

reached out for the other tit, which she grabbed

tightly in her hand as she pinched the nipple. Pam

shook, and hammered my ass in effort to fuck herself

harder. This didn't end quickly, but went on for a

minute or two until her ass-rocking orgasm slowly

subsided.

"Don't pull out just yet," Tracy instructed Pam, "let's

get a good look at his worn ass." Tracy grabbed my nuts

tightly, holding me on the verge of intense pain. "It's

simple, you see" Tracy said directly to me, "When Pam

pulls out, if you allow your asshole to clench shut,

I'll allow my hand to clench shut. You're going to

allow me to see your raped asshole in all it's gaping

glory!"

"Slowly now," Tracy told Pam. Pam eased all ten inches

of thick jelly dong from my ass. As the last of it

pulled out, I concentrated on staying relaxed. "Damn,

that's one open ass," my wife commented, "I've never

see it quite like that before." Tracy stuck in her

finger and stirred it around the walls of my anus,

tempting it to slam shut.

Having already relaxed my ass for the last half hour so

Pam's huge dildo wouldn't hurt terribly, I rather

enjoyed Tracy's probing and stroking. Mary has moved in

a little closer for a look, and pushed in her finger

beside Tracy's. After riding the big dildo, two fingers

wasn't a stretch, but it certainly was stimulating.

Several times each of them tugged in opposite

directions to keep my ass open.

Tracy made no attempt to hide her fascination with my

reamed out ass. To my surprise, even little Mary found

my open ass interesting and fun to play in. Tracy

pulled her finger out and then pushed her forefinger

and her middle finger into my ass. Mary immediately

followed her lead and I had four fingers up my ass;

each girl pulling my ass open in different directions.

My balls still in Tracy's care, I kept my asshole

relaxed even as they opened it up until it felt as

stretched has it had been by the dildo. Just when I

worried this might get painful, Tracy seem to lose

interest and pulled out. Mary pulled her two fingers

out only to replace them with three fingers.

"Help him down and let's do something different," Tracy

told Mary. Pam had been slipping out of her strap on

harness, and she joined Tracy and Sally as they walked

out into the living room. Mary undid the releases that

held the collars around my ankles to the bar. My legs

were incredibly stiff so she helped me down with them.

She went around to the other side of the bed and

released my hands, then she nearly ran out of the room

to join the others.

Left alone, I slowly got up and got my legs used to

moving again.

"Come out onto the deck," I heard my wife say. "Now!,"

added Tracy. I walked naked through the living room and

dining room out onto the back deck, what a sight it was

to behold.

We live in a rural neighborhood with large lots and

plenty of privacy, and there mingling about on our deck

were four lovely ladies, completely nude, eight nipples

perky in the summer evening's warm breeze. My balls,

now dangling below their restrictive collar, tingled as

the breeze stroked their hairs.

Pam had let a lounge chair out so that it was laying

completely flat. "Lay down," she instructed. I laid

down face up. "Now you," she ordered Mary, "sit on his

face and suck his cock, but don't you dare make him

cum." This was sounding like a swell arrangement to me.

Mary and I had barely settled in and begun when, two

inches from my eyes I could see Pam's finger greasing

up Mary's ass. Mary made a grunt of disapproval and

started to get up, I think she was embarrassed. A loud

sound very close by startled me, and it took me a

couple seconds to realize Pam had slapped Mary's round

ass.

By the time I had figured out what had happened, my

dick was again fully in Mary's throat, and Pam's finger

was nearly fully up Mary's ass. No one had told me not

to watch, and while eating her pussy only inches away I

couldn't help but look at Mary's ass as Pam fingered

it.

Soon Mary's ass was greasy and I was worried it was

going to run down into her pussy. It didn't, but Pam

pulled out and disappeared from my very limited sight.

She came back a minute later wearing a strap on, but

instead of a dildo she has this funky blue butt plug in

the strap.

I hadn't seen one like this before. Unlike a regular

butt plug, this one had six large ridges, or bumps

going all the way down it. They were like tiny tires

stacked up, each smaller than the one below it. The

bottom one must have been two and a half inches across!

It looked huge, hovering only inches above me as Pam

positioned it at Mary's ass.

Pam pushed in the first ripple, then the second. Mary

started sucking my dick very hard, and her pussy got

noticeably wetter. Pam shoved in another ridge, and

another. Mary grasped my balls firmly in her hand, and

I thought she would hurt me as Pam pushed the rest of

the butt plug up her ass, but she did not.

Sally had obviously noticed the blow job I was

enjoying, and announced to the group "Tracy was asking

me if she could whip Fred's tied up nots with a fly

swatter. If he cums before he is allowed to, I'm going

to let her!" As much as that thought horrified me, it

made a small part of me very turned on. I felt dirty,

my balls felt betrayed.

Even so, I didn't much like the idea, and concentrated

on not having an orgasm. I don't think Mary much liked

the idea either, for she lightened up on the blow job

just a little.

By this time, Pam was rippling the butt plug in an out

of Mary's ass. Even the last, fattest ripple was being

pushed in occasionally. Pam was incredible, even after

fucking my ass all that time, now she seemed to have

plenty of energy to straddle this lounge chair in a

weird position and let Mary's ass have it.

Mary started moaning and grunting gently. At first, I

felt it before I heard it; each sound she made vibrated

my dick head that was deep in her mouth. Her pussy got

wetter as she began to cum. "That's it, your cum

girl!," Pam shouted as she grabbed Mary by the hips and

slammed into her ass.

Mary did start to cum, and as before, she pulled up an

inch, enough to pull her clit out of my lips grasp. "No

you don't!," Pam scolded, "You're going to cum hard

WHILE you clit is getting sucked!" Pam shoved Mary back

down onto my face, squishing her wet pussy against me.

Quickly I found her clit and sucked it back into my

mouth, working it back and forth with my tongue, so

happy to make little Mary cum like hell.

Mary slide my dick out of her mouth, pulling her head

up just a little. Her pussy got even hotter, and she

gasped for air as she shouted out, "Oh, No, I can't,

you know I can't." "You can, and you will," replied

Pam, "I'm not letting go of your hips, I'm not going to

stop fucking your ass, and if he stops sucking your

clit, I'm going to let Tracy whip his nuts!." She had

my full cooperation.

I hadn't figured out what Mary couldn't do yet. I had

already given her a couple of orgasms, so I knew she

could do that. She did pull her clit away from me each

time she came, only allowing me to flick it with the

end of my tongue. I decided that was it, she couldn't

stand to cum real hard while having her clit sucked and

licked furiously.

I really got turned on by this idea. Pam was going to

force Mary to let me suck her clit as much as I wanted,

WHILE Pam was fucking Mary's ass, and Mary couldn't do

a thing about it. I was very turned on and devoured

Mary's juicy pussy as Pam thrust into her ass again and

again.

Mary's thighs shook, then her whole body shook. She

cried out again, in panted words, begging Pam, "No, I

can't, please don't make me, you know I can't. OH GOD,

you know I can't hold it!"

"Can't hold it?" I thought. Before I had time to think

anything else, her pussy started to flow hot juice. The

first taste told me immediately she had let go and was

pissing all over me. I'm not easily disgusted, but I'd

never had anyone piss right into my mouth before.

It wasn't that bad really, just hot and salty and

bitter. "Don't stop eating pussy, Fred!" I heard Tracy

cry out, and she clapped her hands a couple of times

for effect. I remembered what I was doing, and tried to

keep sucking her clit despite the spray. Mary shook and

bucked, she cried out several times.

After the first three or four second rush of piss, she

started pissing in squirts as she came harder and

harder. The whole time, Pam kept fucking her ass,

holding Mary's hips still enough that she couldn't get

away from me.

In the position I was it, all the piss kept trying to

run up my nose. I quickly found a position were it

could run away down the side of my face. However, with

Pam fucking her ass, no position was guaranteed and a

few squirts filled my mouth as I continued to lick her

clit. I was still lucky enough not to swallow any.

Mary cried out, "Oh God, this is it!" Her whole body

locked in a very ridged position. She quit pissing in

squirts, now it rushed out in a very hard stream. Pam

fucked her like hell, and Mary stayed stiff and tense

like that, not even taking a breath, until her piss had

completely run out. Things happened so quickly that it

has probably taken you, the reader, longer to read

about it than it took to happen. In real time, she

probably peed for about 30-40 seconds; including all

the squirts.

I wasn't grossed out, but rather thought this was

pretty fucking erotic. Once she finished spraying me, I

was again able to get her clit sucked back between my

lips so my tongue could work it's rapid magic. She ran

out of piss, but it didn't seem like she quit cumming.

Pam continued reaming her quivering asshole, and I

sucked and sucked her pussy.

Feeling bolder, I wrapped my arms up around Mary's

waist to help hold her down so her clit wouldn't keep

slipping out from between my lips. Between my new hold

and Pam's grip on her hips, Mary was truly helpless to

stop us as Pam and I enjoyed making little Mary cum

uncontrollably. Mary came like this for a long while.

After a few minutes more, Mary completely relaxed and

laid on top of me. I thought she was finished cumming

for the moment, but she moaned out, "Oh shit, don't

stop, don't stop." Mary laid completely relaxed on top

of me, not a single muscle tensed up as she came again.

She peed a little more, but this time it didn't come

out in a forced rush, but an easy trickle. As it

trickled down my face, she shuttered all over.

I thought the girl was spent, but when she finished

shuttering, she perked right up, lifted herself up off

me a little and said, "Damn, that was fantastic! I've

never came and pissed everywhere while getting my ass

fucked before! Oh, poor Fred!" I had already let go of

her waist, and Pam pulled out of her ass as Mary tried

to get up.

Mary got up and turned around. She bent down beside me

and began wiping off my face with her hand, and

slicking back my wet hair. "Oh Fred, I'm sorry, I've

tinkled all over you."

"That was NOT a tinkle," I assured her.

Sally and Tracy burst out laughing. "I don't mind," I

continued, "if that's what you need to cum like you

did."

"You're a sweetheart, Fred," she told me, and Pam and

Tracy said, "Awwwwwwww."

"You're almost done for, I mean we're almost done with

you, Fred!," Tracy teased. Tracy and Sally moved over

to the lounge chair, Pam came back, she had taken off

the strap on. She looked down at my face with a

questionable look. "I can't believe I'm going to let a

MAN eat my pussy, are you sure he's worth it?" she

asked. She got three sexy Mmmm-hmmm's in reply and I'm

pretty sure I blushed a little. Still, I stuck out my

tongue and flicked it back and forth as fast as it

goes.

"Ok, just for that, I'm going to let go all over you,

too!" she laughed, and settled down on my face. Her

pussy was wonderful, also shaven, and smelled slightly

musky; no doubt from workout she have been giving me

and Mary for the last hour. Even her pussy had great

muscle control, and often she would clench it as I

sucked her, making her pussy suck me back. I'll bet she

could fuck dick like a machine, if she ever wanted to.

Sally and Tracy had settled down on each side of the

lounge chair, and they each grabbed one of my legs and

polled them up and back. I really felt like my ass had

had enough for one night, but I wasn't in any position

to refuse. Especially after Tracy said "Let me hold

these up out of your way, Mary." Tracy gripped my balls

in her hand and massaged them firmly. "Eat Fred, eat,"

she encouraged.

Suddenly there were fingers at my ass, greasing it,

entering it. At first I wasn't sure who was doing what,

but I could tell Tracy had one leg and my balls, and

Sally was holding my other leg with both hands, so that

left Mary. By this time Mary was working several

fingers up my ass, I couldn't tell how many. She had

such little hands and little fingers.

Soon my ass was again very greasy and feeling more and

more stretched. I thought she must have three or four

fingers in there by now when I heard my wife say "Wow,

that is so cool, can you get it all the way in?"

"Um-hm," was Mary's only reply, and Tracy added, "She's

almost past the fattest part."

I realized it was her whole hand that was stretching my

asshole open, and it was starting to feel like a whole

hand, even as small at it was. Then, suddenly, it got

thinner, my asshole relaxed a little, and her hand

seemed like it was a mile up my ass.

She turned it this way and that way, twisting it,

rotating it, making it fatter and skinnier. She pulled

it out until it started to stretch my ass wide again,

then she slowly thrust it deep into my ass. She

repeated this over and over. Before long, she was

pulling out until the fattest part of her hand had me

wide open, and then pushing her hand up my ass until I

thought it would come out my mouth!

Pam, still sitting straight up on my face, was

overseeing all the action. She had started moving her

hips in slow circles and occasionally mashing her clit

down into my mouth for me to suck. "Arm fuck his ass

like you do mine," instructed Pam, "He can take it."

Tracy must have had a nice streak, because she quit

squeezing my nuts so hard and started massaging them in

her hand. Mary began pulling her hand out all the way

to the fingertips, then pushing it back in. I was glad

I couldn't see the action, because it felt like it was

going in past her wrist with each stroke.

To my surprise, my ass muscles completely relaxed and

totally accepted her hand into my ass. Mary must have

been able to feel the difference, as she said, "Oh

yeah, Baby, your ass is mine now." Her stroked were

gliding in and out of my ass, the strokes felt a mile

long and a foot thick, and I was in heaven.

Pam got up quickly and turned around, facing away from

the other girls, and sat back down on my face. She

grabbed my head in both hands and held it against her

pussy. I looked up at her for a moment, and she said

"This way you can suck my clit non-stop while I piss

everywhere. Don't you dare stop sucking my clit!."

Already her eyes were glazing over, and I sucked

furiously, wanting to prove that men CAN eat pussy.

It was hard eating pussy while my ass was getting such

a workover, but I willed myself to please Pam as she

had pleased me earlier. I sucked her clit hard into my

mouth, I wanted to see if I could suck it too hard, but

she never objected. I flicked it back and forth with my

tongue as Mary continued pounding my ass with her whole

hand.

Pam shot out three bursts of piss, hollering OH with

each one. The fourth squirt went on and on, and so did

her OHHHHHHH! With my lips locked around her clit, it

all hit me in the chin and ran down my neck. She shook

like hell, and pulled my head against her until my

teeth were mashed into her soft flesh. I continued

sucking her clit. She didn't pee for long, and stood up

almost immediately after she finished, wabbling for a

second before she got her balance.

I lifted my head up and looked down to see what the

other three girls were doing. Mary was absolutely

reaming my ass, Tracy was holding on of my legs and my

balls, and Sally was on the other side, squatting,

holding one of my legs, and masturbating with her other

hand. She was mesmerized watching Mary's hand fuck my

ass, and I could tell by the way she was rubbing her

clit that she was completely turned on watching it.

Pam went around and slid up behind my squatting wife.

Laying on her back, she put her face right under my

wife's pussy and I could tell by the slurping sounds

that she was enjoying every drop. My wife started

calling the shots, "Ok Tracy, hold his balls and don't

let go;

Mary, fuck his ass as hard as you're going to." Sally

unbuckled the tiny dog collar from my nuts, but Tracy

still held them firm in her grip.

Mary was ramming her arm in and out of my ass when my

wife leaned over and took my dick in her mouth. It got

harder and harder, and I thought about my asshole

clamping down on Mary's hand when I started to cum. I

hoped I could handle that.

My wife stopped sucking my dick, and by the time I

opened my eyes and looked down, Mary was taking me into

her mouth. Mary sucked my dick all the way down to the

bottom, even making Tracy's hand move down out of her

way a little, but she still didn't let go of my balls.

Mary only sucked my dick for a few seconds, when she

quit, I looked again to see Tracy sucking my dick. She

sucked it hard and furious, jerking my balls up and

down as she did it. I thought she would jerk them off,

but it made me cum.

I shot the first big shot right into Tracy's waiting

mouth, and she squeezed my balls HARD as my cum filled

her mouth. My vision blurred for a moment, and as soon

as my first squirt ended, she was off my dick and my

wife was on it. My wife took the next two squirts while

Tracy continued to viciously squeeze my nuts and Mary

kept fucking my ass.

My wife got off my dick and started cumming loudly, I

could hear Pam greedily slurping up my wife's love

juices. Mary bent down and took my dick completely into

her mouth, but she was a little late and half of a

squirt when across her face and up her nose. She didn't

seem to mind and even got Tracy's hand off my nuts with

her free hand. She massaged my aching balls with one

hand and while she gently eased her other hand out of

my ass. She continued sucking my throbbing dick until

long after it had delivered every drop of cum I had to

give.

Tracy let go of my leg and got up. She went around to

the other side and amused herself by pinching my wife's

nipple in one hand while pinching Pam's nipple in the

other. Mary and I rested for a couple of minutes while

my wife finished getting off. Then we all laid around

and rested for a few more minutes.

My ass was almost finished throbbing when the girls

started to get up. "Look at what a mess he is," Tracy

noted, "with his big ole greasy gaping asshole,"

"Yeah," Pam added, "and pissed all over, you need to

get cleaned up, boy." Pam and Tracy tossed several

greasy strap-ons at me, "And clean up this mess, too,"

they chimed together. They giggled.

"Yes, Fred," my wife instructed, "hose off the deck,

then go into the hall bathroom and clean yourself up,

and clean up all these toys, too. When you're done with

all that, we're going to be up in the whirlpool bath,

bring us some more frozen daiquiris."

The ladies wondered off to the master bathroom, and I

got up and started cleaning up. It was probably half an

hour before I got everything cleaned and had more

frozen drinks ready.

We have a nice whirlpool in our bathroom, it's the one

luxury we afforded when we were building our house.

It's not terribly big, but my wife and I fit in it

together and aren't the least bit crowded. The door

wasn't shut, so I walked right in. All four ladies fit

into the tub quite nicely, they were pretty cozy, but

not uncomfortable. They all looked beautiful in the

bubbling water, and giggled at each other like little

girls at a slumber party.

Sally turned off the jets long enough to tell me to go

to sleep in the spare bedroom. The rest of the night

was going to be truly "girls only," and she would see

me in the morning.

It took me weeks to get her to tell me what all

happened that night after I was sent to bed. I'd tell

you about it, but this story is long enough already,

don't you think?


The Bet

Tied to the bed, all I could think was why did I make that bet? Sure, three kings was a very good hand, but I should have known better, especially as she hadn't won anything all night. She was due for a win, damn it!

Even worse, I had trapped myself. I had been counting all the face cards and anything above a seven. That was part of the reason I was so irritated - being beaten by four cards with the number three on them just seemed too silly. Also irritating now was that when she had offered her tangible, but non-monetary services if she lost, I matched the bet, moving it from a cash reward to a service reward. I had of course assumed I would win and get to have her my way!

So that was how a relatively sedate dinner and couple of hours of cards ended up with me tied to her bed with surprisingly effective silk scarves, face down and naked from head to toe. Not that I was completely opposed to the concept! In my past I had tied up a girlfriend once or twice when experimenting and over the years had many fantasies of being in that situation myself.

As she had tied me up, she delivered some mixed messages, messing with my brain even further. In one ear she whispered sweetly how much I was going to enjoy this and very gently ran her fingers over my body, while in the other ear she snarled that I was now her slut bitch to use and abuse. This had made me both apprehensive and aroused. Then she had left me, naked, alone and restrained, while she went to put on something "more appropriate!"

I must admit I had wanted her for a long time, but for one reason or another our friendship had been just platonic work buddies. Obviously that was about to change!

The door creaked as she returned, but that was the only indication of her presence. Face down on the bed I awaited my fate.

"So, slut, are you ready for me?" she asked in a soft yet menacing tone. I felt the bed move slightly as she sat near me.

"Yes," I replied in a barely audible whisper.

Slap! Her hand came down on my buttocks with a loud crack, sending a sharp twinge of unexpected pain through my backside.

"Yes what, you dumb whore?!"

I hesitated for what must have been too long, because her hand came down again and again, spanking my ass cheeks harder than before.

"Yes what?!" she repeated.

"Yes Mistress," I said quickly, hoping that was the response she desired.

"Good slut," she said, rising from the bed. "You may look at me now."

She moved to the head of the bed and I was able to shift enough in my restraints to turn my head. Her hair was still in the braids it had been during the evening. She wore cute red-rimmed glasses. I had always found the studious look appealing. However, her outfit now was anything but studious!

My gaze moved up and down her body as she stood before me in a cupless bra, black PVC studded choker, long black high-heeled boots and black fishnet stockings with suspender belt, which showed her smoothly shaved pussy. She looked incredibly sexy and I felt my already firm cock getting harder beneath me.

"I bet you're horny, bitch," she teased. "Let's see how much."

She climbed on the bed and slid her slim body between the headboard and my face. Her cunt was right in front of me, but before I could even appreciate the sight, she grabbed my hair and pushed my mouth against her smooth mound.

My tongue needed no encouragement. I went to work on her clit and cunt lips, licking and sucking hungrily. I could hardly believe this was finally happening. At work I had often fantasised about thrusting my head under her skirt to taste her juices. Now she was rubbing her cunt all over my face! She was almost dripping wet and I wanted to drink it all.

"I'm marking my territory, slut," she said with a sneer. "You're going to have my dried juices on your face when you get home. I suggest you kiss your wife hello."

By this point I had almost forgotten I had a wife. The realisation that my Mistress was turned on by playing nasty little tricks on my wife unexpectedly aroused me even more.

Suddenly she gasped and shuddered, her cum flowing on my face and in my mouth. I swallowed greedily. Then she pulled her cunt away. Instinctively I whimpered with disappointment.

"Don't worry, whore," she laughed. "I have more fun and games in store for you."

She moved off the bed and I heard noises I could not identify. Then I felt something cold moving slowly up and down my ass crack and over my balls. I realised it was a piece of ice. My body twitched as a reflex.

"It's cold, isn't it, baby?" she purred.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied. "But I like it."

"I don't care if you like it or not, you dumb slut!" she said viciously as she smacked my ass cheeks several times.

Then suddenly she shoved the cone-shaped ice into the opening of my ass! I yelped in shock. "Do you like it now?!" she hissed.

Before I could answer, she removed the ice. I heard more noises, as if she was searching for something. Then I felt something pointy, but not cold, at the entrance to my ass. Without speaking, she applied a small amount of what must have been lube, then began to slide the pointy object inside my tight hole.

I twitched but surprisingly it did not really hurt. She inserted and withdrew the object slowly, a little more each time. It felt strange but not unpleasant. I had a vibrating butt-plug at home that I played with sometimes when my wife was out, but it was much smaller and not as hard.

After a while she removed the object. My ass felt empty without it and I had begun to enjoy the sensation of it inside me. I heard some more noises and then she came to the head of the bed again.

"Open your mouth, whore," she commanded. "Then bite."

I opened my mouth and then felt the end of the long, pointy object on my tongue. Knowing resistance was not an option, I bit into it. To my surprise, it was a carrot! I chewed and swallowed the tip, trying not to concentrate on the taste, knowing where it had just been.

"Good boy," she said approvingly. "You must always eat your vegetables, you know," she laughed wickedly. "Your ass took almost all 21 centimetres. I'm impressed. You're definitely ready for the next step."

I was surprised. I never would have thought something that length would fit up my anus. Then I turned my head to face her crotch and was startled by what I saw. She was wearing a PVC harness with a large purple jelly-like dildo! It looked absolutely huge to me. Was she really going to fuck me with it? Would it even go in?

"We're going to give your tight ass-hole a real workout now, my dear fuck-boy!"

She moved back onto the bed near my rear end. I summoned up the courage to speak without permission.

"Please Mistress," I begged quietly. "Be gentle."

"Gentle?!" she replied indignantly. "Absolutely not, you pathetic little cumslut whore! Now pull your knees up, put your head down on the pillow and stick your ass in the air!"

I did so, feeling particularly vulnerable and wondering if I could handle what was coming next. I felt her applying more lube to my puckered hole. Then she inserted a finger, probing me. It actually felt good. I squirmed with desire.

"Oh, my little bitch likes that," she said softly. "Let's add some more then."

She slipped another finger into my ass, then a third, moving them around and massaging my anal passage. Then she removed them and moved up to my face again. I should have known I would be punished for enjoying it!

"You know what to do, slave," she commanded.

I did as I knew she wanted, by licking her fingers clean. I felt myself getting even more turned on by the depravity of it. I started to wonder if I really was a submissive slut. Did I want her to dominate me? Hell yes!

"How obedient," she commented. Then she was back at my ass. More lube. My ass was still up in the air, my head down in the pillow. I braced myself and wondered if she would take the gentle option. I quickly found out!

She placed the head of the dildo at my hole. Then in one swift and abrupt movement, she penetrated my tight opening. I screamed into the pillow. The pain was intense.

"Don't worry, baby," she said. "It gets better."

She began slowly moving the dildo in and out. Then she sped up the pace and pushed deeper with each thrust. She grabbed my hips, the strap-on keeping her hands free. I had screwed my wife's cunt in this position many times. Now I was the one submissively being fucked hard from behind. My cock, which had temporarily softened during the shooting pain of the penetration, twitched back into life.

She began taunting me, exaggerating certain pieces of information about my sex life which I had told her during our conversations at work as friends.

"I bet your stupid wife doesn't do this to you," she mocked. "She doesn't give you the nasty little things you want in bed. What sort of wife is that? Does she let you play with her ass? No, of course not! She's a repressed, selfish, chubby moron!"

Her thrusting became faster and more violent. "Where does your wife think you are right now? If she was here, I'd tie her up too. I'd slap her ass bright red. Then I'd show her what it feels like to have a big fat dildo in her ass! The dumb ho deserves to be ass-fucked!" She laughed. "Maybe I'd even let you finish the job and explode in the ho's back passage."

The fucking was painful yet my cock was bulging by this point. I knew I should be insulted by her vicious words, but instead I felt more depraved pleasure. I would never have expected to enjoy the sort of intense physical and mental punishments being inflicted upon me. But the further my Mistress went, the more I wanted.

She continued fucking me even harder, her strap-on dildo buried deep in my ass and her hairless cunt rubbing smoothly against my butt cheeks. I cried out every time she delved further into me, but I was now taking pleasure in the pain. I moaned loudly. She obviously enjoyed hearing it.

"Submissive bitch, aren't you? Now you know what it feels like to have a big cock in you. Enjoy feeling pain in your whore ass do you?"

I was losing all my inhibitions. "Oh yes, Mistress! Make me submit to whatever turns you on! Push me over the edge! Make me your slut!" I couldn't believe I was saying the words.

"Hmm, all the nasty, dirty things I want to do to you would take many visits," she teased. "I wonder what my little slut would prefer next time. On his back with his knees up to his chest so I can penetrate deep into his ass, or perhaps doggy-style in the bath so I can give him a golden shower after I ravish his worthless fuck-hole."

Her words, the pain and the violent ass-fucking threatened to send me over the edge.

"Mistress," I said with shame, "I need to cum. I have to cum, please!"

"No, slut, you don't!" she berated, slapping my ass cheeks hard. "And for speaking out of turn, next time you'll have to dress like a real bitch. Stockings, g-string, heels! Maybe we should put you in a slutty little dress too, you stupid bimbo!"

"Yes Mistress," I said breathlessly. "Whatever you wish."

"I'm not finished yet, whore," she replied. "Your ass will take as many different things as I decide to fuck you with. Big fat dildos in different shapes and sizes, without working up to it first. I was being generous tonight, preparing you. Not again. Scream if you need to, I don't care."

She leaned forwards, her tits in the cupless bra brushing against my skin as she reached around my body and pinched my nipples very hard. She was still thrusting into my ass, calling me her slut whore. I squirmed uncontrollably and was unable to stop myself. I exploded, sending gushes of hot, sticky cum onto my chest and the bed. I cried out louder than I ever had before when climaxing.

I was beyond caring what punishment I would be given for exploding without permission. I panted for breath, feeling like a dirty whore and loving it. Instead of chastising me though, she laughed, slowed her movements and then stopped.

"Guess you've had enough for tonight, you pathetic cumslut," she said.

As swiftly as she had penetrated me, she withdrew in one motion. Again I cried out. The sudden emptiness after having been filled by the large dildo was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was similar to the feeling of having been to the bathroom. I felt somewhat worried, realising I had no idea what my rear end looked like right now.

After a few moments she said, almost clinically, "You can go and clean up in the bathroom now, slut. Except your face. Remember you have to leave my dried cunt juices there so you can greet your wife appropriately. Hmm, you have a nice gaping hole there. It will close again eventually. Taking your ass virginity even made you bleed. Poor little whore!"

After I cleaned up and got dressed, she simply told me I could leave. It was as if I had been some hooker she had hired for a few hours. I liked the image though. After what was supposed to be dinner and cards, here I was, being sent home exhausted, completely spent and my face covered in her cum. I had truly become her whore slut bitch.

Later as I fell asleep at home next to my wife, the only thought in my head was for my Mistress: use me, fuck me, abuse me more, then repeat all of the above!





Husbands Submission

My wife, Dana, and I have been experimenting with bondage and other kinky activities for a year or two now. She is not interested in being the submissive/bottom, and I prefer that role. So with that decided from the beginning we have slowly added more and more to our list.

I have fantasized about all kinds of things for some time, but was hesitant to bring it up with her. Finally I did and we started with simple handcuffs and some rope bondage, and I have slowly introduced other ideas over time. To my surprise she has been very receptive of almost all of it.

The first big step was piss play. I was afraid she would just be disgusted and turned off by that and that I would never be able to experience it. But she soon began to actually enjoy pissing on me, and I modified a chair to incorporate a toilet seat to make it more comfortable for her, rather than having to squat over me. But that story is for another time.

Only recently, I showed her a video on the internet of a man being butt fucked by a woman with a strap on dildo, and casually mentioned that I would be “willing” to try that if she was interested. Again to my surprise, she was open to it. We didn’t do anything about it for a while, and hadn’t bought a harness, but I had bought a couple of dildos for her, hoping she would use them to pleasure herself while I watched, bound and gagged, and locked in a chastity device. About the same time I bought an anal hook and expressed an interest in crossdessing. She was ok with that too and I soon began buying some women’s panties, stockings, and other things.

Then one night she blind folded me and tied me face down across the coffee table and began to paddle me. The paddling was nothing new but soon I felt the new sensation of something slippery sliding between my ass cheeks. She was sticking a dildo in my ass! It hurt like hell at first but soon the pain went away and it actually started to feel good to me. She wasn’t gentle with it either, but I found that I liked the feeling of being abused that way. I soon bought a strap on harness, and a bigger dildo, and we used that a few times over the next couple of months. Then after that, for some reason, we didn’t do much of anything for a while except an occasional paddling. Even the chastity device I had bought and wore for a while was sitting in a box unused.

Then one night she told me that she had been thinking about it, and that I needed to make a choice. Either we could stop all of it forever, or I would have to become her slave, and that from now on she would have total control over me. “Think about it before you answer” she said. “I’m serious about this and you may not be ready for everything that’s going to happen”. I thought about it for a few minutes and told her that I was ready to submit to her in any way she wanted.

“Ok” she answered, “I’ll be coming up with some rules and expectations soon, and of course I can change the rules any time I like. Is that clear?” “Yeah” I said, and she immediately grabbed me by the collar and slapped me hard across the face, and said sternly while pointing her finger at me “The first rule is that you will address me as ‘Ma’am or ‘Master’. Is that clear?” “Yes Master” I responded. She then ordered me to go into the bedroom, strip totally naked, get the chastity device, a CB600S with a padlock for which only she has the key, and come back to the living room and put it on in front of her. I did as she said, and as she reached up to snap the lock shut she gave my balls a little slap from below to reinforce her dominance over me. She then had me kneel before her as she gave me instructions for the next day.

I usually get home from work a good hour before her. The next day when I got home I was to take a shower, shave my legs and underarms, and use a scented lotion that she would leave out for me. Then I was to dress in stockings, high heeled shoes, garter belt, a bra, and a short frilly dress. No panties and no chastity this time. Then I was to bring out the “Toy Box” and place it in a specified place in the living room and move the coffee table away from the sofa to the middle of the floor. She explained step by step that I was to take out two pieces of rope, handcuffs, and the leather hood that covered my eyes and had a snap on gag for my mouth. I would put the keys for the handcuffs and the key for the padlock on the hood, on a shelf, well out of reach. Then I was to turn the stereo up loud, kneel down at one end of the table and securely tie my knees to the legs of the table, secure the hood on my head with the gag in my mouth, and lock the padlock, then finally lie across the table and lock my hands to the table legs at the other end with the handcuffs.

That was a lot to do in an hour, but by the time she was due home I was clean, shaved, dressed as instructed, and helplessly bound with the music blaring, fully on display in the middle of the living room. There I waited.

It seemed like more than an hour before she came home. Though with the music playing so loud and the leather hood covering my ears, I couldn’t hear her come in. I only knew she was home when I felt her hand lift my dress, rub my ass, and give it a little slap. Then I could feel her checking to see that I was bound securely, then finally rubbing the sides of my head through the leather hood. She held my face and finally spoke. “You realize that there is no turning back now, right?” “MmHmm” I mumbled with the gag preventing any resemblance of speech. “You are so fucked!” she said with a carefree laugh. Then I could sense that she walked away. I lay there wondering what might happen next, and what she was doing. I could only hear the music, and feel the discomfort of my bindings and the light drape of my dress barely covering my ass.

After a few minutes I was shocked back to reality by the solid crack of a paddle across my ass. Then my dress was raised out of the way and draped across my lower back, followed by several more hard licks that almost brought tears to my eyes. The pain was nearly unbearable but I could only tense up and grunt through the gag. She softly rubbed the paddle on my sore ass for a moment and then it hit again. This time she must have swung it with all her strength, and laughed at me as I screamed into the gag with the shock of such a brutal attack.

Again, she left me there for several minutes. The pain from the paddling had subsided to a warm stinging sensation now, and finally I felt the cool leather of her riding crop slipping over the reddened cheeks. Soon it slapped hard onto the back of my right thigh, and then the left. Slowly she swatted again and again, carefully moving from the back to the inner parts of my legs, and occasionally my back and the sides of by torso. Then finally, and without warning, it slapped hard against the bottom side of my exposed balls, sending me once again into screaming pain. Then before I could begin to recover, another slap, and then another.

I couldn’t believe the pain she had inflicted, and she was laughing as she again walked away. I felt close to passing out and felt the wetness of tears inside the leather mask. I had asked for this, but was wondering if she might be going too far.

Masked and gagged as I was I had no way to ask her to stop. No matter my response when she asked things like “You like that don’t you?” or “Did that hurt, you little sissy bitch?” she just said “Good. You have more coming.”

After a short time of being left alone again I felt the coldness of lubricant being generously applied to the crack of my ass, and a gloved finger forcing some of it inside and loosening my hole. I knew what this meant and the finger was soon replaced with the familiar feel of a dildo being shoved fully inside my rectum in the first push. It took my breath away as it suddenly pushed so deep with no time to get used to the penetration. She held it inside me and leaned forward, reached under my chest, and twisted hard on my nipples, then let go and withdrew the dildo only to slam it hard inside me again. Then I could feel her hands bracing on the sides of my waist as she continued the brutal fucking, pounding my ass again and again for what seemed like forever.

Again I was grunting and nearly screaming with each thrust as she continued fucking me like some filthy slut in a back alley. The pain was now gone and my ass felt loose and worn. Then she slowed her pace and gave a few more hard thrusts, slamming her hips into my buttocks to ensure full penetration each time. Then finally she withdrew and walked away again.

After enough time for her to remove the strap on harness and gather herself, she came back to me and said “You are such a whore aren’t you?” “MmmHmm” I tried to respond, still tightly bound and gagged. She reached around and unsnapped the gag, and pulled it from my mouth. “What did you say? I couldn’t hear you.” “Yes” I responded weakly, finally able to speak. “Yes what? Bitch!” she said loudly. “I want to hear you say it!” “Yes! I’m a whore, Master!” I said, louder this time. “You look like a sissy too! All dressed up like a little slut, it’s no wonder you got fucked like that!” “Are you a sissy slut?” she asked. “Yes Master!” I said. “Say it all” she said. “Are you a sissy slut?” “Yes Master, I’m a sissy slut” I yelled. And she said laughing, “I can see that!” “If I let you up now, you’re going to remember your place in this house from now on aren’t you?” she asked. “Yes Master, I will.” I said.

“Good boy!” she told me, still speaking loudly over the loud music. I couldn’t believe she was putting up with that noise for so long. She leaned over and untied my legs from the table, then walked around and unlocked the handcuffs, allowing me to stand up. My knees were weak from all the abuse, and a little stiff from being in the same position for at least three hours by now. I was a little wobbly at first but it felt good to stand.

She moved me to one side of the table to which I had been bound, stood me facing in the direction of the sofa, and told me to stand still. I could hear the table being moved across the floor away from where I was standing, and then she was gone again for a few minutes. I stood there as she ordered, and waited, wondering what might be next.

Soon she returned and told me to kneel down. I did as I was told, and she told me that she was putting a plate in front of me on the floor. “Now you’re going to give me a little show.” “A show?” I asked. “I want you to masturbate, and cum on the plate in front of you. If you can get it all on the plate I’ll let you up, unlock the mask, and let you get dressed. But if you get even a drop on the floor, you’ll have to lick it all up. Is that clear?” “Yes Master” I said, with obvious hesitation. “I make the rules here. Now get started.” She said, demandingly. “Yes Master.” I said, as I raised my dress with one hand and began stroking my dick with the other.

I felt a bit embarrassed to do this in front of her, but she ordered it so I would do as I was told. And somehow, still being masked and unable to see made it easier for me to feel alone with my fantasies and soon my dick began to harden as I masturbated. I thought about all that had happened, and fantasized about what the future may bring with this new way of life, and soon I could feel an orgasm beginning. Soon the cum spurted out in three or four heavy loads and I aimed it as best I could toward the plate she had placed in front of me. I shuddered as the orgasm subsided, and carefully shook the remaining drops toward the plate.

She walked over and squatted beside me with one hand on my shoulder. “You did very well!” she said. “Almost all of it went on the plate, and it’s a huge gob too!” she added. “But I’m afraid there are a few drops on the floor.”

As I was horny and masturbating, the thought of licking up my cum didn’t seem too bad. I hoped I would get it all on the plate, but wasn’t too worried if I didn’t. But now, after such an orgasm, I was no longer horny and really didn’t want to do this. But I had agreed to do as she said and set my mind to follow through.

She grabbed the back of my hair and forced me to lean over, guiding my face to the drops on the floor. I could feel the wetness of one spot as my lips touched it and began licking it up through the mouth hole in the mask. “Get it all, pussy boy!” she said. “I don’t want any spots on my carpet!” Then she guided me to another, and one more, larger glob, making me thoroughly clean each one. When that was done she said “Good! Now finish up the rest of it on the plate.” Again she guided my face to the right spot and pushed my face down into the puddle of goo on the plate, smearing it on my lips, and I could feel that some had stuck to the outside of the mask and some had squeezed between the mask and my cheek. “Lick it up, you nasty bitch!” She said. And I proceeded to lick up all that was on the plate.

When I was done she took the plate and told me to stand up again. Then the table was once more moved to the center of the floor, this time oriented so my face would be toward the sofa, and I was told to “resume the position”. I told you that if you could get all of your little mess on the plate I would let you go.” She said. “But you missed, didn’t you?” “Yes Master” I said, as she replaced the handcuffs, and bound my legs again to the table.

There I waited once again, the stickiness of my own semen on my lips and face, and soon the music was turned down to a quieter, more normal volume. “Tell me you’re a nasty little bitch and you want more.” She said. “I’m a nasty little bitch, and I want more Master!” I said, expecting the paddling to start again.

Then to my surprise she unlocked the mask, slowly loosened the strap and the laces that held the back to a tight fit, and pulled the mask from my head. Immediately, laughter and applause broke out in the room as I squinted, opening my eyes in the bright light. The whole time five of Dana’s female friends, and two of their husbands, had been watching everything. I could see one of the girls with a video camera pointed directly at my face, recording my embarrassment and humiliation.

Dana came over and held my face toward the camera, squeezing my cheeks to make me pucker, and saying “Isn’t SHE a cute little whore?” Everyone laughed, and one of the girls said “That was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen Bobby” as she high fived one of the other girls. Then the laughter got louder as those two got up wearing strap on dildos, bigger than the one Dana had used. Before I could speak, Dana wrapped another gag around my mouth, the kind with a large opening that held the mouth in an open position. Once again I was bound and gagged, but this time able to see and hear. The others laughed and jeered as Dana asked, “Ready for round two, bitch?”








Taking My Husband

"Will you be a dear and clean the kitchen tonight?" I asked my husband, who was sitting in his recliner watching television.

"Come on honey, I'm watching something right now." Bryan said, pointing the remote around me and at the TV as if he could somehow zap me and make me move as easily as he could change the channel.

I looked back and saw that hateful little planet at the edge of the T.V. screen. Just great, the fucking sci-fi channel. He would be sitting in his chair all night. I knew that in order to get him up, I was going to have to bring out the big guns.

I gave him my sexiest smile, straddled him, and ground seductively against him. "I'll make it worth your while," I whispered in his ear.

I could feel him responding beneath me and he leaned up to kiss me, but I pulled back. "But first the dishes," I said, giving him a quick peck on the lips and hopping off his lap.

Bryan threw a pillow at me, hitting me in the rear. "Tease," he called after me, but he quickly got up and went to the kitchen.

I followed, watching him while he worked. He looked cute washing dishes in his boxers. I trailed a finger down to my sex. I was as hot and wet as the dishwater.

I went to the bedroom to wait for him to finish, but, I was too hot to wait. I got up, opened my goody drawer and removed a vibe to keep me occupied until he returned. However, my attention fell to the strap-on at the bottom of the drawer.

I had always wondered what it would be like to be the penetrator instead of the penetratee, if you know what I mean. I had always been curious, but never had the courage to talk to Bryan about it.

Actually, I brought it up as a joke once, but Bryan just laughed said, "You're not coming near me with that thing." Ever since, I had been too hesitant to pursue it further.

Stripping off my panties and tank top, I attached the latex cock to my crotch. I walked to the full length mirror and looked at my reflection. I wrapped my fist around the shiny black cock and posed, propping my leg up on the chair. Damn, I looked powerful! Authority and strength radiated from my body. Then my thoughts turned to my husband diligently washing dishes in the kitchen. It's now or never, I thought, and tip-toed silently to the kitchen.

Bryan's back was still turned, while he was drying the dishes and placing them in the cabinet like a good little husband. I snuck up behind him and reached into his boxers, firmly grasping his cock.

He jumped. "Jesus Christ! Shit, you scared me!" he said. "Don't sneak up on me like that when I've got plates in my hand."

I stroked his cock, until it grew stiff in my hand. "What was that sweetie?"

"Nothing," he groaned. He tried to turn around, but I pulled his cock up and away, making him stand on his tip-toes leaning over the counter.

"Don't turn around."

"Ouch, ease up - you're hurting me Debbie." He tried to grab my wrist, but I only pulled harder.

"I'll pull it off." I threatened. His hand moved away and I slacked off on the pressure. My free hand traveled down to his ass, massaging his cheeks possessively. "Now, who's in charge?" I asked, while my finger pressed between his cheeks against his tightly clenched ass to emphasize my point. "Hmmm?"

"Come on honey, let's go to bed. I don't like this game," he whined.

He was getting ornery again. I don't know what possessed me, but I opened the drawer and pulled out a small knife. He immediately froze as soon as he saw it in my hand. I traced the sharp of the blade up and down his spine. "What did I say about turning around?"

He hesitated. I heard him gulp. "You said not to."

"That's right." I squeezed his cock. It was harder now than ever. He might try to pretend, but I knew he liked it. "Now . . . tell me who's in charge."

"You are." I felt his body tremble against mine.

"That's right." I placed the blade beneath his underwear. "Now, let me see this body you've been teasing me with." I cut at his boxers with the knife. Well, more like I hacked at them. The boxers proved to be a formidable opponent, but I couldn't let myself defeated by mere cotton and elastic.

I yanked them down his legs. They were trembling with his fear.

"Please, Deb. . . I don't like this."

His cock pulsed in my hand. "Liar." I kissed his neck and moved my hand from his cock to his nipple, pinching it lightly. My kiss turned stronger until I was sucking at his neck as hard as I could. I nipped his skin with my teeth and tightened my fingers on his nipple. My bite extracted a mewling moan from his throat.

"Tell me the truth, bitch. You like this don't you?" I whispered in his ear and then tongued it.

"Ugh . . . yes," he gasped.

"And I'm not Deb. I'm a burglar, who broke into the house. Your wife is asleep in bed." I poked him with the knife blade. "You got that?"

"Yes . . .I got it," he said.

"Good. Reach over there and get that bottle of Joy. Come on. Hurry up, before you make me angry!" He was shaking and so unsure of himself. I stroked him as he reached for the bottle of Joy.

"You can do it baby. Go on. Now, pour some of it into your hand. Keep going, pour a whole handful. That's good. Now, give me your hand." I guided his hand back, careful not to spill the detergent and placed it over my cock. He jumped when he discovered my surprise and tried to pull away, but I held him fast.

"Please, don't," he said, while I guided his hand up and down my cock.

"Did you know that I've been watching you from the window every night? Did you enjoy teasing me? Washing dishes in your naughty underwear? Showing your body off slut? Did you think you could get away with that?" I brought his hand up behind his back, forcing him to bend over the counter.

I was getting into my new role more and more. I had never felt so strong before. So powerful! And I hadn't even taken him yet.

As I placed the head of the cock against his ass, I felt the moisture gushing from my sex like a fountain. Bryan groaned when I pushed forward. The cheeks of his ass clenched tightly, but it was no use, I only pressed harder until the head slipped in.

"Ow, ow god." He struggled to get away. "I'm sorry honey. Please, I can'tdo this."

I pushed his arm up further. "I'm not your honey bitch. Do you think you can just tease me like this and then toss me away? Besides, I know what a slut like you wants."

"Come on, just relax. It will only hurt if you try to fight it." I took him with short tiny strokes, ever so slowly moving deeper and deeper into his ass.

I could feel the resistance fading with every stroke. Was it my imagination or was he pushing back against me? No it wasn't my imagination.

"That's it bitch. Didn't I say I knew what a slut like you wanted? That's it slut, just relax and give it up to me."

He grunted every time I bottomed out. I slammed into him harder. My thighs were slapping loudly as they collided with his on every stroke. "Don't I know what you want? Don't I, bitch?"

"Ugh - yes," he admitted. He was mine now and we both knew it.

My pussy quaked. I was getting ready to cum, but I still wanted a little more.

"Come on slut. Pick your leg up and put it on the counter. That's good. Pull your knee to your face, but don't you dare look at me. If you look at me, I'm going to have to kill you bitch, cause I'm not going to jail."

My cock was covered in foamy bubbles from the detergent. "Ah-ah-ah-I'm cumming," I cried. "Oh God, you're making me cum, you hot little bitch."

My strokes slowed as my orgasm waned. I felt something on my hip. I looked down in surprise at my husband's hand.

"Please," he begged. "I'm so close."

I slowly pulled out, marveling as his reddened pucker opened and closed before my eyes.

"Not much of a tease now, are you? Tell me bitch. Tell me what you want. Do you want to be the fucker or do you want to be the fuckee?"

He tried to pull me into him, but I wanted him to say it. To tell me what I wanted to hear. "Tell me."

He trembled to my touch. "I-I want to . . . be the fuckee. Please," he groaned.

I looked at him there with his eyes closed, his body in such a vulnerable position on the counter, and slid into him with long hard stroke knowing he was mine. I wondered what was going through his mind. Was he imagining it was me fucking him or someone else? It didn't really matter. I was there and I was fucking him.

I dropped the knife and grabbed him by the hair. I pulled him back into me. "Tell me what you want. Tell me bitch!"

"Fuck me - ugh- oh God fuck me!" he moaned.

"Fuck you where, whore?" I demanded, as I slapped his ass hard enough for the neighbors to hear.

"Fuck-my-ass-"

I slapped him hard on the ass. "Louder bitch! I didn't hear you."

"Ugh-Fuck-my-ass-ahh-fuck-my-ass!"

"That's it bitch. Tell the world what a slut you are." His body glistened as he squirmed from the pleasure. His leg knocked a cup down on the floor. It wasn't going to be long now.

I grabbed his swollen cock and pumped it. "You're cumming bitch, I can feel it. You better scream for me whore. Scream out loud!"

"I'm cumming," he cried in a long soul piercing wail. I jerked his cock as he spurted, covering the counter with his copious discharge. After he came down from his climax, I gently pulled out of him.

"You were the best fuck ever, my little tease." I licked his semen from my fingers. "When you get cleaned up, your wife will be in bed waiting for the most gorgeous hunk of husband in the world to fuck her brains out."

I clutched his panting body close to mine and kissed his back. It tasted of salty sweat. "I love you," I whispered and then went to wait for him in bed.





My Mother in Laws Strapon

My name is Paul (24years,170cm,120pds)and I love my mother in

law, we have always got on well together ever since I married her

daughter 2 years earlier, we had even progressed to a little

titillation and on more than one occasion she had caught me

looking at her legs when she sat cross legged on the sofa and a

couple of times when I tried to peer down her top to see what

color bra she had or if she even wore one or as much of her

breasts as possible, she would always give me one of those sexy

knowing smiles.

Carol my Mother in Law had divorced her husband Bob 1 years ago

and she now lived alone but only an hours drive away.

She had called me one during the week and asked if I would come

over on Saturday to give the garage a bit of a clean out, as my

wife Jane was working all day I quickly agreed.

I couldn't wait for Saturday to come around, so I could spend

time with Carol and who knows what I may get to see...

She came out to greet me as I pulled into the driveway, she was

wearing a low V neck jumper and a loose skirt that came to just

above her knees, My mother in law was still in pretty good shape

for her 46 years of age,180cm,155pds brown hair that came to her

shoulders, and nice ample bosom but not too large and though she

carried a few extra pounds she still had a nice figure, she

wasn't a bubble or a barrel, you could see she had a waistline

and low heel shoes, she greeted me with a hug and a quick kiss on

the lips , I could feel her breasts on my chest through the

jumper and started to get hard thinking about what she may or not

be wearing under that top. I followed her inside enjoying the

look from the rear, watching that nice firm looking ass sway

under the skirt, we made idle chat for a few minutes and I

couldn't stop my eyes from wondering down to the V in the top

catching sight of a little cleavage, my curiosity was aroused not

to mention other things. We then walked out to the garage, she

had the old trailer all ready for me to load up and told me

anything I wanted I could have, and the rest was for the rubbish

tip.

She then left me to work indoors and I tackled the garage with

gusto, a lot of the stuff was rubbish, old books, bits of wood

etc, there were a few things I scored for myself, an electric

drill, saw and a few hand tools that would come in handy, I then

opened the old wardrobe in the corner and started to empty it,

when I noticed a box on the top shelf at the back, carefully

taking it down I set it on the bench top and opened it...

What I saw took my breath away, in the box was a collection of

garter belts, stockings, an assorted collection of thongs and G

strings, ¼ cup, ½ cup and see thru bras, but the biggest surprise

of all under all the clothing were a couple of different sized

vibrators, lubricant, wrist and ankle shackles and a couple of

different styles of Strap-on harnesses and the rubber "cocks"

that fit into them, averaging about 7 to 8 inches in length and a

nice size diameter so to speak, I was stunned but starting to get

very aroused at the thought that Carol would have dressed up in

these clothes and would use the Strap-on on Bob, I had to find

out more so closing the box I carried it into the house.

I called out to Carol to come to the kitchen where I had put the

box on the table, when she walked in she gasped at the sight of

the box on the table and started to go red realizing that I knew

what was in the box...

"Are you sure you want to tip this stuff?" I asked her looking

her in the eyes. She didn't answer straight away and wouldn't

look me in the eyes, I then asked her, "Did you use this stuff

when you were married to Bob?"

I watched her fidget a little I took her chin in my hand lifting

her head up to look me in the eyes and told her "Carol you can

tell me anything we are family and I would understand."

She nodded and said "ok."

She opened the box started to finger some of the items, I saw her

look down at my crotch she must have noticed that it was bulging,

she took a deep breath gave a small smile and told me to sit,

" Oh yes Paul." she said excitedly "I used to use all this stuff,

Bob loved me to dress up and use the vibrators and strap-on's on

him, as well as on myself while he watched, sometimes I would tie

him up, on the odd occasion he would dress a little in some of

this stuff and I would make him suck me like a tart and then fuck

him in the ass, we did it all over the house, in the garden even

in the garage, I loved doing it and he loved it as well, and I

sort of miss it now."

When she stopped talking I could see she was breathing a little

heavier than usual and she has a flushness about her, I was

stunned at the admittance as well as little shocked at the

language and also incredibly turned on,,

She asked me "Are you alright Paul?"

I nodded weakly and said "Sorry to have bought up painful

memories and sort of wished you hadn't told me now"

"No need to be sorry Paul, I am glad to have told you about it,

it makes me feel better, but why do you now wish I hadn't told

you?"

"Nothing," I replied "It's ok," but with no real conviction in my

voice.

"Oh no," she replied, "Don't tell me that this is something you

want and my daughter won't come across?"

"That's about it Carol," I replied "Jane is a little bit

conservative in regards to that or any anal play, don't get me

wrong our sex life is good, but you know, I would like a little

more."

"Hmm yes" she replied I know what you mean", but she said in a

certain way I couldn't put my finger on it just the way she said

it.

"Look" she said, I'll put this box away, you go lock up the

garage and tie the trailer down ready for the trip to the tip

then we'll have a drink." she turned left the room, I went

outside tied the trailer locked the garage and was just walking

in the back door when I heard Carol call me to give her a hand in

the bedroom.

What I saw stopped me in my tracks, she had put on a negligee, a

see thru bra which clipped at the front, it showed her nipples

exposed and hard, black suspender belt with stockings and,

covering her neatly trimmed bush she had on a crotch covered

Strap-on harness with one of the 8 inch dildo's sticking out

front. I just stood there with my mouth agape, my cock getting

harder by the second, Carol looked down and could see the bulge

swelling in my jeans, "hmm" she said " this looks like what you

want" I just nodded dumbly taking in the vision in front of me.

"Strip," she commanded, without hesitation I got naked in front

of my 46 year old mother in law, my breath catching in my throat

as I lowered my boxers finally exposing myself to Carol's gaze.

She walked up to me and putting her arms around my neck she

kissed me deeply, her tongue working its way into my mouth, it

was a weird sensation, feeling my 1/2 naked mother in law against

my body, she worked her tongue into my mouth and I felt her right

hand work its way down to my cock where she slowly started to

stroke it, I reached up and rolled one of her nipples thru the

bra between my fingers, I felt her shudder as I gently squeezed

and played with the bud.

She stepped back and placing her hands on my shoulders gently

forced me onto my knees I knew what she wanted and I found myself

getting excited at the thought of sucking my Mother in laws

"cock". I put the cock in my mouth and looking up I could see her

looking down at me and running her fingers over her breasts and

circling her nipples, I started bobbing my head up and down on

the cock then reached up and strted jerking my cock

"Oh yes," she gasped,"Touch me up Paul, maturbate yourslves as

you suck my cock."

Listening to her talking dirty really turned me on and I  sy and

started to  jerk myselves in time with my sucking. I could feel

my breathing heavy and iwas starting to build towards an orgasm

when she pulled away from me and,

"No," she panted "Not yet I want you first, stand up hon."

I stood up in front of her, with a hard on that could have lifted

a truck

"Oh Carol" I gasped "Please do with me what you want." all I

could think about was having my mother in law in me and later

returning the favor.

She placed her hands on my shoulders and turned me around so my

back was to her,   , then she grabbed my ass cheeks and spread

them wide she said"Oh my! Someone doesn't know how to wipe his

ass .Now go in the bathroom and get the toilet paper to clean

your ass". I moved toward  bathroom and returned to her with a

toilet paper.she took the toilet paper from and asked me to show

my ass to her.Taking the toilet tissue from me, she firmly

stroked my sore ass crack and  threw  it into the dustin

After cleaning my ass giving my ass a light slap she told me "Go

have a quick shower hon I want all of you nice and clean."

I walked away to the shower feeling her eyes on my ass as I left

her, climbing into the shower I was embarraed about getting my

ass wiped and isoaped myself all over lingering a little longer

than normal on my hard cock, slowly giving it a few strokes

thinking about what was about to happen but stopping after a

couple of strokes not wanting to cum too soon. I stepped out of

the shower, quickly dried myself and walked back to the main

bedroom.

When I entered the bedroom I noticed that she had laid a bath

towel on the bed, and a tube of lube on the nightstand next to

the bed, I walked up to her.

"Kiss me Paul, kiss your Mother in Law who is going to fuck you,"

I walked up to her and put my arms around her and kissed her with

all the passion and lust of a new lover. I reached up and

caressed her breasts through the bra, she moaned into my mouth,

and started to rub her body against me I could feel the "cock"

rubbing up against my cock and stomach knowing that soon it would

be in my ass.

"Turn around," she commanded "Walk to the bed till your knees are

touching it.

" I stopped at the bed as she commanded, she moved up behind me

and I could feel the Strap-on cock work its way between my legs,

she put her arms around me and grasped my cock, slowly stroked it

as she whispered in my ear.

"Paul I am going to fuck that virgin ass of yours, like the tart

that you are, you want this don't you?"

I hesitated, too caught up in the emotions of the moment,

"Tell me Paul, beg me to fuck you,"

"Oh yes Carol." I almost shouted "Please Carol fuck me, fuck my

ass make me a tart, make me your tart."

"Good Hon," she whispered and she pushed me on the bed, "Get on

all fours Paul, put your head on the bed open your legs and reach

back and open that virgin ass for me."

I did as commanded, my breath coming in gasps, I couldn't believe

after all these years one of my fantasies was about to come

true...

I reached back and pulled my ass cheeks apart exposing myself to

my lover, suddenly I felt her hands also on my ass cheeks pulling

them apart even more, next I felt her hot breath softly blowing

on my puckered ring, I couldn't believe it, my wife's mother. My

elderly mother in law was about to lick my ass to kiss me in a

place I never believed would happen. I groaned as I felt her

tongue run up my ass crack from just about my balls, through the

crack over my ass hole, where she lingered and circled the hole

then up to the top of my ass, slowly sliding her tongue back down

again but this time stopping at my ass hole but starting to put

some pressure there, she was going to tongue fuck my ass I was

gasping now pushing my self back against her tongue, her hands

came round to the front of my thighs and she started pulling me

back against her forcing her tongue against my ass until the tip

worked its way in.

I reached for my cock, I needed relief the pleasure was so

intense I was so turned on I needed to cum.

She pulled away "No Paul" she shouted "Not yet I told you."

I reluctantly let go of my raging cock, Looking back I saw her

drop the negligee and reach to the tube of lube, taking the cap

of she squirted some onto the artificial cock and started to rub

it all over, watching my elderly mother in law wanking that cock

just like I would do was almost too much for me, I thought I was

going to blow my load all over the bed at the sight.

I jumped when I felt something cool pour on top of my ass, then I

felt her hand caressing the oil all over my ass cheeks and

sliding her fingers up and down my crack making it all slippery

and available, I winced a little when I felt one of her fingers

slide in to my ass, the pain was exquisite at this point I didn't

care what happened she could have done anything she wanted to me,

I gasped when she started to slide it back and forth the pain

wasn't too bad now and quickly went away as the sensation of pure

lust took over, I was moving back against her finger encouraging

her to keep going, then she slid another finger in and really

started to work on my asshole, getting it ready for her fuck toy.

Then her fingers were gone, I was starting to feel empty and

disappointed when suddenly I felt the tip of the "cock" touch my

puckered ring, I tensed waiting for the pain of pleasure that was

about to invade my body, Slowly she pushed the head against my

ass, I could feel my ass ring slowly stretching as the "cock"

slowly entered me, suddenly it slipped in, I moaned as I felt my

asshole release as the "cock" slipped all the way in,

"Oh god," I yelled," it's in, you are fucking your son in law

Carol."

She began thrusting in and out slowly at first then quicker and

she sensed my ass accommodate her, she put her hands on my hips

and pulled me back onto her as she thrust forward, the feeling

was sensational, I could feel myself getting close to cumming and

I hadn't even touched myself yet...she changed pace and

technique, slowly pulling the "cock" all the way out and pushing

it back in, it was like being entered for the first time over and

over again, I was now her slut.

I was pushing myself back against her telling her to "Fuck me,

make me yours."

It was almost too much for me and I told her I was getting close

to cumming,

She pulled out of me and sat herself back in the chair."  She

then patted her long thighs and said with a smile, " Why don't

you have a seat on my lap so we can get something long and

straight between us?"

I walked over to her and she reached up and turned me around so I

could sit  and look at her   there, her breast exposed through

the see thru bra, the "cock" all slick with lube jutting out in

front of her, she was panting, her body was coated with a light

sheen of the exertions, Reaching down she pulled my legs apart

and With her hands on my hips she pulled me down until the tip of

her   head of the strap-on against was my ass hole and , smiling

she looked into my eyes as she slid the "cock" into my ass in one

swift motion. She started to fuck me in earnest now with me

sitting on her lap with strapon impaled on my ass.

"Paul you are my slut now, I will have you whenever I want and

you can have me when you want but right now I want to see you

cum, jerk off for me hon squirt your cum all over my tits for

me."

I grasped my cock and started to jerk off

"Slowly." she said,

then, Carol reached up and unclipped her bra finally I was

looking at those breast I had been trying to look at for so many

years, she slid the bra off her arms and threw it across the

room, she started to fuck me harder and faster. She then reached

up and began playing with her breasts rolling the nipples between

her fingers.

This sight was too much for me

"Carol," I screamed, "I about to cum." stroking my cock faster

and faster,

"Cum Paul, cum for me let me see your cum on my belly."

I shuddered as my cock exploded, the first squirt hit me on the

her chest, the second a bit  on her tits slowly the squirts

decreased as my orgasm slowly subsided Carol had stopped pumping

me and watched as I coated  her body in my cum.

She pulled out and sat me on lap she kissed me on the lips

sliding her tongue into my mouth, pulling away she looked down at

the jism on her chest and stomach reaching out Carol started to

rub the cum all over my body.

Looking at me she smiled and said "I don't think i did wih you

and i want to fuck you in a differnt position.why dont sit bac on

cock again?"  she pulled me the rest of the way down on to her

then became very still.I worked myself down on Mto her and she

spread her legs to allow me to get all of her  cock into me. I

started to move up and down on her, enjoying the feeling of the

shaft of her cock as it slid through my tight rectum. She took

her hands from my hips and put them behind her head. Then she

leaned back and scooted her butt to the edge of the chair so that

she was in a reclining position. I placed a hand on each breast

as I started to ride up and down on her. I squeezed her breasts

gently and played with the nipples as she looked into my eyes

with a small smile on her face. After a few minutes of that I

leaned down and began to suck on her nipples as I ran my hands

along her sides and down to her waist.  I put my arms around her

neck, then leaned down and pressed my mouth to hers. She quickly

opened her mouth so she could push her hot tongue deep into my

mine in time with the thrusts of her huge penis.

she put her arms around me and reached down gripping my ass

cheeks in her strong hands as she started to thrust into me in

earnest. she knew i was ready to come any second. Then she did

something I couldn't believe. She pulled her long legs under us

and stood up. She was standing in the middle of the room with her

hands on my ass and my legs wrapped around her waist while she

thrusted into me with total abandon. She stopped kissing me so

she could breathe easier and as I clung to her I realized I could

see us in a mirror on the wall. My mothe in law looked

incredible! She was so beautiful standing there holding me up on

those long shapely legs, and to top it off she was doing it in

high heels! Watching her ass and legs move as she fucked me in

the mirror was all I could stand and I started to have the most

intense orgasm I had ever known.

My motherinlaw almost fell back down on the chair we had been in

when we started and we both sat there gasping for breath.. Her

hands were now caressing my chest and pinching my nipples between

her fingers. I lowered my mouth to hers and we kissed

passionately as she rammed my anus. Our tongues were dancing

inside our mouths as I held her hands together above her head. My

mother-in-law took complete control of me she fucked my ass. She

only let go of my mouth when my breathing was getting too heavy

that she thought i was going to pass out from our act of animal

As soon as I caught my breath I sat up on her and my cum on our

stomachs.

On the other hand, the fact that  my mother-in-law ass fucking my

ass almost made me shot all my cum  after a few heavenly minutes.

But I could feel the end is approaching fast when my balls were

tightening up. She must have felt that when she whispered in my

ears, "Please cum upon me! I want to feel your hot cum upon my

body!" I looked at her with   and Ishe kissed me deeply on the

mouth again. Her pace has now picked up even more and her bed is

now making that familiar squeaky sound. We broke out kiss and I

told her, "I love you Carol." She replied with a smile, "Please,

call me mom when  shoot cum up on me while i fuck your ass with

my cock.will ya?" With that, numerous loads of hot jizz came

squirting out of my gun as fell in he face,stomach and her body

as well as mine as we held each other in a tight embrace.

I said to her,"mom, you are incredible! I've never been with a

woman who was as awesome as you!"

After a while, mom looked at me and said with a grin on her face,

"I think I own your ass , do you think you can come over here

more often?"

Then winked at me.

I can't wait till the next visit...








My Strapon Bride

Regina smiled broadly as she entered the secluded cabin nestled among the tall ponderosa pines. At 24, she had a considerable amount of sexual experience compared to that of the 21 year old man that she married that same morning. Their courtship had lasted nearly eight months, and although they had engaged in sex play, she had not allowed him to have intercourse with her, saying that she would only allow that with a man to whom she was married.

Their sex play had consisted of everything but penetration. Regina provided exquisite blowjobs. After he ejaculated in her mouth, she liked to let his semen dribble and ooze through her parted lips while she looked at him with a coy expression in her eyes. She also provided expert handjobs, during which she teased him mercilessly over a prolonged period of time before allowing him to squirt. In return, she had him perform frequent cunnilingus and manual stimulation for her. They had even spent a few nights together, during which he, in desperate frustration, had lain on top of her in mock intercourse without penetration, and, with his throbbing member nestled between her legs, spurted on the sheets. He worshiped her pussy, mostly with his mouth, which delighted her.

On the drive to the cabin, which entailed negotiation of many miles of winding road with numerous hairpin turns, Regina titillated his fantasies about what was in store for them, interspersing her remarks with cryptic utterances which caused him to question his own sanity at times. She had specific plans for the course that their wedding night would take - plans which she did not divulge. He, of course, anticipated a scenario in which he would tear Regina's clothes off and fuck her, and fuck her, and fuck her. In his fantasy Regina's mouth would be wide open and her eyes shut in ecstasy as he lay on top of her, repeatedly plunging his engorged manhood into her body, driving her wild, and finally spurting jets of hot semen into his naked, unveiled new bride.
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They had brought all the luggage into the cabin, and the front door was open, letting the cool mountain air waft through the place. Regina, standing in the center of the front room with her hands on her hips, deeply inhaled the fresh air. Goose bumps formed on her bare legs all the way down to the tops of the white sneakers that she wore without socks.

Regina's eyes sparkled like the diamonds in her ring. Their lips met, gently touching at first and rapidly progressing to passionate tasty kisses. She reached down, unfastened his trousers, and put her hand around his already growing erection. With wide eyes and a bright smile, she knelt down in front of him and tugged his jeans and undies down past his hips.

"Regina, let's go to bed now," he implored.

"Not yet. Don't worry," Regina replied as she put his already seeping member in her mouth. She worked her tongue all around and made the slurping noises that she knew he would further stimulate him. When she sensed that he was near ejaculation, she opened the back of her throat, pressed forward until her lips were at the base of his penis, and started to hum in a low moan as she kept her tongue working. She knew that he would not endure more than a few seconds of this before ejaculating.

"Uhhhh! Oh, Regina!" he exclaimed as his knees weakened and his pulsing erection erupted in his new bride's mouth. She immediately pulled back and accumulated the spurts of semen in her mouth, milking him in the process. When he had spent the last of the fluid she withdrew, exaggeratedly pursed her lips, and slowly ejected the milky-white liquid from her mouth, letting it dribble and leak messily down her chin and onto the carpet.

"Regina, that was beautiful, but I really wanted to have you," he stated.

"I know, but I want it to be really special - I want to wear my wedding dress and bridal veil when you take me. Also, I want to stimulate you in a special way before that."

"What do you mean?" he asked, referring to her last remark.

"You'll find out later," she replied. "I'm starving! Let's have some dinner and celebrate!"

An hour after their dinner they were back in their secluded place.

"I think you had more to drink than you should have," Regina announced to him. That can affect your performance, you know."

"Now you tell me!" he exclaimed. "What should we do?"

"I'm going to give you some enemas, and then we'll see"

"Enemas?!"

"Haven't you ever had an enema?" she asked with a calculated hint of ridicule.

"Well, yeah, when I was a kid, I used to get them occasionally when I wasn't feeling well. But they weren't fun," he replied defensively.

"Nothing's fun when you're sick," Regina continued, "but do you know that some people actually like them? Look, I'll make it as pleasant for you as I can - but I want you to do everything I tell you. Right now, I want you to get undressed. Take all your clothes off and lie down on the bed while I fix your enema!"

He was apprehensive as he slowly removed his clothes, while Regina, with a carefree smile, unpacked the equipment that she planned to use on him. As he lay on the bed he heard the water running, along with the other sounds of enema preparation. Regina had assembled the douche nozzle onto the hose and fitted it to the red open-top enema bag. Then she scraped a bar of Ivory soap until a suitable amount fell into the bag. Warm water followed until the bag was bulging and full. She got a wire coat hanger and placed one end of it over a door hinge, thereby arranging a makeshift hook for the enema bag at the appropriate height.

She went to lie next to him, still clothed while he was naked. She applied a teasing tickle-touch around his groin with her fingers and coaxed a healthy erection from him. She kept up the teasing while giving him nuzzling kisses. The deepening of his breathing signaled to her that she had him where she wanted him. His arousal meant that he was more likely to cooperate with her wishes.

"Your soapsuds enema is ready," she whispered. "Come on over where I have it set up," she continued, leading him by the hand. "Down on all fours, now," she coaxed, "and touch the floor with your forehead. That's it. Now stay that way until I tell you otherwise."

Regina used some of the soap as a lubricant for the douche nozzle. "UhhhhhUHHH!" he exclaimed as she pushed it in. She released the hose clamp and the warm soapy solution surged into him. He felt a sensation that was completely new to him.

"Aughhh! Regina!"

"It's okay," she said in her most convincing tone.

"Oh! Owwww," he whined.

She cut off the flow for a moment. "It's only two quarts, love. It's all got to go in, and then you hold it for five minutes." The solution surged anew when she released the clamp. A few seconds later he protested anew.

"Uhhhh! It's too much! I can't take it!"

"You stop that fussing!" she snapped. "You need to take it all and hold it in you!" She slowed the flow somewhat, and in a short while the bag gurgled as the last of the solution went in.

"Ow! Ow! I'm cramping," he complained.

"The cramps only last for about ten seconds," encouraged Regina. "Try rocking back and forth while you're holding it in." Her cool fingers grasped his penis and gently manipulated it to a turgid state. This appeared to stop his complaining, except for an occasional groan as the soapsuds solution did its work. When he had retained the enema for at least five minutes, she told him to go get rid of it.

After about fifteen minutes he came out of the bathroom, and Regina had prepared the rinsing enema. "Down on all fours again. You need another one to rinse out all the soapsuds!" she cheerfully instructed.

The second enema went in more easily than the first, and was also easier to retain, especially when Regina manipulated his penis and testicles as she had done before. She made him retain the rinsing enema a few more minutes than the first enema, and told him to get rid of it and take a shower.
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After showering, he entered the bedroom to find Regina dressed in her bridal veil, wedding dress, bare legs, and heels. He also noticed that she had stacked two pillows in the center of the bed, with a towel over them.

"Wow, you look great!" he exclaimed, wide eyed.

She smiled sensuously. "Do you want to fuck me silly?" she asked coyly.

"Mmmmm, yes!" he said, his member hardening.

"Do you want to go inside me and fuck your new bride till you can't go on anymore - all through the night?"

"You know I do!"

"Good - 'cause I'm anxious to let you in - but first I'm going to do the fucking - I'm going to take your virginity."

He looked at her inquisitively. "What - what do you mean?!"

"Come on - face down over these pillows," she instructed, leading him to the bed.

"Y-you mean..."

"Yes, I'm going to use a strap-on, and I'm going to enjoy it. Maybe you'll like it too!"

"Oh, Regina! What kind of -"

"Now, now. It's going to happen, and you might as well submit. It may feel different from what you may expect, and you may come to like it. It's also good for your prostate - some guys find it a real turn-on!"

"R-really? They do?" he tentatively asked.

"Of course. Remember, I'm a lot more experienced in those matters than you are, and since we're celebrating our wedding, I know that you want to have me, but I want to have you too. Over the pillows - now!"

Cautiously, he assumed the position directed by his new bride. With a worried countenance, he looked back at Regina.

"Now, my little virgin,' she spoke, "I want you to put on this eye mask. This is going to be a pleasure trip." Regina placed the eye mask on him and adjusted it. "Now spread your legs... okay, now relax and I'll do the rest."
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With total darkness before him, he felt unsure and vulnerable, unaware that Regina had planned it that way in order to maintain the upper hand. He heard her moving around the room, obviously preparing for the adventure. A few minutes later he felt Regina's fingers part his nether cheeks, then felt a small intrusion. She pulled it out, saying, "That was some lube for your insides. Now I'll put a little more in and work it around in there."

He squirmed slightly as his bride inserted a gloved finger, working it in, out, and around. When in the process she touched his prostate he noticed a somewhat pleasurable sensation, although he was not quite ready to admit to himself that he could get any pleasure from her current attentions. She pulled out for a moment, generously lubed two fingers, and inserted them. He groaned and wiggled, feeling some discomfort as his sphincter felt the pressure of expansion. Several more times she made a point of touching or rubbing his prostate, rekindling his internal conflict of emotions. She applied a generous portion of lubricant to the see-through strap-on probe that she had snapped on to its harness. The harness also had a probe for her, which she had lubed and positioned inside her vagina.

He felt Regina's hands part his nether cheeks, and something cool nestled up to his sphincter.

"If you tighten up, it's going to hurt," she explained. "So I want you to relax back there all the time. I'm going to work my way in gradually."

She went in about an inch and worked the tip of the probe in and out, then plunged it in two inches. "Uhhhhh!" he groaned.

Regina continued to penetrate a little at a time, working it in and out, while being stimulated by the probe that was inside her, which moved slightly every time she penetrated or withdrew. Then she withdrew it completely and applied more lube to the strap-on.

"I'm going to go in all the way now," she announced, trying to contain her arousal. "Remember to stay relaxed!"

She again positioned the tip of the probe at his sphincter, and then, with a slow, steady motion, buried the strap-on all the way in.

"Auuuuugh! Regina! Please!" he cried. Her sinking of the probe deep within him not only gave his sphincter a sudden stretch, it also caused the probe to press firmly on his prostate as it went in.

Regina kept the probe all the way in for a moment. "Ahhh, that feels so good," she exclaimed. Several times she pulled almost completely out and went completely in, gradually increasing the pace. His loud moans considerably increased her excitement.

Being taken from behind was a totally new experience for him. Several times when the strap-on pressed against his prostate, he felt a small volume of seminal fluid seep through his sometimes turgid member.

Regina, getting ready for more intense action, pulled out and generously spread some more lubricant on the strap-on. "Get ready for some more, honey, I'm going in again," she said as she placed the business end of the strap-on at his portal. "Be sure to stay relaxed. Now I'm going to fuck you till your head spins!"

Knowing the position he was in, he could not very well resist.

She pumped gently at first, sinking the probe all the way to the hilt, staying there for a second or two, and then pulling back about three fourths of the way; she repeated this motion again and again, gradually increasing the tempo of her thrusts.

Her hands tightly gripped his hips; she pumped in and out in a snappy fashion; her arousal increased with each thrust as the part that was inside her rocked sensuously.

He pounded on the bed with his fists. "Auuuugh! Ohhhhh! Reginaaaa! Naaaaaa! Ohhhhh!" More seminal fluid seeped from him as the strap-on repeatedly pushed on his prostate.

In a frenzy now, Regina pumped him vigorously as her arousal crested and her orgasmic passion swept through her several times.
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"Ahhhhh! Ahhhhhh! Ohhhhh!" she cried, while her squirming husband, in awe of the astonishing power of his aroused bride, gripped the bed sheets with tight fists. When her orgasm subsided, she pumped slowly a few times and then sank it to the hilt while panting, and draped herself over him.

After a few minutes, she broke the silence. "That felt so good - I'm going to take you like that every night while we're here."

Later, with dimmed lights in the mountain cabin, Regina lay on the bed, her bridal veil partly concealing her ample black hair. Her eyes sparkled and she displayed a wide smile. She wore her wedding dress which was pulled up above her bare legs; her gloved hands beckoned her new husband to enter her. She gasped as he, having waited months for this, impatiently plunged in to the hilt. She reveled in the fullness of his member as he thrust and pounded into her. She loved hearing his repeated exclamations of "Oh, Regina!" as he probed as far inside her as he could. Minute after minute he pumped as she moaned. Finally her open-mouthed moans and the feeling of her hot moist womanhood pushed him over the edge and he spurted months of pent-up sexual desire into his new bride. His member pulsed and spurted while he writhed ecstatically.

He stayed inside his new bride's womanhood and rested his head on her chest. She put her arms around him, and his breathing became steady. A few moments later she felt his member slip out of her pussy, and a trickling of warm juice leaked from her opening. She realized he was asleep. She closed her eyes and planned the next day's adventure, visualizing a scene in which she was taking him with the strap-on. A few minutes later she was asleep.





My Submission

1 The Reveal

I arrived home early from work and an envelope addressed to "My Submissive Slut" greeted me at the door mat. I was shocked. Who was it from? Who was it for? I picked it up, it smelt of my wife's favourite perfume. The adrenaline started pumping through my body. Who has Laura been submissive for? More to the point, who has she been a SLUT for!? I had to open the envelope. It was a letter which read:

"Dear Steve" Steve! That's me! Was this some kind of joke? It continued,

"I have been monitoring your online activities and I am shocked, appalled and most importantly very excited by what you have been doing." I began to realise what this must mean. For the last two years or so I had been addicted to Internet porn. I had seen every genre possible but only a few still excited me as if it was the first time I'd seen them. One of these was "Femdom" porn. I had many videos and pictures of wives controlling their husbands, fucking other men and generally doing whatever they felt like in the bedroom. I'm not into the 24/7 total slave stuff where guys do household chores etc. My main turn-on has always been giving pleasure to my gorgeous wife. Contrary to most guys, my physical pleasure during sex is not top of my priority list. From this basis, my sexual fantasies have evolved and I'd love Laura to take advantage of my submissive sexuality and to take it as far as possible. I've always been too afraid of what Laura might think of me if I suggested to her that I wanted her to be my Mistress. That is why I have kept my fantasies a secret from her until now. The letter continued,

"I have decided to become your sexual Mistress. Our "normal" sex life is now over. The main reason for this is that I have lost patience with your disobedient cock." My "disobedient cock" began to come alive as I was reading my new Mistress's words. I couldn't believe what I was hearing from my own wife! I'd heard this sort of thing in porn videos etc but this was real and so much more horny. I was eager to know what else she had written.

"From now on, you will only be touching my soft pussy with your mouth or tongue. No more fingering or fucking for you Steve (unless I'm in the mood for an average cock which lasts less than ten seconds)." I read and re-read this part a couple of times. No more sex. I wasn't bothered by that so much but it occurred to me that Laura loves fucking, so was she going to be depriving herself of fucking too? Something told me no.

It was true that my cock was "average" size. It was also true that my cock only lasted about ten seconds in my wife's beautiful wet pussy, but Laura had told me that these issues never really bothered her because I could give her the most wonderful orgasms with my mouth. This letter, however, gave the impression that now she wanted more than my cock.

"I will expect you to buy me certain gifts when I want them and I have already bought a few things to start with. You will see these when I arrive home at 8:30. This should give you about two hours to get ready for your first session as my submissive slut. Don't be scared, I'm not going to do anything too extreme tonight. I just would like to set a few rules and discuss my plans for us in our future Femdom marriage. I would like you to shower and be lying naked on our bed. If you are not doing this when I arrive home I will assume that you do not want to make your fantasies a reality and we will continue with our normal lives and talk no more about it. All my love, Mistress Laura"

This was a dream come true for me. Being at the mercy of Laura's sexual pleasure. There was no way that I would not be naked on that bed at 8:30! I showered and imagined what laura was going to say to me when she arrived. I suddenly became very nervous. Was this a joke? Was she really up for this?

We have been together for a decade since we were both 18 years old. She has always been a dominant lover and it seemed we were destined to be together but we never chatted about being dominant or submissive we just did what came naturally. I would love to lick her to orgasm and then fuck her so that she wouldn't be disappointed with the length of time it took me to cum. We'd both be satisfied with this arrangement. Now maybe things were going to become much more "Dom/sub" in our sexlife. I lay on the bed, naked, and hoped.

2 Introductions

"Hello slut" Laura said.

"Hiya" I replied.

We both smirked. I was lying on our bed naked, she had just come back from the gym. It was only the second time she had been so I asked how it went.

"Very well, thanks. Lots of fit men." she replied.

I laughed, and expected her to do the same. She didn't, she really was looking at the fit men. This is not like Laura, I thought. She would never be so open and candid about looking at guys. I really liked this change. What else had changed overnight?

"I think we need a chat Steve." she said as she sat on the side of the bed next to me.

"O.K." I had a feeling that this is when she'd say she had been joking about the letter and that she was very angry about me looking at all those kinky sites.

"I love you very much." She continued. "The stuff that you have been wanking to online has really made me think about our sexual relationship and I can see that we have evolved into having mild Femdom sex and I would love to explore this with you and see where it goes. By you being here naked I take it that you are happy with this. So, I want to tell you what it going to happen from now on. I'm not going to be a sadist who will hurt or humiliate you for the sake if it. Anything I do to you or make you do will be for MY pleasure. You're pleasure comes very low on the list. I have been planning this for many months and I would love you to embrace all of my ideas and kinks. If you become a good sub slut it will turn me on more than anything you have anything you have ever done before. I know what you enjoy and don't enjoy from what you've been looking at online and I promise to try and stay within you're desires but there may be times when you will regret my becoming your Mistress but I promise at every stage you will be adding to my excitment and pleasure by cooperating. That's all I wanted to say before we begin this journey. Is there anything you would like to ask?"

I was so hard at this speech but Laura couldn't see my cock so I just pointed down towards my erection and said

"He is ready to serve Mistress." we both laughed.

"Good slut." she said as she carressed my hard cock.

"Stand up slut, I want to give you something for allowing me to use you as I wish for the rest of our marriage. Enjoy it."

I stood up as Laura slid off the bed onto her knees. She looked up at me and placed the head of my cock into her mouth. She licked underneath from the base to the tip which sent shivers down my spine. Then in one movement attempted to deep throat my eager cock. I felt she was acting like she was sucking my cock for the last time. She was bobbing her head on it quickly and I could see her touching her pussy. She took my hand and made me feel her cunt. Wow I love the feeling of warm, wet pussy. I wanted to pleasure her right then but she had said I should enjoy my own pleasure. Laura was now using her hand to smooth my full balls. Her saliva was making my cock slide in and out of her throat with ease and it was becoming the best blow job I could ever remember. She didn't stop the rhythm for about five minutes, in out in out, more spit, dribble lubing her throat I was on the verge of cumming and I told her so, she didn't change a thing except her own masturbation became quicker. I wanted to make her cum but I don't think I had a choice. She began to moan which sent a vibration through my cock. I came there and then. Laura continued the rhythym and she swallowed the whole load and licked the cum from my cock so that i didn't need to clean myself up.

Laura hadn't taken her eyes off me during the whole thing and she said

"I really hope you enjoyed that. I know i did, but tomorrow will be quite different and more pleasurable for us both."

She had cum during my orgasm which I totally missed. The blowjob became the greatest send-off to our past sex life and now was the dawn of our new Mistress led sex lives.

It was lunchtime at work and I saw my mobile phone light up. It was a message from Laura:

"Just to let you know slut i feel like using you tonight. Be prepare. X Mistress X"

As I was reading the message I could feel my trousers tightening under my desk. I thought someone had better not ask me to get up as it would be very embarrassing.

I couldn't stop thinking about what might happen all day and I didn't get much work done at all. I arrived at home to find Laura, my Mistress, dressed in a black PVC mini dress, black thigh-high boots, and dark sexy makeup with black lipstick. I never realised how much I found this look sexy until I saw her standing there. She was holding a bag full of stuff which I assumed is what she bought to use me.

Mistress called me over with a wave of her finger. As I approached her I could see her cleavage up close and was dying to get her tits out and start sucking them, but I knew now wasn't the time. She put her hands on my shoulders, I noticed her black nail polish and black rings which really set the outfit off. She pushed me down to my knees. As she looked down at me she gave me a wicked smile, looked down at her crotch as if to show me where to look. She hitched up her short dress so that i could see her black pvc panties. I waited for her to show me her wonderful pussy but she wasn't showing me. Should I move them to the side? Should I wait for her to do it? I looked up at her. She didn't say or do anything, just stared back at me. She had a look in her eye of lust, her eyes were telling me that behind those panties was a smooth, wet, horny pussy. But should I try and take a look? What if this was a test? I decided to do the submissive thing and wait for orders. A minute went by, my knees were beginning to ache on the tiled flooring. Then Laura turned away from me, bent over slighty, hitched her dress and moved her panties to the side to reveal her pert smooth anus. After the waiting, seeing her asshole really made me hard. I wanted to lick it so much, but I waited. The anticipation was becoming unbearable. My mouth was watering I had to swallow my saliva several times. Laura took her ass away from me again and lead me upstairs, I was so horny just from being close to her pussy and ass.

"Strip off." Laura said as we walked into our bedroom. She started talking her kinky clothes off just as I did. She lay on the bed face down totally naked, her legs slightly apart and i could see that her pussy was glistening and more importantly for me - totally bald. My excitement became heightened.

"Get the baby oil and give me a massage, slut."

I did as I was told. I climbed on top of her so that my hard, leaking cock gently rested between her buttocks. I started with her shoulders and gradually worked my way down her body making sure to avoid any contact with my Mistress's asshole and pussy. I got very close to them but I didn't want to go against her wishes. I worked my way down to the end of her toes and she then turned over for me to continue the relaxing massage. I could then see her ample breasts and smooth cunt in all their glory. My cock was leaking so much precum at this point that there wasn't any need for the baby oil, I could have just used my own lubrication. I worked my way back up her body and made sure I didn't touch Mistress's clit. Over her flat tummy and onto her breasts. For the first time she gave me a sign of pleasure as I kneeded her boobs with my open palms for as long as I was allowed, each motion was met with a moan of pleasure from my Mistress. It had been so long since I had given her a good sensual massage and I knew she would be as horny as I was after it.

Laura opened her eyes and pointed to the door.

"Stand there please, slut. That was a very nice massage. I can't believe you have been home for two hours and you haven't attempted to touch my pussy. You have listened to my rules and I'm impressed."

Two hours down and I was being a good sub, I felt so happy to have pleased my Mistress.

"Your cocklet has been so hard for a while now, would you like me to touch it for you?" asked Laura. I knew this was a trick question. She had already said the night before that she wouldn't be playing with my "cocklet" for a while. I replied:

"If that is what you want Mistress."

"No, not at all." She said. "My pleasure only. On your knees, you're training is about to start." She took out a set of handcuffs from her bag of goodies/baddies and lock my hands behind my back. She laid back onto the bed with her pussy and ass on show at the edge of the bed waiting to be worked on. I could see the wetness from the tip of her clit to the end of her anus. It looked so tempting. I needed to lick and suck her to orgasm now. She sat up, put a blindfold on me and said:

"You don't yet deserve to see me cum. I don't want you to rush this. If I cum or my clit gets too sensitive before the end of this album then you will be severely punished. Now worship at my cunt, slut."

She pressed play on the iPod and I started licking, it was the wettest pussy I had ever licked. Amazingly warm and superbly scented with her musky smell. I made sure I licked her whole area very gently for about two songs. I could here her moaning as I occasionally sucked her pussy lips slightly. I really wanted to suck her clit deep in my mouth and take her flying over the edge but that was against the rules. I used the flat of my tongue to cover her anus then move slowly upwards and then suck the clit gently. This gave the loudest moan so far and I continued doing this for three further songs. My jaw was really starting to ache now. I wanted to take a breather but I didnt want to dissappoint Mistress. I started to increase the speed of my licking and I also started poking my tongue in and out of both her pussy and ass. By this point she was starting to writhe in pleasure I knew it wouldn't be too long until my job was done. With three songs to go she grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her cunt and my mouth forcively onto her clit. She wanted to cum NOW but I knew there were two and a half songs left. I tried to pull away but she used her other hand and pulled my hair even harder.

"Don't stop! Make me cum NOW slut!" I had no choice, I sucked and licked her clit as hard as and fast as I could. She screamed in extasy for thirty seconds. I knew it was one of her best orgasms ever but was I in trouble for not allowing the album to finish? You bet I was.

She lay there absolutely still and quiet for what seemed twenty minutes. I was still hard and sneakily trying to rub myself off against the side of the bed.

"Tut, tut, tut." She finally broke the long silence. "Your first punishable offence. A simple punishment: No cumming for at least a month. Get into bed and go to sleep. Keep the handcuffs on, I don't want you touching my pussy of your cock all night."

My heart sank, if only hardon could too! This, I then realised, was my new reality.

4 The Pleasurer

Denial of cumming is not the worst punishement she could have handed to me. I enjoy being teased and deprived. I think a worse punishment would be to cum everyday before playing our Dom/sub stuff. This would take me out of the submissive mood and I wouldn't enjoy as much.

This is what I thought after about two day of deprivation from cumming or even touch my cock. After a month, the punishment was beginning to take it toll. Let me tell you about the last month or so.

The night after I made Mistress cum too early, she sat me down and explained a few things about what was about to happen.

"I'm not going to divulge every detail about the next six months, but I will build up your knowledge and training slowly. I don't want you to know what is going to happen next and what I'm actually capable of. This will increase your fear and excitement. For the next month however, you will know exactly where you stand with me. There will be no suprises, no tests, just you pleasuring me whenever I want it. I need to get my mind and body in tune with my pussy to really know what I want from this experience. I think a month of cumming and fantasising will bring out my inner most desires."

It was reassuring to know that I could give pleasure to my Mistress for the next month. At least I wasn't being deprived of that.

"I want you clean-shaven always. If I get any stubble rashes then an extra week will be added to your denial period. When I call you "slut" you will stop what you are doing and prepare yourself to give me pleasure. I will instruct you as to what this will entail. Usually having your head between my legs for a long period of time. It may also include a massage, a kiss, or a footrub. Is this clear?" I nodded. "Any questions?"

"No, Mistress." I replied.

"Good slut."

I now had a new rule to add to my others. Shave twice a day to prevent stubble, no touching my cock, no touching my beautiful wife's wet pussy, no searching the internet for kinky stuff. It seemed very reasonable and I was looking forward to the month ahead. That night, Mistress was in the bath while I was watching TV downstairs and I heard my mobile phone ringing. It was Mistress, so I answered immediately.

"Come and wash my hair slut." She said

"Yes Mistress, will be right up."

She looked so good in her birthday suit. I started to wash her hair when she put her hand over the edge of the bath to feel my cock. As she expected, it was already hard.

"You're easily pleased! I can't wait to see what you will be like after 30 days and nights! Strip off slut."

I did as I was told. I was stood there at the side of the bath and was just about to finish washing Mistress's hair when she said

"Stay standing, slut."

She got onto her knees and started sucking on my erect cock.

"Mmm, I love sucking cock slut. I'm not going to deprive myself just because you're not allowed to squirt your pathetic juice everywhere. You will just have to learn to control your little dick."

She then took the whole lot into her throat and held it there. I thought I was about to cum, but i somehow stopped myself. Luckily for me she took it out of her mouth and gave it a slap. It shocked me and had the effect of losing my erection.

"Oh, you didn't like a little slap. I think you will need to be trained there. Finish off my hair and go and assume the oral position in the bedroom."

I did as I was told and got on my knees, blindfolded myself and handcuffed my wrists behind my back and waited kneeling on the floor at the edge of the bed. Every night for a fortnight I was in that position doing what I do best, pleasuring my wife's pussy and ass. Every night she gave me a time limit so that she could relax and re-live her fantasies. Every night I teased her trying to take her slowly over the edge. And every night she would take control, grab my hair, ears or whatever she wanted to, and force me to go harder and faster over the edge. We would go straight to bed and she would carress my cock until it was hard and then fall asleep. I couldn't touch it so every night for a fortnight I fell asleep with a hard-on. This was the ultimate in pleasure and pain.

The weekend arrived and Mistress summoned me to the bedroom. She said

"Thank you for a wonderful fortnight so far, I know you're enjoying it every much as I am. As you can probably tell by my bag of goodies, I've been doing a lot of online shopping. You will be able to see a couple of things I have bought tonight. I think you will enjoy them. I will be home at 6:00. I want you to assume the position as normal but downstairs in front of the sofa. See you later slut"

I shaved and waited and wondered what the items could be. 6 o'clock arrived and so did my Mistress. I was in the requested position, curtains drawn of course. I could hear her having a conversation with her friend. Oh no, I definately wasn't up for this! my hands were in handcuffs, I couldn't see either! what was I going to do to tell her I didn't want to be humiliated in front of her friend. The living room door opened, I tried to hide.

"OK, I'll see you in the week, bye." Laura said, and the front door closed. I was so relieved. She could see me on the floor tucked up in a ball trying to cover my now shrivled willy.

"What's the matter with you, don't you want company?"

"No Mistress." I replied, still lying on the floor.

"Well, unfortunately for you, I am the boss, and if I wanted Diane to see what you were doing and ask her if she wanted to try you out I would have. Clear?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Don't worry, I want you all to myself at the moment. You will need to be trained a lot more before I let you loose on anyone else!" Mistress picked me up and placed me back where she wanted me. "I've been to the gym and I feel horny so I'm going to need pleasuring."

"OK, Mistress" I replied.

I could hear rustling in a bag then Mistress walking behind me towards the 42 inch TV and DVD Player. I heard a DVD case opening and the TV come on. She came back towards me and i assumed was taking her clothes off. I heard her sit on the sofa in front of me and the DVD came on and I heard a male voice say:

"Hello, thank you for purchasing "Gaywatch"." Gaywatch! Was this really going to happen? Was I really going to have to pleasure my wife as she was watching gay porn? Yes, was the answer.

The action started and Mistress lowered my head towards her already moist pussy.

"Be very slow and gentle. I want to watch and enjoy it all." She said. I didn't reply, I just did as I was told. I knelt for 2 and a half hours gently licking and sucking on my Mistress's pussy, it got wetter with every passing minute. She would comment on certain things to keep me up-to-date with what she was watching.

"Mmm, what a gorgeously big cock. I love watching guys fuck each other. I wish they would both fuck me. Mmm I really need a big fat cock inside me." With every comment I could feel my cock expand. It suddenly occurred to me: I really want her to get fucked. She needs a big cock in her right now. For the last two weeks she hasn't been penetrated once. I just wished I could stop, pin her down, fuck her hard and watch the impressions on her face but now wasn't the time for that.

The movie finished with climaxes all round, including Mistress, excluding me. Mistress told me to stand and she told me that I had leaked so much precum that it had looked like I had pissed everywhere. As with the previous 7 nights, Mistress licked, sucked and played with my cock until I begged her to stop and so we went to bed very happy.

Every night for the next fortnight my job was the same, the only difference was the genre of porn. It went from Gay to Gangbang to Bisexual to Lesbian to Femdom to Shemales. Every genre had a different affect on Mistress and her pussy. The genres which really made her gush were the Gangbang, Femdom, Shemale and Cuckolding videos. Had she found what really turned her on and was this a sign for my future activities? I know one thing, for that month, I had a smooth face which was wet every night. I was the pleasurer.

5 Opening Up

"Steve, over the last month or so I have really found myself. I needed to have you pleasure me for so long as a test of your submissive sexual nature. I'm glad to say that you passes with flying colours and I feel comfortable enough to take much greater steps into this lifestyle." I was so delighted. Over the last 30 days I had a constant hard-on which I could not do anything about but I was more than happy to serve my Mistress in which ever way turned her on most. I was intrigued to find out what she had in mind for "greater steps".

"I am having a break for a few days. Your rules still apply so don't get too excited. I will let you know what I plan next for us with a text next week."

The following week was the hardest sexually of my life. I knew a kinky text could come at anytime, my mind would not stop thinking about my Mistress's new plan. Then it came (the text not my cock). I was at work and was very intrigued and excited by the message. It read:

"Ok my slut, I am ready to continue my journey of pleasure and your training to serve me. Please look at this profile on this swingers site: XXXX and let me know what you think. I have something important to tell you tonight regarding the profile. And for your pleasure, I have a suprise for you. Love you. Mistress Laura."

I was apprehensive to look at the profile as I really didnt know what to expect. I clicked the link and saw the following profile:

Name: Kinky_Hotwife

About Me: I am a 28 year old wife who is free to try whatever I like as I have a brilliantly submissive husband what just wants me to pleasure myself in whatever ways I wish. I am very new to this so am quite nervous and would only like to chat to patient understanding people

What I'm Looking For: I am looking to chat (at first) to hot guys around my age. Must have a bigger cock than my sub husband (6 inches) and a sexy hairy body. Must be caring and kinky. Send me a message with a face and cock pic if you're interested.

Pics: There were some very sexy pictures of my wife which we took when we were quite horny one day. She is in lingerie and looking very suggestively at the camera.

My immediate feelings were of shock, excitement and jealousy. This was really happening! I imagined her flirting etc with hot guys and my cock began to grow. I had to stop thinking about it because I was in work!

When I got home my Mistress summoned me upstairs and there she was lying in bed with a low cut top on, a full face of make-up and her hair had been cut and styled.

"Are you going out?" I asked.

"No, I've just been to the hairdressers and had a wax and spray tan. Just felt like making myself look sexy around the house for a change. That brings me on to what I wanted to chat about Steve. Although I have enjoyed the last month I think you realise that the oral you give me which has been amazing, by the way just isn't enough for me. I know you are aware of the term "hotwife" and I have been so excited by the idea. I've decided to explore my version of becoming your hotwife. I do not like the word "cuckold" as it implies all sorts of negative things about the husband and it encourages a "Bull" to humiliate the "cuck" in front of the wife. This is something I will never be into but the idea of being able to explore with your permission is something I really want to try. I want to show you something." She said, as per usual my cock was hard by what she was saying. She took out an 8 inch brown realistic dildo with balls attached. I could see the glint in her eye as she said

"This will be my new friend. As you know I need deep fucking and I'm sorry but your cock doesn't quite fill my cunt as I'd like. I think this will, and regularly. From now on you will have less sexual contact with me. I will be spending my evenings in bed with my laptop looking for sexy guys to chat and flirt with, maybe have some webcam sex too. You will not be allowed in the same room as me as I do this. I will send you little teasers of what I'm getting up to."

Wow, I was to become an online cuckold. It's one of my fantasies to watch my wife use a massive dildo in front of me but it looks like another guy will see that before I do. That should have annoyed me but it didn't, it turned me on more than anything in the world. I couldn't wait to see how Mistress's new plan would pan out.

"I have one last suprise for you slut. I have setup up an account on a cuckold forum site. I've added pictures of myself and I want you to regularly log in and read some stuff and chat to other sub husbands. Please ignore the "Bulls" on there as they will only want to fuck me and I will not be interested. Any queries you have you can chat about them on there and I'm sure the other cuckolds will be able to help you. When I am busy in our bedroom you are only allowed to use this site. Obviously my other rules apply of not touching your cock. Any questions? No? Good, now please leave me alone for the rest of the night. If I'm not already satisfied when you come to bed I might need you to pleasure me."

I totally understood, and as soon as I went downstairs I logged onto the cuckolds forum. I chatted for three hours with a submissive husband who's wife has been with many guys from swinger sites. His wife would phone him during the act of fucking another man and would make him lick clean her cum soaked panties when she arrived home. I was so horny during the chat and to make things even better I knew that my wife was now actively looking for another guy to chat to. Well its not as good as fucking them but its a start.

During the next two weeks there were significant advances/changes in our Dom/sub relationship. I still hadn't cum but things had really started going with Laura and her new friend who she found on the swingers site. His name was Joe, he was 35, lived 50 miles from us and had an 8.5 inch cock apparantly. I hadn't actually seen him but I had seen his effects on my Mistress. She was much more open now about other men and didn't take my feelings into consideration when planning her fun (which was so horny for me). My wife and Joe had chatted every night for 9 days and luckily enough for me, my Mistress allowed me to witness their sexy conversations on messenger using teamviewer which allows me remote access to view her laptop from my mobile phone. Here is one extract which I found particularly erotic:

Kinky_Hotwife: Hi Joe, how are you today? x

Stud_Joe_35: Hiya gorgeous, I'm great thanks now that you are on here. Thanks for letting me have a glimpse of you last night on cam.

Kinky_Hotwife: No probs, it was a pleasure. Im hoping to show you a bit more of myself soon, I'm a bit shy at the moment.

Stud_Joe_35: Cool! I can't wait to see what you look like. What did you think of me btw?

Kinky_Hotwife: Very sexy! lol, I thought about you when I was getting licked out by my hubby last night. Just wish I could have had your big cock here with me. I havent been fucked for such a long time!

Stud_Joe_35: Why not?! You look SO hot! Why don't you want sex with your hubby?

Kinky_Hotwife: I love him and he has his uses but fucking me hard and long is not one of them. Thats why I'm here.

Stud_Joe_35: So are you looking to meet eventually or just online stuff?

Kinky_Hotwife: Yes I want to meet a guy eventually but need to build up the confidence.

Stud_Joe_35: I'd love to help you with that. How do you fancy a bit of cam2cam fun?

Kinky_Hotwife: Yeah, why not. Steve is out so I have the house to myself.

Stud_Joe_35: You naughty girl! lol

Kinky_Hotwife: Let me see you first! xxx

Stud_Joe_35: OK, hang on

Kinky_Hotwife: OK

Stud_Joe_35: Here I am

Kinky_Hotwife: Mmm, sexy! You look so much fitter than my hubby. It shows you work-out!

Stud_Joe_35: Thanks. Your turn. x

Kinky_Hotwife: OK, just going to turn the webcam on

Stud_Joe_35: OK x

Kinky_Hotwife: Here you go. x

Stud_Joe_35: Wow!!!! I didnt realise you would be in sexy lingerie and high heels

Kinky_Hotwife: Well, I bought these yesterday especially for you. Hubby hasn't seen them and won't because they're just for you.

Stud_Joe_35: Wow thanks.

Kinky_Hotwife: No probs, wanna show me what's in your trousers then?

Stud_Joe_35: Sure, its all excited with your gorgeous body. Mmmm

Kinky_Hotwife: That is the sexiest cock I have ever seen. I wish I was there to suck and fuck it

Stud_Joe_35: Well that could be arranged...

Kinky_Hotwife: We don't live that far from each other. wink x

I was cut-off from the conversation at this point. Did I touch my cock when reading this realtime conversation? Yes I did but it really was the most erotic conversation I ever read. 46 days of denial was not the only cause of my horny feelings. This was the start of something which I had fantasised about for many years. Laura flirting, suggesting and downright cheating on me (well online anyway). I wasn't allowed to see my Mistress on cam but that just added to the naughtiness of it all. She was doing it behind my back.

My Mistress was contantly on her phone chatting and searching for new cock. There's nothing like over hearing a chat where your wife is flirting and laughing with a guy she really wants to fuck safe in the knowledge that I am perfectly happy with it. I only gave Laura oral twice in a fortnight and when I did I could tell she had really fucked herself hard with her new dildo. Her opened up cunt was aching for my tongue to finish the job off and give the clit the orgasm. I did and Laura was satisfied again. My Mistress was opening up in more ways than one during that hot fortnight.

6 Progression

"I'm going out Saturday with Diane. We're going to meet a few people from the gym." Laura and Diane had been to the gym religiously for the past 3 months and I could see the difference in Laura's figure. She was now much more toned and as a result of the last 3 months in the bedroom she was a much more confident, comfortable, loving and horny wife.

"I'm going to be flirting with a few of the guys and if I get the opportunity then I may have a cheeky kiss." She had a slutty grin when she said this without a hint of worry about how I felt about it because she knew it excited me as much as her. "You will help me to get ready and you will log onto the cuckolds forum site and chat to other cuckolds, updating them on my progress. I'm going for a shower, come up in 20 minutes."

"OK Mistress." By this stage I knew she really was on the lookout for sexy guys to flirt with. I would do anything to keep her happy and comfortable so that she will explore her slutty feelings when out. A few drinks with probably help. I waited 20 minutes and went to get a big bath towel and helped Laura out of the bath. I dried her off and passed her a glass of wine. For the next twenty minutes I watched her get ready, doing little things like pushing her cleavage up, not for her husband but for a stranger. She snogged me before she left. "Keep your phone on, I'll text with any developments."

Again, as with most of my sex life for the last 3 months, it was all about the waiting and anticipation. I logged onto the cuckold forum and explained in the chatroom that my dominant wife was out on the pull for the first time and it was interesting hearing other stories of other hotwives' first nights out on the pull. My first text came at around 9:30:

"I love you VERY much! Diane has left me with one of the guys from the gym. He's boring but so sexy, but married though."

"OK, I love you too! Whats his name? Have a bit of a flirt with him if you fancy him." I replied and updated the cuckold chatroom.

"OK, he's called Carl will let you know how it goes x."

Well that was very positive. I asked myself what did I want from this evening? For her to pull and go back to their place? Or just a flirt and back to me? Beggars can't be choosers so I would be happy with whatever she wanted to try for her first time.

Beep beep, a message came through at 10:45:

"He's definitely NOT boring! lol" Everone seemed to be getting excited by this text in the chatroom. Everyone wanted to know why he wasn't boring, so I asked her.

"Why? What have you been talking about?"

"Well, Diane has pulled so I had to get to chatting to him and we've been talking about sex with his wife being boring and he's been admiring me at the gym!"

"What are you gonna do about it?" I asked impatiently

Twenty agonising minutes went by and I was starting to worry, then another text:

"We'll see."

I didnt get another text until 1.30 am saying that she was on her way home. It was a hard 3 hours not knowing what she had been doing (if anything). My Mistress walked into the house and beckoned me to go upstairs. I did as instructed after I said goodbye to the fellow cuckolds on the net. When I got up to our bedroom she was lying on the bed with her black dress hitched up and her knickers off. I hadn't properly seen her pussy for a while and it was as gorgeous as ever, but I wanted to know what happened!

"Come here Steve, start licking while I tell you what happened tonight and what is about to happen." I hadn't licked her for what seemed ages but it was definitely as tasty as ever. She began:

"As you know Carl and I were chatting most of tonight and something DID happen between us." She looked at me and waited for a reaction. She got one, I increase the speed of the licking. "We chatted about our sexual experiences and I explained what were getting up to and that I was free to do anything I wanted. He was very excited by it and said that you must be a very good husband. He asked me if I'd done anything with anyone else yet and I said no. He asked if there was any chance I'd be interested in going back to his place for a coffee. His wife was away with friends. I said no to tonight but that I did find him very sexy. I kissed him and he responded by touching the inside of my leg. I felt so excited and I knew I was wet after all of the sexy chat so I pulled his hand up towards my cunt and he slipped his fingers underneath my knickers and felt how wet I was. I pulled away and said thats all for tonight but I gave him my number and caught up with Diane. He sent me a picture message an hour later and it said that he wanted me to have his present. It was a picture of his cock. My God Steve look at it." I stopped and looked at the picture. It was massive, at least nine inches I asked her how she felt about it and she said "Its amazing, I really love you for letting me do this, I want to give you a treat."

She stood up, stripped off and told me to do the same. She went to her bag and brought out her 8 inch dildo which was attached to a strapon. She told me to put it on and fuck her like it was the first time. I put it on and saw her on all fours at the edge of the bed. "Mmm, fuck me Carl." She said. Did I hear correctly? Carl? I just carried on and she took the 8 inches well, she was obviously very turned on after the night's events. "Harder Carl! Fuck me like my husband can't!" She started fingering her clit and I fucked her as hard as I could. The groans coming from Laura told me the dildo was hitting the spot. It wasn't long until she was telling me she was cumming and she then said the words I waited for for 3 months. "Cum on my ass slut, NOW!" I pulled the dildo out and the strapon off and wanked for 3 seconds until I felt an amazing explosion that lasted for literally 30 seconds. There were gallons of cum spurting all over my Mistress's ass and in her between her crack. "Clean it up slut, with your mouth." I was shocked, I had never tasted cum but I was so grateful that I dropped down and licked from her clit all the way up her crack and slurped all the cum that covered her nice round ass. I didnt enjoy the taste but the feelings of submission totally overcame. My pleasure was satisfied but Laura's developments pleasured me than any orgasm could ever do.

7 Sadistic Wife

"I have been chatting with an experienced Femdom, who thinks I've been wasting you as my sub slut and has given me some good ideas which I want to try on you next week. I will give you details shortly." This was the text message I received in work, three days after Laura had been kissed and touched by her gym friend Carl. She had been to the gym twice since and has seen Carl there who smiled at her and sent her a text message saying he enjoyed their time together on the weekend.

The day later I had the following message:

"You have proved your submissive side so far but now I tend to test this submissive attitude to the limit tonight. Be lying on our bed having prepared yourself in the following way: your asshole should be very clean (I suggest using an enema) and I want you perfectly smooth all over exept for your head and eyebrows and eyelashes. I shall see you later. Hairless? I had never shaved my body hair but I thought I'd may aswell give it a go. I had played with my ass before so this sounded cool.

I lay there waiting for Mistress to enter the room. She did along with her bag, she was totally naked except for her thigh-high boots and something which excited me even more. Hanging between her legs was the strap-on that I had used on her the week before. 8 inches looked a lot bigger on her than it did on me! She came over and smoothed my legs.

"Wow you feel so sexy, well done for doing my tasks, i assume your asshole is spotless? Well you better hope it is. I seen you looking at my new cock and I think you want it as much as I do. From now on I want you to serve my cock instead of my pussy. You will become my cocksucking slut." Mistress handed me a bag which I emptied onto the bed. My heart skipped a bit. "Put these on please cocksucker." It was a pair of black lacy panties, fishnet stockings, high heels, a mini denim skirt, a low cut top, a long brunette wig, make-up for my skintone, false nails and eyelashes. I was so shocked, I didnt know what to do or say, so I just did as my Mistress wanted. She helped with putting everything on and she said,

"Mmm, you look quite sexy slut. If you lose that belly you could look quite convincing. Im going to take a few pics of you for your new profile."

"What new profile Mistress?" She could see my cock hardening in my new attire.

"I have setup a transvestite profile for you to find some admirers to play with. The better the pictures I take the more you will have to pull." "Pull?!" I thought, what the hell was going on? "Don't worry about that yet though, we have more pressing matters. After tonight our sex life will change once more. For the better, obviously. Go and stand by the door please slut and put your hands above your head." I did as I was told even though I struggled walking in my new shoes. "Face me, very pretty girl." She strapped my hands above my head and over the door so that I couldn't move them down. She also spread my legs and locked them apart with a leg spreading device. She reached under my new skirt and released my cock and balls so that they were dangling down.

I'd never seen a chastity device before but Mistress took mine out of her bag and attached it as if she had done it a million times. "When you become aroused from now on you will not be able to become erect. This is to make you much more submissive and also restrict your desire to fuck me. I am now the man and you are my slut. You will be treated as such and I will traing you to be able to pleasure others." She grabbed my loose balls and pulled them downwards. "You will learn to enjoy being abused by me and others." She then slapped my balls caused me to scream. "You will learn to pleasure my cock with your mouth and ass." My hands were let loose and I was ordered onto my knees. Mistress grabbed the back of my neck with one hand and fed me her cock with the other. It was the first time I had ever sucked a dildo/cock and I needed guidance. I would gag with every movement into my mouth. "You are a rubbish cocksucker. Don't gag on it, relax. She tried to face-fuck me hard which I seemed to enjoy at my cock was screaming to get out of its new device. You will learn to enjoy the taste of cum and you will eventually be able to take a group of cocks if I so wished. Now make my cock nice and slippery because its going into your new pussy soon. Are you ready to become my slut now?"

"Yes Mistress." Was I really? We would soon find out.

"Get on all fours on the bed then." Mistress ordered. Due to the leg spreader I was left feeling so vunerable. My balls were dangling again and this was just so tempting for Mistress. She pulled them down again and again I screamed. I felt cold on my asshole which I realised was lube. This was it my new Mistress was about to fuck me. I tried to relax. She eased the head into my virgin ass and I could feel it burning through my ass. I relaxed and I could feel the cock sliding in inch by inch. How much more was there to this dildo? My ass felt so full and it was slowly taken out inch by inch. Then in agin, this time quicker than the last time, I was actually starting to feel very submissive and girly. Did I really want to be fucked by a big cock?

"Tell me "harder, faster" slut." I was ordered.

"Please Mistress, fuck me harder!"

She did and I loved it. She was spanking my ass and pulling my balls as she fucked me. Suddenly she stopped, pulled out and replaced her cock with three fingers. She began to massage my G spot which was amazing. I felt like I was about to cum and I told Mistress so. She said, "Not yet, you need to receive my fist before you are allowed to cum." She added another finger into my willing ass and covered her knuckles in lots of lube. I told her to push hard as I really wanted to take her fist to be able to cum. She pushed hard sliding in milimetre by milimetre. Then suddenly my ass was on fire and I realised I had been fisted. It took a minute for the pain to subside but when it did it was the most amazing feeling ever. Mistress's four knuckles rubbed against my G spot which made me on the verge of cumming.

"Faster Mistress please." I begged, and she complied. I had the most amazing orgasm ever. Mainly because my cock was locked up and very soft.

"I'm so impressed slut, you have squirted all over the bed and your little cock isn't even hard. You have learned already that you don't need your cock to receive pleasure. You will only give and receive pleasure by using your ass and mouth. Now clean up your mess with your mouth. I have been taking pictures along the way of your first time as Stephanie but I want one more picture to show everyone just what a real slut you are. Come into the bathroom with me." I was exhausted but I followed Mistress into the bathroom. She ordered me to strip off and lay in the bath. She stood over me so that her wet pussy was over my mouth and there was a long pause. Then I felt a huge gush of warm liquid fill my mouth. She took lots of pictures as my face was showered by here golden liquid. It felt so wrong and that's what made it so horny!

I dried off and was led back to the bedroom. When my Mistress handed me a large buttplug. I want you wear this every evening and remain smooth all over during the next few weeks. I also want you to complete your tranny profile and find as many admirers as possible to become your friend. The more friends you have the better reward you will have from me. I want you so choose a slutty outfit from the internet to wear on a special night which I will arrange. I want to keep checks on your progress every night. Understood?"

"Yes Mistress."

I was shocked by the developments. A "special night"? I really didn't know what she was capable of now which scared me. She had definitely turned into my sadistic wife.

8 The Big Day

The next few weeks were the strangest of my sexual life. I was told that I should look for admirers of me full dressed in my wife's sexy clothes and makeup, so thats what I did every night for a week. Laura was looking online in a seperate room while I was doing this. The I had the text message which showed that Laura really had become my Mistress and not just my wife:

"Saturday 14th July will be the day when you become a true cuckold tranny slut. I have arranged to meet Joe in a hotel and while I'm out I want you to perform on cam for as many guys as possible. You will keep count of how many guys you have made cum with your slutty acts and will take pictures of their webcams showing me what they look like and their cum. I will try and keep you up to date with how my evening is going too and If you are a good slut I may allow you to watch any fun that I have with Joe on webcam."

Fuck! What had I got myself into? Me dressed as a slut making other blokes cum. I didn't sign up for this. I just wanted Laura to have fun. I suppose the good thing about that Saturday is that she's finally meeting a guy for sex and if I'm good I will be able to watch them! The 14th was only a week away and I had to get myself in the right frame of mind if I was going to actually do this for my Mistress. I wrote on my profile that I was looking for guys to pleasure on cam next Saturday and if they were interested then they should send me a message. By the Wednesday before the big day I had 18 messages from guys wanting to see me on cam. I made sure I bought plenty of alcohol so that i would feel relaxed enough to do whatever they would ask me. I was scared.

Mistress on the other hand was very excited about her first meet with Joe. They had been in near constant contact for over three months and were both looking forward to meeting in person. Laura had prepared for him during the week leading up to the meet by having her pussy waxed, her hair done and she bought new lingerie especially for him. She was going to meet him in a hotel 20 miles away. She hadn't told me about the plan for the evening but I was sure she would go the whole way with Joe.

Saturday morning arrived.

"Are you excited about today slut?" She asked

"Yes, I can't wait to see what happens. This is exactly where I wanted you to be when we started this and I'm sure there will be many more chapters to this story."

"I'm sure there will be slut. Tonight will be very horny for both of us and I really love you for getting us on this road. I'm going to the gym this afternoon and I will be leaving at 6:30. You will then get ready and text when you are about to go on cam. Whatever you asked to do my the guys you will do. I want you to save your conversations and if I see you're being shy then you will punished. OK?"

"Yes Mistress."

6:30 came and Mistress was looking so sexy, I didn't want her to go, I wanted her to stay so that I could fuck her but that wasn't an option at this stage. She snogged me and left. I immediately setup the webcam pointing at our bed and started to get ready into my new clothes that were bought for me by Mistress. By 8:00 I was fully dressed and quite relaxed after downing a can of beer. I was as ready as I'd ever be.

A text message came through from Mistress:

"I'm in the loo of a pub, just met up with him. Its going to be a late night I think, he is so gorgeous! How are you going so far? x"

I told her that I was ready and that she should make the most of his big cock.

I logged onto my tranny profile and a message came through from a guy, then another and another who were all waiting to be pleasured by my wecam performances. I decided to merge the three conversations into one so I didn't have to chat too much and the guys could chat together. One asked to me to put my cam on so I did. I was lying on the bed and I had some nice comments from the guys. I told them that I wanted to wait for other guys to join our conversation before I started "performing" for them. In truth I was just stalling because I was very nervous!

9:30 a message comes through from Laura:

"We've been chatting and flirting. Still in the pub he's sitting really close to me and he's been touching my arms and legs. He put his hand on his cock through his jeans. It was hard. I'm so wet. Don't think it will be too long before we go back to the hotel. How many guys have you made cum so far?"

"I have 15 guys in a conference at the moment and they are all making horny comments about me. I'm about to start doing what they say now. I can't wait to have you home to tell me how things have gone with Joe." I replied

"I want you to be finished by 12:00 and as you have been such a good slut, Joe and I will give you a show that will blow your mind. Love you!"

"Thank you Mistress. Love you too!"

"OK" I thought, down to business. I sent a message to the 15 guys that I was now ready to make them all cum and if any of them had any specific fetishes that they would like me to satisfy.

Nearly all replied get a dildo and one said get a glass. I got a glass and my wife's 8 inch dildo.

"Suck it for us slut." One of them said. So I did. Looking into the lens I tried to deep-throat as much as I could. I looked at the laptop and I could see all fifteen guys wanking on cam, all looking at me and imagining me sucking each of their cocks. It started to appeal to my submissive side for giving pleasure. I class myself as straight but giving pleasure to these guys seemed to be overriding these feelings and made me fantasise about having the fifteen guys in my bedroom. My Mistress had turned me into a sub tranny who craved attention from men. My cock becam hard but i only wanted the dildo in my ass.

11:00 cam and so did another message from my wife:

"Just about to leave to go back to the hotel room with my new man. I can't wait to have his cock in me. Its been 3 months since I was fucked! I've told him that he can have me later and do whatever he wants with me as long as you can watch on webcam. I hope you have made some guys cum by using my big dildo."

"I've been sucking and fucking your dildo for a while now. I still have 6 guys who want to see more so I hope to have these finish off by 12:00 to watch you and Joe."

I asked the remaining 6 guys what they wanted me to do to make them cum. One replied that he wanted me to piss into my own mouth and another wanted me to fist my ass. I asked them if I did it would it make them all cum and they replied that it would. So I lubed my ass and knuckles and told myself to relax. I got on all fours with my ass in the air, directly facing the cam. One finger, then two, then three, then four. Mmm this felt good, could i fist myself though? I pushed as hard as I could and then suddenly it slipped in. I could see one guy shooting his load as I did. Then another shot. I moved my fist around in my ass and I really wanted to cum but I needed to save my submissive feelings for my wife's show. I pulled my fist out of my ass and got onto my back. I lifted my legs slightly so that my cock was hovering over my face. I pushed my bladder so a little bit of pee came from the tip of my cock. I pushed harder and my face was blasted with piss. I opened my mouth and swallowed as much as I could so that I didn't have to clean up much afterwards. The remaining guys came and I thanked them and said bye. I was so horny. I really wanted to see what was going to happen at a hotel 20 miles away.

12:10 She was late. I was desperate to see them. Then a txt came through:

"Log on and look at my webcam slut. I hope your horny!"

I did as she asked and yes I was very horny!

The cam showed Laura sitting on the edge of the hotel bed, fully clothed with a glass of wine.

"Hello, can you hear me slut?"

"Yes Mistress, have you enjoyed?" I replied.

"You will not say another word now slut. I am about to put on a show for you. I do not want you to wank your girly cock. If you fell horny then you can finger yourself."

I looked into Laura's eyes and I could see she was tipsy and very horny. She was trying to look directly into the camera but she was being distracted by something behind the camera. She was smiling at what I assumed was Joe. She called him over with a wave of her hand and he entered the picture and sat on the edge of the bed and waved at the camera.

"Hi Steve." He said.

"Don't think about him, Joe. Concentrate on me sexy." She replied.

"OK gorgeous. I just wanted to say thanks to Steve before we do anything. You have an amazing wife Steve, you're a very lucky guy!"

Laura grabbed the side of his chiselled face and turned it towards hers and started passionately kissing him while laying back on the big bed. The angle of the camera allowed me to see them snogging even when laying on the bed. They were smoothing and touching each other passionately and I could see Joe's hand go in between my wife's legs. It made her moan in pleasure. My hand slid between my legs, passed my cock and straight to my used hole. I was becoming very horny by what I was witnessing.

Withing 10 minutes they were both naked and very close. They were both masturbation each other and I could see that Joe was very hard. Laura sat up, moved onto her knees closer to the camera so that I could see a close up of her face. I could hear her whisper to Joe

"facefuck me." I don't know if I was supposed to hear it but it made me so horny. Joe's cock was way to thick to slide down my wife's throat so she was gagging a lot which made her eyes water, her eye makeup began to run down her face which made her look so slutty. I could see her carressing his balls which he loved by the sounds coming from Joe.

This was almost too much to take in. 10 minutes later Mistress stopped pleasuring Joe's big cock, looked into the camera and winked. I could hear her rustling into her back and showed me what she had. It was two condoms. I thought she must be expecting a long night. Joe was laying on his back with his head facing the camera. Laura straddled him and put on the condom. She got herself ready and slowly lowered herself onto his cock and made the most amazing noise as she did. Joe and I had the most amazing view of Laura's tits as she rode his cock. He started playing with her tits and she lowered herself onto him to kiss him passionately. Laura hadn't been able to ride a cock without worrying about the cock cumming too quickly for many years. She was really enjoying it as she rode him slowly and softly. She looked at the camera and said I wish I had a cock to suck as I was fucking Joe. I felt honoured that she would want my cock to suck. But she smiled behind the camera again. What was going on, she laughed and said

"Come over Carl."

Just as thought things couldn't get any hornier...

Carl was naked and he walked over towards Laura and his massive cock was so hard at watching Joe and Laura having fun, was level with Laura's mouth. She eagerly gobbled it up. All three were now moaning with pleasure.

Carl was warmed up enough after about 5 minutes to put on his condom. Laura stood up, walked over to the camera a started sucking them both off in front of the camera while looking straight at me. She stopped and said to me:

"This, slut, is how I want to be fucked. Watch and learn."

She got onto the bed on all fours so that i could see the length of her body. Joe went to the side where here head was and Carl went to her back end. Laura immediately started sucking Joe's cock. He grabbed her hair and was very forcful. I got a bit worried for a second but I could see Laura was loving it. She raised her ass in the air for Carl to have his way. He obliged. I could see him ease his huge length into my wife's pussy and she gave out a huge scream. He grabbed her round hips and started fucking her with power that I could only dream of.

The two guys changed places a few times and Laura was looking used and abused by their actions but she said to Joe,

"Will you fuck my ass please"

"Sure!" Joe replied.

Carl was laid on his back and Laura guided his cock into herself. Joe positioned himself behind Laura and started licking her asshole. I knew she loved to be rimmed so her moans escalated by what Joe was doing. When he knew she was ready, he got up and started to fuck her ass while spanking her at the same time. This was Laura's fantasy come true. I was in awe of both guys fucking skills.

The fucking continued for another hour in so many different positions and each guy taking turns at times. It was the most amazing thing I had ever seen. Then Laura came over to the camera and said to me:

"Time for their loads to splatter my face slut. I want you to cum when they do. The camera will turn off then so I'll say goodbye now."

She squated in front of the camera and she started wanking them both off towards her face. It took another 5 minutes of her wanking and sucking their cocks and balls before both loads were unleashed over her gorgeous face. Joe's was thick, Carl's was thin and a hell of a lot of both. Laura's mouth was open to collect as much as she could. She showed me how much she had caught and swallowed the lot.

I came instantly. The camera went off and that was that. The greatest day of my life was over and it left me wondering where will this lead from here? I couldn't wait to find out!


My Dominatrix

We pull up outside her house. I get out of the car a hurry around to the other side to open her door before she can.

“Will you ever let me do that myself?” she asks.

“Not as long as my legs work.” I break into a big smile.

Marcie smiles back. I offer her my arm as she stands up, and I close the door. I'm stunned by her: 6 feet tall, blond, shoulder-length, wavy hair, and 34B breasts. She's wearing a mostly-white, skin tight T-shirt and blue jeans, which outline her fine, almost flat ass. We walk up to her front door. She pulls out her keys, unlocks the door, and we proceed inside. After closing the door she turns, and we kiss. Its amazing; all the love that erupts from both of us as our tongues intertwine. We break and smile at each other. (I probably look like a dumb dog.)

“Sit down, honey. I have to pee.”

I walk over to her couch and drop down as she goes down the hall to the bathroom. I look around at her living room. Its nothing much: just a couch, a recliner, and a TV with a few pictures on the walls. After a few moments, Marcie returns.

“Come here. I've got something I want to show you.” She's grinning, evilly.

“Oh, all right.” I get up. She runs over, grabs my hand, and prances in front of me down the hall. She turns sideways a couple times, which gives me an excellent view of her bouncing tits. I'm rock hard already.

We enter her room, and I see her surprise. She's bought “for me” a new leather dominatrix outfit. I turn and grin.

“Happy birthday!” She's all smiles. “Have a seat on my bed, while I go put it on.”

Marcie grabs the hanger off her closet door and goes back down the hall to the bathroom. A million thoughts are running through my head

I love her...

This is going to be fun...

She's beautiful...

I wonder what she's going to do to me...

She returns a minute later. She tosses her clothes into the basket by the door as she enters the room. I can't take my eyes off her. She's wearing knee-high boots that put an extra six inches on her height, a black leather thong, and a corset with built in bra. In her right hand, she's holding a cat-of-nine-tails. To top it all off, she's got a Zorro-style mask. This, while sexy, isn't designed to stay on the whole time.

“Damn,” is all I can say. She smiles, but only for a moment.

She walks over to her stereo and presses a button. Techno music fills the room.

“Strip. Now. But make it sexy for me,” she orders.

I quickly jump up as she sits where I was. I'm not much of an exotic dancer. Muscles? Forget about 'em. I'm the local computer repair geek. I haven't been in a weight room since it was required for seventh grade gym class. I spend most of my free time either playing Star Trek games or hanging out with my girl. Except during sex and the shower, my shirt never comes off. I'm as white as the center of a baked potato.

I start moving about in my best imitation of the Chippen Dales. I haven't a clue what that is like actually, but I can make guesses. I start by kicking off my shoes. After a few more moments, I start slowly lifting my shirt. I glance at Marcie. She's leaning back with her hands behind her for support, whip still in the right. She's slowly shaking her head.

“Not sexy enough. That's one lashing my slave will be getting.”

I put a mock frightened look on my face. It's a real threat, but she knows how much I enjoy whippings. In the spirit of the game, I attempt to make my dancing better. Unfortunately, it's not much. The shirt comes off and I flip it like a towel a few times before sliding it between my legs. I can tell she wants to laugh, but now isn't the time.

“That's another lashing, just for that.”

I grin outwardly, and she raises a threating eyebrow. I drop my shirt and start undoing my pants. I slowly slide towards her. This seems to make her happy. I tease her a bit by dropping them slightly, then lifting them back into place. She likes it, so I decide to go a head a drop them. I step out and kick my jeans over with my shirt. This just leaves me in my boxers. My dick is sticking straight out and threatens to pop through the hole in the front. I turn my back to her and back up a bit. This puts my ass about a foot and a half away from her. I drop the boxers and turn back around. My 6 inch long, one and a half inch wide dick comes into her view for the first time tonight. Admittedly, it's not big, but it's not really small either. It makes her happy, and that's what is important.

She reaches out, grabs her remote, and clicks off the stereo. “Not bad, but my slave needs much improvement still. That's only three lashings tonight. How many was it last time, slave?”

I drop my head. “Seven, Mistress.”

“That's right,” she replies. “Now, bend over the side of the bed.”

She stands back up as I kneel on floor. I bend my torso over her bed. She steps up and places a blindfold over my eyes and cuffs my hands behind my back. In this position, I can only wait for the whip to whoosh through the air.

Smack! The first lashing hits my right ass cheek flat. I whence a little, but that one wasn't aimed quite right. I wait a few seconds before I hear the next one coming. Smack! It snaps a little harder on my left cheek. The seconds tick by as I wait for the third and final blow. The suspense starts to get to me. Smack! Smack! Two blows, across the right cheek, then a backhanded one across the left. I scream in pain.

“Aaaah!”

“Shut up. My slaved enjoyed that, didn't you, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whine. It is the truth though.

“Stand up, slave.”

I struggle to my feet. Without the help of my hands or eyes, I almost fall over her bed. I guess it's obvious because my mistress laughs.

“What a klutz!”

She laughs some more as I finally get to my feet. She undoes the cuffs and moves my hands to in front of my body, then rebinds them. She does remove the blindfold completely though. She stands in a obviously dominate posture, with one hand on her hip, the other with the whip hanging down to one side.

“Lie down, slave.”

I flop back onto her bed and scoot back. As soon as both my feet are on, she pounces. She places her crotch right over my face while straddling my head.

“Eat me while I watch my slave jerk off.”

I start to wonder how this is going to work when I spot a button on the leather. I reach up with my teeth and grab the small flap of leather that overlaps. The front and back of her thong separates and her bare pussy comes into view. I reach down with my hands and start to pump my own cock. My tongue extends out and starts to feels its way around her folds. My mistress lets our a light moan at the touch. I lick her outer lips while working my way in. Some of my own fluids emerge from my tip which allows me to avoid friction burn. I start working my way towards her clit, a task which is made difficult by how far she is above me. My neck soon gets sore from holding my head up so long. I drop my head down for some rest and almost immediately get a whip across the chest.

“Did I say my slave could stop?” she demands.

I plead with her.“No, but my neck...”

Smack! “I don't give a rat's ass about your neck. Now get back to work, slave.”

I obediently lift my head and get back to licking. After a few moments, my mistress starts to relax and lowers herself a bit. This is nice for my neck, but it also means we'll be moving on soon. I can feel her climax building. She begins panting and lowers herself farther. A few seconds later, she lays down on my chest and stomach, and starts moaning.

“Move your hands. I need a cock.”

I pull my hands up just in time as she envelops my dick in her mouth. I start focusing more. The longer I can hold her before her orgasm, the longer the blowjob will be. I begin licking circles around her clit. This drives her nuts, and she pulls her head off and licks and sucks my nuts. I go back to licking her clit directly, and she goes back to face-fucking my cock. I start licking faster and faster. As I do so, the head bobbing on my dick gets faster and faster. After a few more seconds, its to be too much for her. She lifts her head and screams. As she does so, jets after jet of her cunt juice shoots into my mouth. Some misses and shoots across my face. I never let off of my assault on her clit. She stops squirting but continues cumming.

“Ah! Ah! Fuck yes! Lick my clit!”

I keep going. Suddenly, Marcie drops her head down to my left thigh and clamps on with her teeth. A mixture of pain and pleasure runs through my body. I continue licking as best as I can. A second later she lifts her head and looks at my leg.

“Good. I was getting thirsty,” she comments.

She drops her head back down and runs her tongue along my leg, licking up the blood that has seeped out. She does this a few more times as I slow my licking. I eventually stop. She gets up and looks at me. She's got some blood around her mouth. She was apparently more enthusiastic than I thought.

“Mistress, may your slave have a taste?” I ask.

“Certainly,” she replies.

She leans over me and french kisses me. I taste my blood all in her mouth. She gets back up and removes her thong completely. She reaches over and puts the blindfold back on me.

“On your knees, slave,” she demands.

I roll over and get on my knees. My mistress pushes on the back of my head, bending me over. I rest on my arms on her bed. I hear something unzip and some shuffling. What's she doing? I ask myself. Moments later I feel some wet rubber near my ass hole. Marcie grabs my hips and pulls me back slightly. She's wearing a strap-on! She pushes her fake cock into my ass. She only a half an inch before relieving the pressure. She then pushes a bit farther. After about six or seven strokes, she's buried her dildo up to the hilt. She decides to be kind and waits a few moments for me to get used to her fake dick in my ass. Slowly, she begins rocking back and forth, her cock sliding out and in my ass.

The pain from my stretched ass begins to subside, and I begin enjoying the filling feel of the strap-on up my ass. Marcie begins pumping faster. I hear her moan in pleasure, and I do the same.

“Does my slave enjoying being my man-cunt?” she teases.

“Yes, Mistress. I love the feeling of that dick in my ass,” I reply.

My mistress grabs my hips tighter and quickens her pace. I can't help but rock back and for with her. I feel a new sensation with the dildo in my ass. The tip is stimulating my prostate. My own cock is harder than ever. I groan in pleasure as I realize this. Marcie laughs then almost immediately moans again. She begins fucking my ass harder. Soon she's gasping and breathing very quickly. I adjust my own rocking to be in counterpoint with her thrusting. Moments later, she screams, and I feel my ass being filled with a fluid.

“What the fuck?!” I exclaim, but I keep my pace going. My mistress slows her pace after a few more thrusts and spurts from her dildo. She releases me and collapses next to me. She reaches up and removes my blindfold. After my eyes adjust to the light, I look at my mistress. She's on her back, her chest heaving. She's removed her corset, which must have been the zipping sound I'd heard earlier. Between her legs is a black strap-on, about 7 inches long and one and a half inches wide, just slightly longer than me.

I nuzzle up to her and begin sucking on her left nipple. After a few moments she leans up, and I whimper.

“You'll get it back in a minute,” she reassures me. She holds up the handcuff key. I extend my arms for her to remove them, which she does. She then lies back down in her former position. I begin nursing on her left tit again as my left had wanders over to her right breast. I message her tit for a moment, rolling her nipple between my thumb and forefinger and giving a slight squeeze. He gasps in pleasure and then again as I flick her other nipple with my tongue.

“You've been a good slave tonight. As a reward, you get to fuck me anyway you like and cum when you want,” she says.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I pull myself into a partial sitting position. I lean over and kiss her. Our tongues intertwine once more. After a moment, I pull back and look into her blue eyes. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, baby,” she responds.

I slide toward her feet. I reach down and unlace her boots. They are difficult to get off, but Marcie helps out some. After her boots are off, I reach up for the strap-on. She lifts her hips to allow me to pull it off. There is a popping noise followed by a gasp from Marcie. I see how my ass was filled with fake cum. Toward the front of the strap-on, there is piece of rubber shaped like a little finger. This was used to stimulate her clit. Behind it there is a bulb which goes up into her pussy. When she came, her pussy squeezed around it, causing it to squirt the fake jizz into my ass.

“You forgot to show me this earlier,” I tease.

“That would have ruined the surprise,” she retorts.

I lean up and kiss her again. “I love you,” I repeat. She smiles, and I kiss her again.

I get up on my knees and begin to lift myself up over her. She parts her legs to allow me to get between. I lower myself down onto her body. As I do so, I slowly slide my dick into her love hole. I lower myself farther and wrap my arms up underneath her arms and around her shoulder. I begin slowly pistoning in and out of her pussy. Her muscles clamp around my cock as she gasps. A smile forms on her face as her eyes roll up into her head and then shut. I begin moving faster and watch as her boobs bounce up and down with my thrusts. I lean my head down and take her right nipple into my mouth. She moans as I suck on it, giving it the attention it deserves now.

“Marcie?”

“Yes, honey?”

“May I fuck you in the ass? You did it for me; now I want to return the favor.”

“Of course. I said you could fuck me anyway you wanted.”

I slide back off her and my dick pops out of her pussy. She rolls over and gets on her hands and knees. I approach her on my knees. I slide my dick into her pussy for just a little bit more lube. I pull it right back out and place it at the entrance to her ass. I push forward gently, and her ass relaxes to accept my intrusion. I push a bit harder and slide a bit further. She leans back, pushing me in even farther. I pull back and thrust once more, burying my cock as far as it can go into her ass. Marcie is breathing hard again from a mixture of pleasure and pain. I'm in heaven. I can't believe how tight her ass is, no matter how many times I've fucked it before.

I wait for her to get used to me, just as she waited before. After a minute, I begin slowly moving in and out of her tight ass. The sensation is wonderful, the best I've had all night. I grab her hips and start moving faster. I begin groaning and mumbling in pleasure.

“Ah. Urgh. Fuck yes.”

She's returning it.

“Yes. Yes. I love your cock in my ass.”

I begin pulsing faster and faster. She tightens her ass around my cock, and I moan louder.

“Oh, yes! That's it!”

She now starts working harder to get me to cum. I lean forward a bit, wrap my arms around her stomach, and pull up a bit. She leans up a ways. I reach higher and grab a tit in each hand and pull her farther up. Now instead of a back and forth motion, its more of an up and down. She arches her back as much as possible to keep my dick in her ass. I squeeze and message her tits as she bounces on my cock. A few moments later, she drops her hand down to her front and starts fingering her own pussy.

“Ah! Ah! Harder! Fuck me harder! Fuck my ass harder!” she screams.

I increase my pace and force to as much as possible. She screams louder as I pinch her nipple between my fingers. She starts begging.

“Cum in my ass! Cum now! I want your cum in my ass!”

I feel my own orgasm coming on. I redouble my efforts to pound her ass as hard as possible. I can't hold it any longer. My orgasm engulfs me. I throw back my head and howl.

“Aaah! Aaah! AAAH! YES!”

I shoot load after load of cum far into her ass. My final few thrusts aren't as fast, but they are harder. I slow to a stop after squirting about ten times. My hands are numb, and I'm light-headed. I release her tits and collapse on the bed. She lies down facing me.

“That was wonderful, baby,” she says. “Did you enjoy it?”

I grin. “What do you think?”

She smiles back. “I think you loved it.”

“Oh, you got that right.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too.”

She rolls over onto her other side and scoots back against me. My now limp dick is right up against her ass. She reaches around, grabs my right arm, and pulls it around her. I gently kiss her neck a few times before cupping her breast. I kiss her a few more times, and we both drift quickly off to sleep.





She’s The Boss

'So, remember the underwear set that you bought me for Christmas?' my wife Kathryn (or Kat to friends) asked as we sat down for dinner.

'Sure,' I replied, picturing her slim, toned frame in the lace black and white set that I had purchased for her online – after much 'browsing'.

'Well, I was talking at work today about how they sent the wrong size panties, and Nicola overheard.' Nicola being my wife's overbearing boss. I had never met the woman, but from the stories that Kat told about her, she sounded like nothing more than a bully. 'She asked me what size they were and I told her they were a sixteen, but I only needed a ten.'

'Oh right,' I said in a noncommittal fashion, not really caring about workplace discussions.

'Well, then she said that was her size.'

'Just give them to her then, tell her it's a present from me.' I replied with a wink. 'Just say that she has to take a photo for me as payment.'

'Dan,' she replied in mock admonishment, 'she's my boss.'

'Whatever,' I replied. 'It's either that or throw them away.' Kat said that she probably would give them to her; she figured that is what Nicola was hinting at anyway. I figured that would be the end of the matter... I was wrong.

I got to meet Nicola for the first time a few weeks later. Kat's work had organised some team bonding meal type affair at a local restaurant; partners to come too. I hated all of the forced small talk and the whole, let's be best buddies, nonsense that accompanied these events. But, I loved my wife, so I kept schtum and tagged along.

I recognised Nicola straight away from the descriptions. She wasn't overly tall, but she definitely had a big presence. As mentioned before, she was a big girl, but she carried it extremely well. She wore her hair in a short, blonde bob which framed her pretty face and she was immaculately made up. She wore a figure hugging long, black dress that emphasized her curves. I had to admit that I found her highly attractive from the start.

We sat down and enjoyed dinner. After a while, I excused myself to go and use the toilet. It was out of the main room and down a little corridor; the male and female rooms were next to one another. After I finished, I went to leave the toilet, but almost walked straight into someone stood outside the door.

'Ooops,' I said as I stopped just before bumping into Nicola, 'sorry about that. I didn't see you there.'

Nicola didn't speak. Instead she simply held my gaze before casting an appraising eye up and down my body. I began to feel uncomfortable almost straight away.

'Ummm, the ladies' room is next door.' I said after a moment.

'I know.' was the only reply I received.

'Lovely meal eh?' I asked, trying to make some form of small talk. I knew that Kat didn't like her and felt intimidated by her, but I was determined to not let her have the same effect on me.

'I can't believe you've had the gall to turn up.' She replied almost contemptuously.

'Sorry?' I asked, dumfounded.

'You heard.' She replied, 'After the inappropriate comments you've been making to your wife about me.' I must have looked blank because she carried on after a moment. 'You know what I mean. Sending me lingerie and then demanding that I pay you with lewd photographs of myself.'

'Ohhhhh,' I replied, the penny dropping. I laughed, thinking that it was some kind of wind up. 'Yeah, Kat told you that eh?'

'Of course she did,' Nicola snapped. 'I'm her boss; I can make her tell me anything.'

It slowly dawned on me that Nicola wasn't joking about. Surely she knew that my offhanded comment was nothing more than just a playful jest. 'I was only playing around.' I said, thinking that I needed to just get past her and back to the table.

'Well I don't find it funny.' She spoke now in an almost whisper, 'I never gave you permission to imagine me wearing just a pair of lace panties, exposing myself to you.' As she spoke, she moved closer to me. We had moved away from the door to the wall separating the two toilets and I found myself now backed against it with nowhere to go. Suddenly, Nicola's round belly was pressing into my stomach and the soft curve of her ample bosom pressed gently against my chest. 'I think you're just a bit of a pervert.'

'I'm sorry.' I replied hoarsely, feeling just as intimidated as I'd promised myself I wouldn't be. The smell of her strong, musky perfume filled my senses.

'What would you have done with the picture?' She whispered now, pressing her face close to mine, her lips brushing delicately up against my ear lobe, sending jolts of electricity through my body. I became frozen in place; why was I unable to just brush past her and return to the table? 'I know what you would have done with it,' she continued as I felt her fingers brushing against my rapidly stiffening crotch.

'Stop,' I managed to gasp, 'please.'

'Not yet,' she whispered, flicking a tongue out and teasing my earlobe. I stood prone against the wall as my wife's boss pressed into me with her thick, round body and gently, torturously trailed her fingertips up and down the length of my raging member. 'You need to finish the set now.'

'What do you mean?' I whimpered, wanting desperately to just be let go to return to my seat.

'Bring me the bra to work in the next week – 36GG. Do what I say and everything will be fine. If you don't, well, I can make Kat's life pretty interesting.' With that barely veiled threat, she backed away. She was able to coolly flip from seductress to aloof boss almost instantly. I saw her looking down at my obvious tent-pole. 'Like I said,' she spoke as she turned to walk away, 'You're nothing but a pervert.'

It took me a couple of minutes, but I finally regained my composure. My mind was still reeling from the events that had brought me to this juncture, but I knew that I had been gone from the table for a good ten minutes now and should really get back.

'Everything okay?' Kat mouthed across the table to me as I took my seat. Nicola was already back in her seat, eating her dessert.

I smiled and nodded back across to her, hoping that it came across as casual and cool, knowing that it felt anything but. Thankfully we got through the rest of the meal without further incident; but I was sure that this was just the start of something.

A week came and went. Not that I wasn't thinking about what Nicola had told me (asked would be wrong here) to do; quite the opposite in fact. I just couldn't bring myself to do it. I was a married man; despite how humiliated I had been by Nicola at the restaurant, I was still unprepared to go out and purchase lingerie for her.

I worked mainly from home, so usually had the dinner ready for Kat when she got home around 5.30. So when it got to 6.15 I became quite worried; it had been about 10 days since the restaurant; I instantly made the connection between Nicola's demands and her threats to take it out on my wife if I didn't acquiesce to them. What could I do though? I tried calling her work phone and her mobile phone. No answer on either. In the end I just gave in, ate my dinner and watched the clock until Kat's return.

At 7.45 I heard the door slamming shut. 'That bitch.' Were the first words I heard as Kat kicked her shoes off at the front door.

'Hey Kat,' I said as I went out to greet her, noticing straight away how dishevelled she looked. 'You okay sweetie?'

'No, I am not fucking okay.' Kat snapped. 'Fucking Nicola has had me cleaning the office tonight after hours. Apparently the cleaner called in sick.'

'Well that's not anything to do with you.'

'I fucking know that,' Kat replied, 'but she started using very thinly veiled threats about my job security and, well, you know what she's like. I didn't really have a choice in the matter. I've had to clean and scrub the fucking toilets too.'

'What a bitch,' I said, knowing that this was a message to me; feeling trapped and also responsible for my poor wife. 'Can't you look for another job?'

'Where?' She snapped again, 'The fucking economy's a mess. There are no jobs anywhere. Nicola knows that, which is why she takes the piss the way she does.' Her tone softened. 'Look, I'm sorry; none of this is your fault. I'm going to take a bath.'

I stayed downstairs as Kat went up to bathe. My mind was in turmoil. I knew that this was the least to expect if I didn't do as Nicola wanted; she had clearly not been messing about at the restaurant. But I couldn't go and buy lingerie for another woman; I just wasn't prepared to do that. She surely wasn't beyond reasoning with. I made up my mind there and then to visit her the next day to try and talk some sense into her.

Chapter 2

I parked about a 5 minute walk from Kat's work and snuck into the car park from round the back, being careful to make sure that nobody spotted me. I had dropped my wife off at work on a couple of occasions and she had pointed out which office was hers. Thankfully it was only a small building and I was able to work out where I hoped was the manager's office with the fire door leading out into the car park.

Still, I hesitated before I knocked. What if Kat was in the office with Nicola? Did it have a glass front to see into the office? What the fuck was I doing here?

Too late for any of that though, I thought as I knocked. Kat had already been made to stop behind and clean the office; who knew what Nicola's next steps would be.

'You're two days late.' Nicola spoke as she opened the door. No hello, no confusion as to who it was knocking on her fire door; she just knew.

'Can I come in?' I asked, trying to remain formal and focused on the reason I was here.

She raised her eyebrows slightly, perhaps noticing that I came empty handed. She stood aside and allowed me to enter the room. It did indeed have a glass window which would look into the office and allow Nicola to watch proceedings through there, but thankfully the blinds had been drawn, ensuring that nobody, Kat especially, could see into the room.

'Sit.' She spoke as she closed the door behind me. I took a seat in a leather office chair in front of her huge, antique looking oak desk. I sat and, before nerves got the better of me, began to speak.

'Listen, Nicola. Whatever game you are playing must stop. It's completely unprofessional to treat my wife this way and I certainly am not going to get drawn into any inappropriate activities that could jeopardise my relationship. So whatever it is that you are doing; just stop and we can draw a line under it.'

Nicola didn't respond. She sat down behind her desk, pulled her seat in close and leaned forward, placing her elbows on the desk. I tried, and failed in my attempts to not check out her huge bust as it strained in her tight fitting, low cut blouse. She looked at me curiously, inspecting me the way one might look at an insignificant spider or insect as it crawled across her desk. I began to feel uncomfortable.

'So... what do you say?' I finally said, not liking the silence in the room, broken only by the low hum of the air conditioning.

'Bring me the bra this Saturday and I will forgive this transgression.' She finally spoke.

'...Did you not hear what I said? I'm serious Nicola.' I said, hoping that I sounded so.

'If you don't agree to this, your wife will be in my office in 30 seconds flat. She will wonder how you got here and what your business is. What I tell her would be enough to end your marriage.' She smiled at me now, 'I can be quite convincing.'

'No... I...' I fumbled blindly for a response, nothing came.

She took a post-it note from her desk and scribbled something onto it. 'Here is my address.' She said as she thrust the note across the table. 'Take it.'

I hesitated, mouth opening and closing like a fish, searching for something, anything that I could say. I shook my head numbly.

'Right, you've left me no choice.' She picked up her phone and pressed three numbers. I was too stunned to react still. 'Kathryn,' she spoke into the receiver. 'Be in my office in 30 seconds.' She raised her eyebrow at me. 'The only place to hide is under my desk.'

She was right; the front of the big wooden desk went right down to the floor. Heart thumping in my chest I jumped to my feet and threw myself around and underneath, finding that there was just enough room for me to squeeze myself in. Wasting no time Nicola pulled her chair closer, pinning me in an awkward position against the back of the desk.

There was no time to protest though; I heard a knock at the door. 'Come in.' Nicola spoke; the door opened; the sound of footsteps, the door closed again. 'Sit'. Nicola slid her shoes off and pushed them to the side; one foot pressed down onto my chest, the other on the top of my thigh. There wasn't much light under the desk, but I could see that her toes were perfectly pedicured and painted a deep red. They were quite little digits, round, but not fat and her soles were nicely arched. I was pinned in place and she applied more then a gentle pressure to let me know just that.

'Did you like cleaning the toilets last night Kathryn?'

'Honestly Nicola? Not at all.' I heard my wife's voice reply, although she was being honest I could tell that her voice was cagey and guarded, having to be careful of what she said was something she was no doubt used to.

'Well that's a shame, because our cleaner is ill again, so you'll be taking that role tonight. Is that okay?'

'...Is there nobody else?' came Kat's tentative response.

'Sure there is.' Nicola replied, her feet beginning to move around; keeping me pinned down, but toying with me as a lion might its prey. 'It's a recession dear, I'm sure there are about 200 people who would come into the office, do your job and then a cleaning one on top. Shall I call an agency and find out?'

'...no.' Came Kat's resigned response. Nicola's right foot found its way to my throat; her soles felt soft and warm. She applied a gentle pressure there, making it slightly difficult to breath. I tried to move, but felt myself pinned down with a gentle application of more pressure. I was also conscious that even that slight movement had caused a bit of a noise.

'Good,' came Nicola's response. 'You know how much I appreciate you helping us out.' She assumed a much friendlier voice now; her point well and truly made.

I now saw no other option but doing as she asked and hoping that would be the end of it. I hoped that she felt the same way and would let my wife leave the office now, but the silence from above the desk began to stretch out. About a minute passed; god knows what was happening above the desk, but below Nicola was continuing to use her feet to pin me against the desk and toy with me, knowing that I was trapped. Her left foot was massaging the top of my right thigh, dangerously close to my crotch; while her right was running back and forth across my throat, teasing my oxygen supply and causing me to pant silently for air.

Eventually my wife spoke up. 'So is it okay if I go back to work now please Nicola?'

Please say yes, I begged silently. She asked nicely; she's agreed to work late again. What more could you ask for? 'Your husband, Dan, what does he do for a living?' My heart skipped a beat.

'He works from home mostly,' Kat replied, 'he does some consultancy work among other things.'

'So he has no set workplace?' Nicola's right foot moved up from my throat now to my face, she pressed it against my cheek and gently pushed so that the side of my head was pressed up against the desk; probably inches away from my wife's legs, separated only by the desk. She wiggled her toes playfully against my face, her digits dangerously close to my mouth.

'No, I suppose not.' Kat's voice had not lost its defensive edge.

'Is that ever a worry for you?'

'Nicola, can I please leave?'

'Who do you think you are talking to?' Nicola suddenly snapped.

'I'm sorry.' Came the quick, apologetic response from Kat. I flushed with anger and shame, knowing that I was powerless to do anything about this situation. Nicola was nothing but a bully, but she seemed to really enjoy the role.

'Answer the question. Is it a worry for you?'

'No, I trust him.' Kat replied.

'Well that's fortunate,' Nicola responded, in a far more friendly tone now. I couldn't believe how quickly she could flip it on and off; right now she sounded like a girly friend having a chat. 'Tell me,' she said, adopting a more conspirational tone now, 'does he have a nice cock?'

'Nicola!' gasped my wife. 'I can't answer that,' she said, dropping her more defensive tone now and sounding genuinely shocked.

Nicola chuckled, 'I'm only playing with you. Some things are only for a wife to know.' What my wife didn't know, however, was that Nicola was, as she spoke, finding out lots about my cock. As she was speaking she had stopped being dangerously close to it with her left foot and had actually started to rub it, vigorously, through my jeans. And my god was it fucking hard! It felt like a steel rod in my trousers and the sensations that her touch gave me felt heavenly. I couldn't do anything to prevent it; a slight movement could alert Kat to my presence, so I just had to lay there while my wife's boss rubbed her bare foot up and down the length of my throbbing cock.

I opened my mouth in a silent 'o' and instantly felt her right foot pressing its way in, her toes forcing their way onto my tongue. My mind whirled and reeled as my senses were over stimulated. The ministrations of her foot on my cock, the feeling of her foot as she began to fuck my mouth with it, the shame, the embarrassment, the deviance. I knew I couldn't hold on, I don't think that my cock had even throbbed so hard before. Involuntarily I began to thrust my cock against Nicola's foot. She responded by applying more pressure and rubbing it with even more fervour.

Kat was still sitting so close to me as her boss forcefully gave me a footjob under the table. About thirty seconds had passed since anybody had spoken and I knew that I was close to orgasm. I didn't know what to do; would I be able to come without making a noise? It was going to be a mind-blower, I knew that much.

'Just between you and me,' I heard Nicola somewhere, her voice only just penetrating my consciousness as I steamrollered towards my orgasm, finding that the only way to not make any noise was to suck, hard on her little piggies as she pressed them into my mouth. 'I bet it's a thick one.'

I came; or, more accurately, I felt my cock explode. I screwed my eyes shut as stars burst in my brain and a dam burst somewhere in my groin. I felt blasts of hot, ropey cum spurting from my throbbing, aching cock. I was conscious only enough to try and not make any noise, but knew that soft gasps and moans were emanating from me as I hungrily sucked at Nicola's toes; that is when she let me. She seemed to be enjoying forcing her foot as far into the back of my throat as possible; causing me to gag while trying to control the sounds I made.

I knew that the crotch area of my jeans would be soaked through with my cum, but still, even after the last blast of spunk came out, Nicola continued to rub me off with her foot, prolonging the torture of my incredibly sensitive cock, now sticky and wet with my ejaculate.

'Well, shouldn't you be back at work now? You've wasted enough time haven't you?' I heard Nicola speak, finally dismissing my wife. She had remained blissfully unaware of what was happening right in front of her and I had Nicola's excellent acting skills to thank for that. She was something else this woman; I had no idea how I was going to get out of this game she seemed to be playing.

Despite the fact that I heard the door opening and closing, Nicola kept me pinned against the back of the desk, continuing to toy with me; I couldn't speak, she still had her foot in my mouth, but once I knew that Kat had left the room I began to squirm and struggle under the desk in an attempt to get out.

'Uh-uh.' I heard Nicola's voice, feeling her push, hard now, to resist my struggles. I felt myself slammed against the thick wood. 'Where the fuck are you going?' She pulled her foot from my mouth and pushed her sole hard against my cheek, forcing my face into the side and trapping me. 'Trousers down.'

I made no move to obey. She pushed harder, her foot finding my throat and pressing down to prevent me from breathing. I gasped and coughed.

'Trousers down,' she repeated. Again I made no move to obey. She swiftly added her left foot to my throat, applying more pressure than before. The world began to spin. I was dimly aware that the sole of her left foot was slick with my cum. 'Trousers down.' She repeated a third, and final time.

Oxygen deprived, trapped and feeling utterly useless, I finally moved my arms and pulled my sticky trousers down, boxers too; the cool air of the office instantly hitting my shaft. She relaxed the pressure; I coughed and gasped and sucked down a lungful of oxygen, my throat hurt from where she had nearly choked me out and I hoped that it wouldn't bruise.

'See what happens when you do as you're told.' Came Nicola's voice from above. I tried to wriggle free from under the desk, but she corrected that by pressing her right foot into my chest and pinning me back against the desk. My legs were free though, splayed either side of her office chair, cock at half-mast, covered in my cum. 'Relax,' she cooed from above as she wrapped my cock between her curved soles, 'I'm in charge here.' She gently, and expertly, began to massage the full length of my slippery shaft with the soles of her feet; it felt so amazing, but I fought it every step of the way, the desire to not cheat on my wife almost overwhelming.

'Sit fucking still,' she commanded. 'If I have to call your wife back in here again, next time you won't be so lucky.'

The threat of her calling Kat in was enough to make me stop fighting. My cock had long ago given up the fight and throbbed proudly in the air as she worked her feet up and down its length.

'Are you going to cum for me again?' she asked as she slid a hand under the hem of her skirt and parted her legs, allowing me to watch the outline of her hand under her red panties as she began to fiddle with herself.

'...I...' I gasped, enraptured as I watched her play with herself, aching to see her slide her fingers between her plump pussy lips and into her depths.

'Tell me.' She gasped, for the first time not sounding completely in control of her voice.

'Unggh...' I grunted as she rubbed her big toe around the head of my cock, sending shivers up and down my spine. Her left foot was working now on my balls as she pressed the sole of her right down onto my shaft, which throbbed and spasmed beneath.

'Tell me,' she moaned, louder now, her hand moving frenziedly in her pants.

'Yes,' I gasped, feeling the climax arriving.

'Ohhhh,' she gasped as she came into her panties. I watched as a dark wet patch began to spread on the fabric; she rubbed my cock frenziedly, tipping me over the edge and causing me to ejaculate for the second time in about 10 minutes, spraying my seed all over her soles and toes as she milked me through my spasms.

Finally spent, she moved her feet away and pulled her chair back. I took this as a sign to get up and this time met no resistance as I crawled from underneath the desk.

'I cannot believe you've just done that.' Nicola spoke as I pulled my soiled trousers back on.

I couldn't meet her gaze, I stared at the floor, humiliated and angry; tears in my eyes.

'You've just cheated on your wife. I knew that you were a pervert after the last time, but I never expected this from you.'

'Nicola... I...' I began.

'What did I tell you about interrupting me?' She scolded me. 'Now go, and when you come round on Saturday you had better bring me a treat. That is, if you don't want your wife to find out about what happened here today?'

I knew better than to say anything. I simply grabbed the post-it with her address on and left via the fire exit, not even thinking enough to be careful about possible workmates of Kat being in the car park. Thankfully there were none and I made it back to my car without seeing another human, which, judging by the huge damp patch in the crotch area of my jeans, can only be seen as a good thing. Now what the fuck was I going to do?

Chapter 3

'I can't believe I'm doing this' I mumbled to myself as I pulled the car up outside the address Nicola had written on the post-it. The plan was simple; knock on the door, hand her the bra, walk away... hope that would be the end of it. I grabbed the bag from the passenger seat, flushing with humiliation once again at the memory of purchasing it from the shop the previous day; buying lingerie for someone other than my own wife.

I walked up the driveway to Nicola's house, heart beating, palms sweating, checking my shoulder every two seconds to see if anyone was following or watching me. Fortunately her driveway was set back from the main road and nobody seemed to be taking any notice of me.

'You can do this,' I told myself as I reached the door and lifted my hands to knock. The door opened before I could do anything.

'Morning Dan, I'm glad you decided to come by.' I gasped softly at the sight of Nicola; she wore a knee length pink bathrobe and very little else. I stole a glance down at her bare feet; her toenails were now painted a soft pink to match her gown. 'Come in,' she said, stepping aside. I opened my mouth to reply but found my mind was numb; trying not to stare at her ample bosom as it strained against the robe I stepped in.

Nicola closed the door and walked back down the hallway without further word, I followed her into a spacious open plan room, one side was living space, the other side had a large oak dining table in it. 'So,' Nicola spoke as we entered the living area, 'did you bring my present?'

I proffered forth the gift bag, she took it, her soft hand brushing subtly over mine as she did, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. 'Oooh,' she cooed as she lifted the silk white bra from the bag, 'that's the one,' she whispered as she gently fingered the cups. 'Did you get the right size?'

'36GG' I replied, 'can I please go now?' Nicola ignored the comment.

'Sit down, I'll be 2 minutes.' And with that, she spun on her heels and left the room. I stood dumbly for a minute or so before finally deciding to cross the room and take a seat on the large brown corner sofa. A short while later Nicola re-entered, beaming.

'It fits, good boy,' she said. I was thoroughly confused by this Nicola; she wasn't the domineering woman who had tortured me under her desk a few days previously. This Nicola was bubbly and vivacious, altogether refreshing.

'So...' I spoke, breaking the silence, 'can I please go now?'

'Hmmm...' Nicola replied, 'aren't you forgetting something?'

'No, I don't think so,' I replied cautiously.

'You promised me a treat... I hope you've brought me something.'

'I...' I had no response. I had promised her no such thing, but vaguely remembered her mentioning something as I left her office. 'Can't you just let me off?'

'But you promised,' she replied, almost coyly. 'I had gotten my hopes up and everything.'

'Nicola, please,' I begged, 'I just want to go home to my wife.'

'But I want my treat. You'll have to think of something.'

'Like what?' I asked desperately. Nicola just shrugged. She stood in the middle of the room, standing between me and the exit. She still had a smile on her face, but now it carried a challenge. I knew from the previous encounter that she was capable of using her weight to overpower me; and I certainly wasn't about to try and fight against a woman to escape. 'I'm completely stuck here Nicola.'

'I'm not helping you,' she replied, raising her eyebrow at me, 'if you had just brought me a treat like you promised then this wouldn't be happening right now.'

'What do you want for a treat? I can make you a cup of tea?' I asked, clutching at straws. She didn't even acknowledge that offer. 'Then what?' I cried, frustration creeping into my voice, 'a massage?'

'Now I know why you didn't bring me a treat you naughty man,' she winked at me. 'I knew that's what you wanted to give me for a treat.'

'But... I...' I tried to reply, wishing desperately I'd never said anything.

'I guess you're going to want me to remove the robe then?' She asked as she stepped over me. I opened my mouth but no sound came out. 'Dan,' she continued, 'this is your choice of treat, you need to tell me what you want from me.'

'You can keep it on,' I whispered hoarsely, trying desperately to get out of this situation. Nicola frowned at that.

'That's not a proper massage. I thought this was a treat,' she untied the knot but kept the robe held in place. 'Now, I'll ask again, I guess you want me to remove the robe then?'

I saw no way out. 'Yes,' I whispered eventually. She stepped even closer to me now, leaning over where I sat on the sofa. I gasped audibly as she let the robe fall away and her tits, clad in the brand new bra, hung tantalisingly close to my face, swaying hypnotically.

'What do you think of my new bra?' She asked as she stood up and squeezed her tits firmly together, 'I mean, speaking objectively of course, is it a good fit?' I nodded, drinking in the sight of her in the lingerie set I had purchased; she spun around so that I could see her full, round ass in the French knickers, the mesh material at the back allowing me to get a view of both her ass cheeks and the whole crack as it disappeared between her legs. My cock throbbed in my jeans. 'Do I look better than your wife in this set?' she asked with a wink.

'Nicola,' I replied, 'I can't answer that.'

'We both know what you think though,' she replied, 'you like how I fill it out better right? We both already know what a pervert you are; you begging to massage me only confirms that fact. So where do you want me?'

'Huh?'

'For the massage,' she replied as she stroked her fingertips across her tight round stomach, 'where should I be?'

'I don't know.'

'Not very assertive are you Dan?'

'I guess not,' I replied.

'Never be the boss would you?'

'No,'

'I'll tell you what,' Nicola took my hand and pulled me to my feet, 'I'll lie on the floor with a big cushion underneath me, and then you can get ready to give me a massage.'

'Get ready?'

'Well yeah,' she replied as she pulled a big cushion from the sofa and placed it on the floor. 'If you try to give me a massage while wearing jeans you'll end up scratching me.'

'I'm not...'

'You're not what?' She turned on me, snapping instantly into the Nicola that I had previously been exposed to.

'I... ummm... nothing...' I replied, not wanting to anger her today; the happy Nicola was easier to deal with, even though I was still ending up doing exactly as I was told.

'Good boy,' she said, 'you can go and get ready in the bathroom; there are plenty of oils in there too; choose a nice sensual one, I mean, this is supposed to be a treat right?' I stood dumbly in the room. 'Well,' she said, impatience creeping into her voice, 'off you go then.'

Without further word I turned and exited the room; Nicola gave me a playful pat on the behind as I left, 'hurry up about it too,' she called after me; 'you don't want your wife to wonder where you've been all morning do you now?'

I stood in the hallway; the downstairs bathroom to me left, the front door ahead. I knew that leaving would only make things ten times worse. I only allowed myself to ponder leaving momentarily before I went into the bathroom, removed most of my clothes and chose a spice scented aromatherapy oil.

'That's better,' Nicola replied as I returned wearing only my boxer shorts; I flushed deeply as I felt her appraising my nearly nude body with hungry eyes. 'You might be more comfortable taking those off too.'

'I'm fine,' I replied.

'Hmmm... okay,' she replied, 'you're the boss,' she said with a condescending wink. 'You can begin when you want.'

Nervously, heart pounding, I moved over to where Nicola lay in the middle of the room, trying not to stare at her big round ass in those lace panties. I squatted carefully over her back, putting all the weight on my knees; it was uncomfortable but it was the only position where I could massage and not have my semi-erect cock pressing into Nicola's ass.

I poured a pool of oil into the palm of my hands and rubbed them together; the spiced scent filling the room almost instantly.

'Mmmmm, my favourite,' she cooed, 'my my Dan, I guess you do want to treat me.'

Oil warmed between my hands I realised that I could no longer delay the inevitable. I reached down and began to gently rub the oil into Nicola's shoulders, her flesh feeling full and warm to my touch.

'Don't be so gentle,' she spoke, 'really work the oil in if you want to treat me.'

I said nothing in response, but pressed in more firmly, working the oil deep into her shoulders, hoping that if I gave her a good massage then she might leave it there. 'That's better,' she gasped, 'mmmm; it sends shivers down my spine.'

My cock was already iron in my boxers, I felt precum oozing out and no doubt causing a damp spot to appear on the blue material.

'Don't just stay at the shoulders,' she gasped, 'I've got a whole back for you to massage.' I began to work my way down her spine, stopping just above the bra line. 'Unclasp me,' she whispered, 'work that oil right into my sides. It feels so good.' I'd already gone this far and knew that even if I tried to protest, Nicola would still get her own way. With shaking hands I unclasped the bra and pushed the straps to the side, leaving her back completely naked; I saw the swell of her breasts either side of her chest. Pouring more oil out I once again began to massage, my hands running closer and closer to the sides of her breasts.

'That's it,' she gasped softly, 'work it into my sides too.' I reached her breasts and began to firmly massage either side, almost losing control of my load as I listened to her gasping and moaning on the floor. 'You can do this more often,' she sighed beneath me; 'my body's on fire.'

This last admission caused me to gasp myself. The realisation that I was turning Nicola on made me swell with a strange sense of pride. I rubbed further round now, my fingers probing closer and closer to her nipples. I had to lean right down in my squatting position to reach around her; the pain in my knees was to the point of excruciating. I had to make a choice, allow my cock to rub into her ass crack, giving me better access to the front of her chest, or to get control of myself and resume massaging her back rather than trying to fondle her breasts.

Nicola took the choice away from me; perhaps sensing that my squatting position was keeping that final distance between our two bodies she shoved out her right thigh causing me to lose my balance and collapse on top of her. Two things happened simultaneously; she lifted the front of her chest slightly causing my hands to slide round and grab both breasts fully with oily, slippery hands, also, my crotch fell down onto her ass; my throbbing, aching shaft pressing hard into her ass crack, allowing her to feel exactly how turned on I was.

'You fucking pervert,' she gasped underneath me, pressing her chest hard into the floor, trapping my groping hands in place. 'I knew this was your game all along.' She began to gyrate her ass up and down my shaft, causing me to gasp her name, begging her to stop.

'Stop?' she demanded as she flung me off her back easily before swiftly pinning me down to the floor; her huge breasts swaying freely now they were released from their confines. 'You're the one who started it. Now I'm going to get my real treat.'

'Nicola, please.' I tried to protest, but too late. Before I could even finish my plea she had pressed her huge tits hard into my face, muffling my cries; gripping the back of my head she pulled me hard against her oily flesh and rubbed me with her plump globes. I fought back in vain, trying to free myself from her grip but it was no use; she easily held me in place using one hand, while she sat on my stomach to prevent me from wriggling free.

'This is the kind of massage I wanted,' she had fire in her eyes as she pulled my head out briefly. 'Open your mouth' I didn't obey straight away. She gripped my cheeks with her right hand and squeezed hard, causing my lips to pucker. 'Open your fucking mouth and suck my tits.' Not wanting to anger her further I obeyed, allowing her to squeeze a fat, hard, oily nipple into my mouth. I began to suck as she pressed herself into my mouth. 'That's a good little slut,' she whispered; 'we both know that this is what you wanted.' She fed me both nipples in turn, forcing me to suck and pleasure her nipples as she verbally berated me.

The next thing I knew was that I was being pushed down; her round, tight belly smothering me, cutting off my air supply; I struggled and fought against the pressure, knowing where she was directing me. 'Yeah, that's it; you just try and fight.' She cackled as I pushed and squirmed against her, allowing her whole weight to crush my head to the floor underneath her belly. My world spun as my oxygen ran low, legs flopping futilely on the floor. Above me I head Nicola laughing and moaning; deriving whatever sick pleasure she could from the situation. 'I wish your wife could see this,' I heard her through the haze, 'see how rock hard your cock is. See how much you love to submit to me.'

Was it true? My cock certainly was rock hard, that much I was still aware of. But if I loved it so much, why was I fighting it? No, of course I didn't love it; this was tantamount to rape. My strength was failing, my head was now dangerously close to those lace knickers, nose pressed into her belly button. 'Here it comes you little pussy slut,' she moaned as she lifted herself, showing me just how easily she could overpower me; letting me know that she had been toying with me all along. Her mound, still covered by the knickers, came down heavily on the bridge of my nose. She ground her slit against my face, filling my senses with the scent of her arousal. My cock was aching and throbbing in my boxer shorts and I knew that I was close to orgasm.

She began to grind her pussy on my face, moaning and wailing. She grabbed my flapping arms and began to maul at her own tits with them; my god they were fucking big and full, her nipples fat and hard, truly they were tits worthy of worship. But I was a married man... so why was I longing for her to move the material aside?

Regardless of my inner turmoil, Nicola took the initiative herself; with one deft hand she slid the material aside and pressed her sex hard onto my face, forcing my nose to penetrate her folds, coating me with her slick, sweet juice. I couldn't hold out much longer; her pussy was overwhelming my senses. I wanted to open my mouth, to force my tongue deep into her folds. She ground her slippery lips all over my face, moaning and gasping as the sensation on her clitoris brought her pleasure.

'Ready for my cum you little bitch?' she gasped as she rode my face, grabbing handfuls of my hair and pulling me hard into her. 'Answer me!' she commanded.

'Yes.' I gasped, finally opening my mouth and allowing her juices to flood into me; my god she tasted good.

'Unghhhhh,' she moaned as she came, squirting her juices to the back of my throat; pulling me deep and holding me there. I lapped at her pussy, pushing my tongue deep inside of her folds as she unloaded a torrent of cum and juices on me. It was too much for me to take. Despite the fact that my cock had been pretty much ignored for the past twenty minutes the act of being so humiliated tipped me over the edge and I felt myself emptying my load into my boxer shorts; the orgasm so powerful that I'm sure I lost track of how long I was squirting my cum for. Nicola realised I was in the midst of an orgasm and I think it tipped her over the edge once again because all of a sudden I felt a fresh wave of her juices blasting into my face and she redoubled her grinding on my poor, abused face.

Finally, after what seemed like an age, I felt a release of the grip at the back of my head. Nicola let me go and stood, rather shakily, to her feet; she put her robe on and sat down on the sofa. Gingerly, with plenty of aches and pains, I stood to my own feet, feeling a cool, damp feeling in the crotch as my sodden boxer shorts clung to my skin.

'I never gave you permission to cum.' Nicola eyed me coolly.

I never gave you permission to fuck my face! Is what I wanted to say in response. Instead, I found myself looking at my feet, flushing an apology. 'Sorry Nicola' I mumbled.

'Don't call me Nicola anymore.' She said as she stood to her feet and got in my personal space. Despite the fact the she was several inches smaller than me; I felt that she was looking down on me. 'Call me Miss. Do you understand?'

'Yes Miss,' I whispered.

'I didn't hear you? Don't mumble when you speak to me.'

'Yes Miss.' I said more clearly.

'That's better. Now, as I said; I never gave you permission to cum.' She walked behind me and leaned in to whisper in my ears. 'I'm going to have to think of some kind of punishment for that, aren't I?' She whispered as she grabbed my arse cheek and squeezed it possessively.

'Yes Miss,' I stuttered.

'But I think you need to be getting home; I don't need your wife getting suspicious, that is of no benefit to me is it?'

'No Miss.'

'So, you had better quickly clean up in here and go home. I'll think of a suitable punishment for you for next time no doubt.' She walked over to the door. 'I'm going to bathe now Dan; I expect this room to be as it was before you soiled it with your perversions. Don't bother me; I'll be in touch.' She stood waiting at the door; clearly waiting for some kind of response.

'Thank you Miss.' I said, almost like a question, but unsure of what else to say. It seemed to do the trick though; she turned and left, I heard her footsteps padding upstairs.

'What the fuck just happened?' I said out loud when I knew she was out of earshot. How did I go from bringing her that fucking bra and being resolute in my intentions to give it her and leave; to being forced to tongue fuck her and refer to her as Miss? How was I going to get out of this now? I didn't have time to dwell; I knew I had been gone long enough to rouse suspicion, so quickly sorted the room out and left the house, driving quickly home. One thing was for certain; this was not the end of it.

Chapter 4

Upon arriving home I was certain my wife would be suspicious. I had tried my best in the car home to sort my dishevelled appearance, but knew that I must still carry some lingering scents of massage oil, sweat and sex. My plan was to enter the house and quickly make my excuses to take a shower. If Kat asked where I had been I planned to tell her that a friend had called and asked me to help move some furniture... very thin excuses maybe, but I could think of nothing else, I wasn't used to lying to my wife.

When I entered the house however, Kat seemed too preoccupied to even notice. She was sitting in the living room with the TV on; I popped my head round the door and said hello and that I was nipping upstairs for ten minutes and she simply mumbled acknowledgement. Not wanting to linger and question anything I gratefully rushed up and showered myself, throwing my soiled clothes in the laundry and trying to scrub myself clean of the mental images that my mind kept conjuring. Nicola's tits in that bra; her full, round body, voluptuous and curvy; her domineering side, overpowering me and having her wicked way, knowing that I was too weak to resist. I hadn't even realised that I had begun to masturbate over these thoughts; but suddenly snapped to and realised that I had been stroking my hands up and down my slippery, throbbing cock. I cursed myself and forced myself to stop, but there was no way I could stop thinking about Nicola and her amazing, full body.

I dried and dressed without lapsing into any further uncontrolled masturbation, for which I was grateful. Steeling myself in the mirror I tried to convince myself that everything was going to be normal and okay, before I made my way downstairs to join Kat in the living room.

I knew that something was up with her; normally on the weekend she's at her most bubbly, knowing that she has at least a couple of days' break from work and her boss; but she was just sitting quietly in the room, acting even more awkwardly than me. In the end I gave in and asked her what was wrong.

'I got a phone call this morning when you were out.' She said in response. My heart froze and my blood turned to ice.

'Oh?' I squeaked, trying to sound normal.

'You'll never guess who it was...' she left it hanging.

'Who?' I asked, feeling my world spinning; fearing for the worst. Was this the punishment Nicola was talking about? Did someone spot me going into the house?

'Nicola.' She said finally.

'...' I had no response. This was it; divorce, separation of stuff, selling house, finding an apartment, dying alone. All because I was too weak to say no and resist Nicola's advances.

'She's coming round for dinner.'

'What?' I blurted, both utterly relieved and flabbergasted simultaneously. 'What do you mean she's coming round for dinner?'

'She rang while you were out; I couldn't believe it. Apparently there are going to be some cutbacks over the next few weeks at the office. She said that she wanted to give staff the opportunity to 'impress' her by inviting her over for dinner.'

'She can't do that,' I protested, 'that's totally unprofessional.'

'Don't you think I know that?'

'Well didn't you say anything to her?' I found my voice rising indignantly.

'You've met her,' she snapped back; 'would you have said anything?' I had no response to that. Chances are, knowing my recent form; I would have laid down and let her sit on my face. 'Now I've got a fucking meal to prepare, my job's on the line, and that fucking fat bitch is coming round to my house.'

This was going to be my punishment for coming earlier. I knew it. I got the message loud and clear. What the fuck was going to happen? I wished for the ground to just swallow me whole, right there and then. I was so tempted to open up and to come clean about everything, beg for mercy. But what could I say? 'Sorry darling, but I've been buying lingerie for your boss, I sucked on her toes until I came and then this morning I went round to hers, gave her a massage and let her sit on my face until she came... Oh, but she forced me to do all of that.' Yeah, right.

'What are you going to do?' I asked after a long silence.

'I don't have much choice do I now?' She said as she stood to her feet; 'I guess I'd better go start preparing dinner. I'm so sorry about this Dan,' she looked so genuinely apologetic about the whole situation; which just deepened my own guilt. 'Would you mind going out and getting a few things for me?'

'Of course not,' I replied, giving her a cuddle and trying to reassure her that it would all be alright... even though I somehow already knew that it wouldn't be.

You would think that the rest of the day would drag; generally when you're waiting for something to happen time seems to crawl along. Not in this situation though; before I even knew it I was opening the front door to allow Nicola, dressed in a figure hugging, strapless red dress and matching heeled sandals, to enter my house.

'Dan,' she greeted, offering me a hand to kiss, which I politely did, trying to ignore the smirk on her lips.

'Please, come in.' I said, standing aside at the doorway for her to pass.

'Forgetting something?' She whispered, knowing my wife was just out of earshot in the kitchen.

'Please come in Miss.' I replied, cursing my lack of backbone even in my own home.

She stepped into the doorway but didn't pass; instead she deliberately pressed herself against me, trapping me against the door frame. 'I didn't get quite what I wanted this morning,' she whispered into my ear, flicking her tongue out over my lobe and causing my knees to buckle and tremble. 'So I came for it this evening.' As she spoke she rubbed her hand over my groin, which began to twitch and swell in response. 'Are you going to give it to me?'

My wife could leave the kitchen and catch this little scene in the hallway at any moment; I knew there was no time for hesitation. 'Yes Miss,' I replied with a shaky voice.

'Good boy; you're learning now.' She slid a hand into her clutch bag and retrieved a couple of plastic coated pills. 'Pour these into Kat's drink.'

'What are they?' I questioned instinctively. Mistake.

'How dare you question me?' She fixed me with an ice cold glare, turning my legs to jelly.

'S...sorry Miss,' I managed to stutter.

'You will be,' she replied. 'Now, lead me in; we don't want Kat to come out and catch you slobbering all over me now do we?'

'No Miss.' I dutifully replied as she released me from my position, allowing me to close the door and lead us both into the kitchen.

'Nicola,' my wife forced a nervous smile as she saw her boss appear in the kitchen doorway. 'How nice to see you.'

'I'm sure it is Kat;' Nicola replied coolly, 'but we both know why I'm here. I do it in my official capacity as a manager. How long will dinner be?'

'It's ready now if you'd like to take a seat at the table. Would you care for a glass of wine?'

'You just focus on serving up the food Kat,' Nicola spoke, telling my wife what to do in her own kitchen. 'I'm sure your dutiful husband won't mind serving up the drinks.'

Kat gave me a tight lipped, apologetic smile; once again causing waves of guilt and shame to course through my body. The only reason I had been told to fix the drinks was that it provided me with the opportunity to spike my wife with whatever the fuck Nicola had given me; I suspected some form of sleeping pill, but you just never knew with this woman.

Nicola seated herself at the table while I took the bottle of wine and three glasses to the counter opposite to where my wife was working. I hesitated momentarily with the pills, toying with the idea of using them to spike Nicola's drink. Fun though it may be to thwart whatever sadistic plans she had for the evening, I knew that it would only spell disaster in the long run. Praying forgiveness from a God I don't even believe in, I quickly pulled the pills apart and tipped their powdered contents into my wife's glass of white wine, swilling the glass around until the powdered contents dissolved. No turning back now.

We sat and ate dinner, my wife is a fantastic cook and I made sure to compliment her on this through the meal. Nicola responded to each of my compliments with a quiet, but obvious scoff, causing my wife to flush deeply with embarrassment at the whole situation. Conversation was hardly free flowing, despite how much Kat tried to engage Nicola in conversation. Most questions were met with one word replies and any attempt to strike up rapport was rebuffed. It wasn't until halfway through Kat's rich, chocolate mousse dessert that I noticed any effect from the drugged wine.

'What do... err...' Kat mumbled, spoon hovering halfway from bowl to mouth, 'you ummm... thhhhhink of... ummm... mousse?' She managed to eventually slur out some semblance of a question.

'Dan, help your wife to a place she can lay down,' Nicola said as she dabbed at her mouth with a napkin, unfazed by my wife's sudden change. I looked helplessly at Kat, then across at Nicola.

'Do it quickly, unless you wish for her to pass out in here and fall from her chair.' I let my spoon clatter back down and jumped to my feet, helping Kat from her seat just as she dropped her own spoon and its contents onto the floor.

'Feel... dizzy,' Kat slurred as I helped her up, easily taking her slim frame in my arms.

'It's okay honey,' I tried to soothe her. 'Let's just lie you down now.' I led her from the kitchen as she mumbled something unintelligible about chocolate mousse. She was fading fast, I knew there was no time to take her upstairs; instead we bumped through the door into the living room and I helped her across to the sofa.

'Is it over?' Kat asked, eyelids half-lidded and closing fast.

'It is,' I whispered back softly.

'Good...' she mumbled, 'fucking bitchhhhhhhh...' and with that she drifted off to sleep.

'I'm not sure if that's going to secure her position.' Nicola appeared at my shoulders and looked down upon my sleeping wife.

'Don't even lie,' I snapped, rounding on Nicola. 'There are no cutbacks, you know damn-well that this whole evening has been a set up to get to me.' I knew instantly that I had over-stepped the mark. I even cowered back after I had finished, expecting her to punch me. All she did was step closer to me and raise her eyebrow quizzically.

'Would you care to repeat any of that?' She asked, raising a perfectly plucked eyebrow.

'No Miss,' I replied, 'I'm sorry.'

'Your wife will be fine. They are strong sleeping pills; she will wake up in the morning without any ill effects. Does that set your little mind at ease?' She spoke with a mocking tone, as if admonishing a child. I nodded meekly. 'Good boy. Now, help her to get more comfortable.' I must have looked puzzled at this. 'Would you sleep in a dress and shoes?' she asked.

'No Miss,' I replied.

'Well, neither should your wife then.' Nicola spoke, mischief lighting up her eyes; 'remove her clothing.' I hesitated briefly. Nicola wouldn't allow it. 'Now,' she commanded, 'don't make this any worse for your wife than it has to be...' her eyes lit up, 'unless you want it to be?'

With shaking hands I began to undress my wife; she didn't stir, So deep was her sleep that she continued to snore as I first slid her shoes from her feet, and then gently turned her onto her side to unzip her dress. Pretty soon she was down to just a matching set of lace underwear. I watched, shocked as Nicola brazenly stroked the tip of her fingers down my wife's chest, tracing the shape of her breast, down to her smooth, flat abdomen, stopping just above the line of her panties. 'Your wife has a very attractive body.' She whispered as she circled her belly button with the tip of her index finger. 'Tell me, what do you like to do with her?'

'Sorry Miss?' I questioned, remembering to address Nicola correctly, hoping that this degradation of my wife would be as far as she would take it.

'It's a straight forward question.' She spoke, looking me in the eyes, 'how do you like to take her?' I hesitated, mind not even comprehending what I was being asked. 'Remove her bra.' She commanded. 'You will respond to questions I ask you.'

'I... I...' I tried to reason with her.

'Remove her bra, and her underwear, now.'

'Y...yes Miss... sorry' I didn't know what the next step would be, but I knew that I had better start doing what I was told. Nicola chewed her lip sensually as I rolled Kat on her side once again and unclasped her bra, then, gently as I could, slid her arms out and exposed her pert breasts to the cool air of the room. Her dark pink nipples stiffened with the exposure.

'She has beautiful nipples;' Nicola spoke as she rolled one between her thumb and forefinger. 'Do you like to suck on them?'

'Yes Miss,' I gasped.

'Show me.' I leaned in close and took my wife's nipple in my mouth, sucking on the familiar teat while Nicola massaged her soft, supple breast. 'See,' she whispered, 'punishment can be so enjoyable.' I wasn't sure what my wife would think about the situation, but she certainly wasn't wrong in terms of what my cock enjoyed; I knew I had to be careful not to explode again, who knew what she would do if I came without permission again.

'Now for the panties,' Nicola said as she gripped my chin and lifted my eyes to face her. 'Turn her round and place her legs on the floor.' I did as I was told, once again being as gentle as possible. 'Don't be such a pussy, nothing will wake her up until those pills wear off, trust me.' I knew what hesitation would cost me, so once she was in a sitting position on the couch I began to pull the flimsy underwear down her legs and quickly had my wife completely naked. 'Spread her legs.' I dutifully parted my wife's legs for her boss, revealing her pink lips and groomed mound, a neat landing strip of hair above the lips all that she allowed to grow.

'Now tell me,' Nicola said. 'What do you like to do to her?'

'Everything Miss.' I replied breathlessly.

'You need to be more specific,' she spoke as she stepped close to my wife and began to tickle the top and inside of her right thigh, fingers moving dangerously close to her sex. 'Does she like it when you lick her pussy?'

'Yes Miss.'

'Mmmm; I must confess, you did seem quite adept with your tongue earlier. Has she ever fucked your face like that?'

'No Miss.'

'Does she ever take charge of you like I do?'

'No Miss;' I replied, 'she likes to let me take control.'

'Ha,' Nicola scoffed. 'You, take control?' she was stroking her fingers now up and down my wife's exposed slit. 'She's weak then, just as I suspected. Just like you.' Nicola stopped stroking my wife. 'Tell me then;' she spoke as she gripped my iron hard cock through my trousers. 'Who would you most like to fuck right now?' She began to stroke me roughly through the material, causing me to moan. 'Look at your wife, spread on the sofa; you could fuck her so easily, just slip your cock inside of her and have your wicked way.' She licked my cheek possessively, whispering into my ear, 'so, who would you like to fuck right now?'

'You Miss,' I gasped, shocking myself at the honesty and sincerity in my reply.

'Strip.' I did as I was bid, removing my clothes in record time and standing naked in my living room. 'Sit down next to your wife' There was plenty of room on the sofa; I did what I was told, cock pointing directly to the ceiling. When I was seated I watched as Nicola slid her red dress up and over her plump body, revealing her full, round hips, delectable stomach and ripe, bra clad tits. She hadn't worn any underwear; I stared between her legs at the swollen, trimmed dark hairs, remembering how earlier she had forced my head between those legs to taste her sweet musk. Next came the bra. I watched with awe as she released her magnificent 36GGs, they swung heavily, free from their restraints, forming perfect teardrops on her chest.

'Your cock belongs to me now' Nicola said as she approached me on the sofa, pushing my legs together and standing over me.

'Yes Miss,' I gasped as she leaned in close to me, licking my lips, before forcing my mouth open and invading me; forcing her fat, juicy tongue to the back of my throat, her saliva mixing with my own. It wasn't a kiss as much as a declaration of possession; it caused my cock to throb, squeezing pre-cum from the tip.

'You may continue to fuck Kat,' she whispered as she gripped my cock and began to lower herself, closer and closer to the tip until I felt my head brushing against her fat, swollen pussy lips. 'But know that it is only with my permission.' She whispered.

'Yes Miss,' I replied, before adding 'thank you Miss.'

'Mmmmm, that's it slut.' She whispered as she finally allowed the head of my cock to enter her, sending waves of almost orgasmic pleasure coursing through my body. Slowly, inexorably, excruciatingly slowly she slid her pussy down the length of my cock, gripping it like a vice. 'Don't you fucking dare come.' She whispered as she took my nipple and twisted it, mixing pain with the pleasure.

'Oh God...' I whispered.

'Not God,' she replied as she filled herself with my cock and began to deliberately gyrate her clit against my pubic bone. 'Me.'

'Nicola...' I moaned, 'fuck...'

'Look at your wife,' she grabbed my head and forced me to look at my sleeping wife beside us; her slim, petite frame compared to Nicola's full, round body. 'Every time you fuck her you will think of me.'

'Yes Miss,' I gasped as I watched Nicola slide a hand between my wife's legs.

'She's dripping wet,' she gasped as she invaded Kat's most personal place; 'I bet that she'd do anything I asked her to, just like you. What do you think?'

'I don't know Miss,' I gasped as Nicola continued to fuck me, sliding my cock in and out of her tight wet pussy.

'Maybe we'll find out.' She said as she removed her finger from Kat's pussy and pushed it into my mouth, forcing me to taste her delicious juices. 'What would you think if I forced your wife's head between my legs?'

'Ohhh... Miss...' I moaned, orgasm approaching. I was determined to hold off, but Nicola's fucking was just too good.

'Answer me,' she repeated as she leant back on my cock and began to rub her clit.

'I would love it Miss.' I gasped, my mind being forced to mentally picture Nicola forcing Kat's head between her legs to worship at her pussy, to lap her juices and to swallow her come.

'I thought so,' she gasped as she lost control and sped up her fucking, sliding my cock in and out of her dripping wet snatch. She rubbed herself frenziedly as she approached orgasm, 'come inside of me,' she managed between gasps.

'Yes Miss,' I moaned as I allowed my orgasm to take over, shooting blasts of hot, creamy come deep inside as she rode my cock through orgasm, her pussy clamping and milking me for everything I had as she gasped her way through her own climax.

'Good little slut.' She whispered as I drifted in and out of sleep in a post-orgasmic bliss.

Chapter 5

Somehow, the rest of the weekend passed without further incident; Nicola told me to put my wife to bed and then said that I should enjoy the rest of my weekend, before leaving without another word. The next day, Kat couldn't believe what had happened to her, she felt that she must have passed out through exhaustion and her nervousness; I certainly wasn't about to correct her on any of that.

Soon enough though, Monday came back around. Kat was a bag of nerves as she left for work in the morning, I tried my best to pretend that I wasn't, but I just knew that something would be coming through the day.

Sure enough, just before eleven, I got a text through to my phone. It was from Nicola. There was only a web link contained in the message. Taking the hint I logged onto my laptop and typed the address into the bar. A webcam link opened up, it took me only a few seconds to realise where the camera was; I'd been in the office only a few days earlier, only this time the view was from above the desk, not below it. It must have been set up to notify her when I logged on, because she glanced down at the screen and gave a slight smirk, she didn't stop working though and quickly resumed her task, seemingly ignoring my presence.

There was a textbox available, but I resisted the temptation to send her a message, the subservient side of my personality telling me that if Nicola had wanted me to send her a message, she would have told me to send her one. Instead I simply watched. Watched as my wife's boss continued to work in her office for about 30 minutes; there was sound, but the only thing that came through was the occasional tapping at the keys on her computer. I couldn't look away however, for the same reason I didn't send the message; I'd not been given permission to do so. She was immaculately dressed and made up, as per usual, and the shirt she wore was tight enough to emphasise her tits and remain professional at the same time. I was aroused just sitting and watching her work, how did she hold such power over me? I was sure that every subtle lick of the lips or stretch that pressed her chest out was intended for me, she probably knew exactly the effect she was having. I both hated and (I reluctantly was beginning to accept) adored her for it.

'I know you're there, but just to be sure, type 'I'm here' on your keyboard.' Nicola finally spoke, still not glancing at the camera. I followed my instructions within a second. She allowed herself a self-satisfied little chuckle at that. The next thing I knew, the camera was being turned outwards from her desk, away from her and looking toward the chair set up in front of her desk. There was a brief period of disruption; I wasn't stupid, I knew that Kat was going to be called in and the disruption was more than likely Nicola making sure that the camera was hidden from sight so that Kat was unaware that I would be witnessing whatever was going to follow.

'Kathryn' Nicola's voice came through my speakers, 'my office.' A moment later my wife, dressed as she had been when I saw her only a couple of hours previously (loose blouse, pencil skirt, stockings) walked into view and stood awkwardly next to the swivel chair. She looked every bit as nervous as she had earlier.

'Sit,' directed Nicola; Kat sat. Nicola seemingly returned to her work. I watched my wife as she sat and twitched nervously in her chair, unsure of where to look or what to do with her hands. She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs as she shuffled uncomfortably. She looked directly at the camera a couple of times, so it must have been well hidden because she certainly didn't appear to notice its presence on the desk.

'So,' Nicola spoke, breaking the long silence, 'Saturday?'

'E...ex...excuse me?' Kat replied, stuttering. Nicola didn't respond. 'I mean, errr, I'm sorry that I, umm, had to go to bed early... I came over all faint.'

'Wise to leave one's husband unattended with another woman?' Came the quick fire response.

'Sorry?' spluttered Kat.

'You didn't make the best impression, let's be honest.' Nicola finally stopped tap, tap, tapping at the keyboard and must have finally turned to face Kat; the way she sat bolt upright suddenly in her seat told me as much. 'Why exactly should I keep you on here?'

'I need this job Nicola,' Kat pleaded; 'I'm sorry that you didn't enjoy Saturday. Tell me, please, what can I do to make you see how much I need this job?'

'Well, you can start by treating me with a little respect.' Kat looked blankly back, but I had an idea what Nicola was driving at. 'When did I actually give you permission to address me as Nicola?'

'I don't understand...' Kat whispered, clearly bewildered, but certainly not appearing like she was about to challenge Nicola in any way.

'You will call me Miss when you speak to me from now on.' Kat gave no response, but her head involuntarily shook. 'Is that clear?' Nicola raised her voice a little; this sent shivers down my spine and caused my cock to throb almost painfully.

'...y...y...yes.' Kat whispered finally.

'Yes what?' I could hear the smirk in her voice.

'Yes, Miss.'

'Good, good. That wasn't so hard was it? Now, let's get back to the business of whether I keep you on here or not. What, exactly, are you prepared to do to convince me?'

'Anything,' came the hesitant response, my wife wasn't stupid either, I'm sure she fully understood the ramifications of what she was saying here, '...Miss.'

'Tell me about your husband, does he have a nice cock?' Nicola repeated the question she had asked my wife on the day she had me pinned under her desk. Kat flushed a deep scarlet and seemed to shrink even further into the chair. She gave no response. 'Well, clearly you didn't mean anything that you just said. Why don't you just get out of here and stop wasting my time?'

'Yes,' she whispered, almost inaudibly.

'Yes what?'

'He has a nice...you know.'

'Say it.'

'...' she flushed even deeper, '...cock.'

'Good girl,' Nicola adopted her patronising school teacher voice, 'that wasn't so difficult, was it? Now, tell me what you like to do with it.'

Kat gripped at the arms of the swivel chair, her knuckles white as she began, in spluttered and unsteady tones, to talk about the things she liked to do to my cock. I had long since released myself from my jeans and felt myself, hard as an iron rod, pulse with every stroke as I listened to my wife confessing her sexual pleasures to her boss as she squirmed in her chair, her own breath coming short and unsteady.

'You're aroused,' Nicola stated. It wasn't a question and Kat made no attempt to challenge it. 'Is it because you're talking about your husband's cock? Or is it because you're talking about your husband's cock to me?'

'Both Miss,' came the meek reply.

'I'm going to give this instruction only once Kat,' Nicola spoke, matter of factly, 'and the way that you react will determine your future here, do you understand that?' Kat nodded. 'Okay then. I want you to strip down and masturbate.'

In shock I let go of my throbbing member and watched as events unfolded on the screen in front of me. Kat had tears of shame running down her face, but she only took a couple of seconds to begin following her boss' instructions. I watched as she stood shakily to her feet and removed her top and skirt, her eyes never leaving the floor. She stood there in her black matching set of underwear for a moment, possibly awaiting further instruction, but receiving none. I gasped as she eventually reached behind and unclasped her bra, allowing her perky little breasts to become free, her large nipples sticking up hard and true, a clear sign of her arousal. Then came the underwear, revealing herself nude save for her stockings for what she believed to be the first time.

I couldn't tear my eyes from the screen as I watched my naked wife sit back down on the chair and tenderly place a hand between her legs, still unable to look up; her hair fell in cascades around her face. God she looked beautiful as she sat there and began to gently stroke her pussy; I began to stroke myself in rhythm with her own.

'Mmmm,' Nicola murmured, 'I do so like it when people are obedient. Tell me, is your pussy wet?'

'Yes Miss,' my wife whispered, gasping softly at her own admission.

'Louder!'

'Yes Miss.' came the response, slightly louder. Nicola commanded her to part her legs to allow for a better view. My wife complied and gave her a view of her flower spread wide, her fingers running tender circles around her exposed clitoris.

'I want you to think about your husband's cock, but instead of your lips moving up and down its length, sucking and tasting it; I want you to picture mine. Is that clear?'

'Yes Miss,' Kat gasped, shuddering in her seat, eyes still looking down.

'That's it, faster now,' she began to give instructions and continued to describe the scene that had basically happened on Saturday night; Nicola sitting on my cock, her pussy working up and down its length, her pleasure, her climax, her orgasm; all the while, my wife continued to masturbate, now thrusting two fingers deep inside of herself.

My balls ached for release as I watched the scene before me; I watched as Kat's tits rose and fell with her breathing, her whole chest flushed; a sure sign that she was close to orgasm.

'Come for me slut,' Nicola berated her, 'come for me and admit that you want it to be my fingers inside of you right now.'

'Ohhhh fuck...' moaned Kat, writhing in ecstasy now. 'I want your fingers.'

'Respect, you slut!' Commanded Nicola, raising her voice as I felt my cum pulsing through my shaft.

'I want your fingers Miss,' wailed Kat as she came, violently in her boss' office, squirming in the seat as her pussy leaked all over the leather.

I saw stars as I shot my load, so powerful the jet that it splattered on the screen of the laptop; it throbbed and pulsed as I watched Kat riding her powerful orgasm under the watchful eyes of our shared Mistress.

God it was so fucked up...

Chapter 6

My heart pounded as I heard Kat's key turning in the lock. Then came the footsteps down the hall.

'Hi sweetheart,' I spoke as she walked into the room, my voice catching in my throat.

'Oh, ummm... hey.' replied Kat, unable to meet my eyes. A period of silence followed, both of us awkwardly standing in front of one another.

'Listen Kat,' I began hesitantly, 'there's something I need to talk to you about...'

'No, please, Dan,' she replied, 'can I speak first? I need to tell you something...'

'Well, well, well. Seems everyone wants to say something this evening.' Kat whipped around in shock at hearing Nicola's voice from the doorway. She stood there, bold as brass, one hand on her hip, the other resting on the frame of the door; eyebrows arched, wearing the lingerie that had started this whole fiasco, a pair of fishnet stockings and black, knee high boots.

'Huh. What are you doing here?' Kat asked in surprise.

'Is that any way to speak to your boss?' snapped Nicola. Kat looked at me, flushed and confused. I looked to the floor, unable to meet her imploring eyes. 'Your husband let me in, of course.'

'I don't understand what's going on.'

'Sit down on the sofa.' My wife did as she was told. I remained stood in the middle of the room, as I had not yet been addressed.

'Good,' she spoke as she walked into the middle of the room. 'I will forgive you for speaking to me disrespectfully; I imagine it was quite a shock to see me here.' Nicola turned to address me for the first time. 'Kneel.' She commanded. I obeyed without question. 'You see,' continued Nicola, 'after your little show in my office this afternoon, I came straight over to your house. Now that you have both made the right decision about your future, we can move forwards together.'

'What do you mean? Dan, what have you done? Why are you on the floor? What is all of this?'

'I did not give you permission to speak to him did I?' Nicola spoke, moving between me and Kat.

'Nicola...,' began Kat.

'Miss...' Replied Nicola. I couldn't see my wife, but I could sense her figuring out what was going on. A period of silence followed, I remained in a kneeling position, unable to make eye contact with my wife because of Nicola being between us, but also knowing that I couldn't bring myself to even if she wasn't. I somehow felt that this was all my felt anyway; if only I had been stronger in the first place, it might never have gotten to this stage.

'I'm sorry... Miss.' Came the eventual response from my wife.

'That's a good girl,' said Nicola, unable to hide the obvious glee in her voice. 'Now, let's have some fun shall we?' She moved and sat beside my wife on the sofa; there was plenty of room for them both, but she made sure to press herself into her side as she began to speak. 'Do you recognise this underwear set?'

'Yes Miss,' replied my wife, glancing across at her lingerie-clad employer to double check what she already knew.

'Then listen closely to the tale behind it.' And, with that, she began to tell her, in great detail about the first meeting in the restaurant, leaving out none of the finer details. My wife flushed, looked down, sobbed slightly and gasped softly at certain parts of the story, but at no point did she ask Nicola to stop. '...and that brings us to this afternoon, right after you had finished masturbating for me in the office.' Nicola turned to face Kat now, leaning in close to whisper in her ear. 'Remember how you came, just thinking about me sucking your husband's cock?' Kat let out an audible gasp at this, flushing at the memory. But she nodded, it was barely perceptible, but it was a definite nod. 'Strip.' Commanded Nicola, addressing me where I knelt for the first time.

I stood and removed my clothing, just as she had commanded. My cock throbbed and bobbed in the air when I removed my boxer shorts. Listening to Nicola recount the events of the previous couple of weeks had helped ensure that I was more than ready for this moment. She crooked her finger towards me, motioning for me to move closer. My heart thudded in my chest as I approached my wife and Mistress, fully nude and wholly aroused.

'Do you want me to suck your dick?'

'Yes Miss.' I gasped, unable to believe what I was saying. She grabbed me by the cock and pulled me closer, closer, closer. My dick throbbed, centimetres from my wife's face. With her other hand, she took my wife by the chin and lifted her head, forcing her to look at my member as she brought her mouth towards it, slowly, inexorably. Fireworks exploded in my mind as she planted a tender kiss on the aching tip with her full, red lips. I was desperate to thrust myself forwards, into her warm, wet throat, but knew that would be a bad idea. My knees trembled, almost buckling, as she extended her tongue and licked, long, slow and tender, from the base of my shaft, all the way to the tip of my penis.

Then, agonisingly, to my horror, she dropped my cock and smirked. 'If only this was all about you two and your twisted fantasies though.' She stood to her feet. 'No, this is all about mine. Follow me to your bedroom.'

In the bedroom, she lay herself down on mine and my wife's king sized bed. 'Remove my shoes and stockings, both of you.'

For the first time since Nicola had revealed herself downstairs, I made eye contact with Kat. There was definitely anger there... a lot of anger. Anger at me, anger at herself, anger at Nicola. But also, clearly there, not suppressed enough by the anger to be hidden from view, was the look that she got in her eyes when she was aroused... highly aroused.

'What are you waiting for?' Demanded Nicola.

Dutifully, I did as I was bid, removing Nicola's right shoe and rolling her fishnet stockings down her thick, smooth legs. I gasped as she pressed her toes hard up against my dick, wriggling them gently. 'Remember when I made you come with my feet under my desk Dan?' she asked.

'Yes Miss,' I replied, as precum seeped from the tip of my throbbing cock.

'Look at how hard he is,' Nicola addressed Kat, 'look at how much I turn him on.' She began to rub her foot up and down the length of my cock while my wife stood next to me, holding her other foot. 'Put my other foot on your husband's cock.' Kat hesitated, still possible looking for a way out of this situation, but eventually realising that there was none. She placed Nicola's foot on my cock, her fingers brushing up against my shaft as she did so. Nicola commanded her to kneel, before gripping me between her toes and slowly milking more precum from my aching member, using her big toe to circle around the head.

'Open wide,' she said, pressing her toe up against my wife's lips. 'Taste your husband on my toe.' I watched as my wife opened her mouth, allowing Nicola to press her toe inside her mouth, rubbing my juices on her tongue before going back for more and repeating the process. It was almost too much for me. I felt my cock beginning to pulse and twitch in much the same way it does just before I blow my load. 'Don't you fucking dare,' Nicola said, gripping my cock tightly at the base between her toes, sending a jolt of agonising, throbbing pain shooting through my body, preventing an orgasm and prolonging the torture. 'Go and sit on the chair and get control of yourself.'

As I sat down, Nicola stood to her feet and over my wife. Kat remained kneeling, unable to look up at her boss for the shame, having just licked my precum from her toes. 'You love being told what to do don't you?' Nicola said, gently stroking my wife's long, silky hair. 'I think that now we've established this, there will be no further need for any silliness at work.'

'Th...thank you Miss,' whispered Kat, almost inaudibly, but still, it caused Nicola to almost swell with satisfaction.

'Good girl,' she spoke, standing over Kat now, her panty-clad pussy in front of her face. 'I think you deserve a treat for this.' I watched as she slowly slid a hand down, into her pants and began to finger herself in my wife's face, her free hand holding Kat's head firmly in position in front of her crotch. 'Taste me,' she commanded, pulling her hand out and pressing it into Kat's lips. She gasped as my wife willingly opened her mouth and began to lick and suck at her fingers. This seemed to tip Nicola over the edge a little; I watched as she roughly pulled my wife to her feet and then ripped her blouse off, buttons flying across the room. Kat stood submissively as her boss quickly and deftly undressed her, in moments removing her bra and pulling down her skirt, underwear and stockings in one swift movement. The next thing I knew, Kat was tossed roughly onto the bed. Nicola removed the rest of her clothing and I watched in awe as her thick frame mounted my wife on the bed, sitting on her face.

'Ohhh fuck,' gasped Nicola as she grabbed my wife's hair and began to grind her pussy on her face. 'Don't just lay there slut, stick that tongue inside.' She looked across at me and laughed. 'Look at how hard you are watching me fuck your wife's face. Don't you wish it was your face under my pussy?'

'Yes Miss,' I replied honestly.

'I want her squirming,' she gasped, motioning for me to join them on the bed. She lifted herself from Kat briefly in order to turn her body around, positioning herself reverse cowgirl on my wife's face before resuming her smothering and grinding. I briefly saw Kat's face, coated in Nicola's slickness and it was almost enough to make me blow my load. There was no time to appreciate the mental image though, because a moment later Nicola had grabbed me by the head and was forcing me down between my wife's legs. I could smell her muskiness, remembering her masturbation session in Nicola's office earlier that day. Then I was pressed, hard, into my wife's dripping wet pussy, Nicola roughly ground my face into Kat's clit, causing her to squirm and wriggle at the sensation.

'Mmmmm,' gasped Nicola, 'your wife is really into this.' I lapped at her juices in between having my face forced hard into her entrance; 'her tongue is so fucking deep. She's such a good little slut.' Nicola pulled my face out from between Kat's legs and forced me to look at her. 'How do you feel, seeing your good girl little wife treated like my little whore?'

'I love it Miss,' I gasped honestly.

'I'm going to cum,' she moaned, 'watch me cum all over her pretty little face.' I watched as her face contorted and she squirmed from side to side of Kat's face, forcing me once more between her legs to taste my wife. I felt my wife's legs tighten as she squirmed and wriggled under Nicola's weight. I was unsure because her face was buried between her boss' legs; but I was almost certain that she was climaxing herself as Nicola came all over her face.

I tried to imagine how twisted the scene would look to an outsider at that moment. A husband with his head buried between his wife's legs is nothing unusual; but when you add a thick-bodied female dominatrix to the mix, pulling the strings and riding the wife's face to orgasm, it suddenly became a whole lot weirder.

But there was no time to reflect on anything really, as the train kept on rolling with Nicola well and truly behind the wheel. Coming down finally from her climax, she rolled to the side of Kat on the bed and looked down at my wife, panting for breath, flushed, sweating and coated in Nicola's pussy juices.

'Your wife is such a dirty little slut Dan,' she smiled mischievously over at me. 'I think you need to clean her up a touch.'

'What do you mean?' Nicola simply raised an eyebrow at me. 'I mean, please explain Miss.'

'Lick my pussy juice from your wife's face!' I had no time to respond to the prompt because Nicola had already taken the initiative from me. Grabbing a handful of my hair, she pressed me hard against Kat's face. I stuck out my tongue as commanded and began to lap the sweet nectar that coated her entire face. Before I knew it, we were kissing. Caught up in the throes of passion, Kat began to swirl her own tongue around mine, all of our juices beginning to combine in a sweet, heady mix. Without even thinking about it, I had begun to hump against my wife who was responding in kind. The next thing I knew, I felt my entire length sliding deep into Kat; she moaned and writhed in response as I began to grind my cock into her pussy, gasping as we continued to kiss.

We were completely oblivious to the fact that Nicola had left the scene for a moment, allowing us to get carried away and caught up with our frantic fucking. However, that all came crashing down as I felt an impact that sent white hot flashes of pain shooting through my body. The source of the pain became quickly clear when Nicola raised the paddle and brought it down with a solid 'thump' for a second time, straight across my ass. I rolled off of Kat in agony and fell completely off of the bed. Looking up, I saw Nicola standing over me, wooden paddle in one hand, her other hand wrapped around a long, thick, strapon cock that she had obviously been away fitting while me and Kat fucked.

'Who said you could fuck her?' Nicola demanded to know, bending down and gripping my cheeks forcefully.

'Nobody Miss.' I replied, not wanting another whack from the paddle. 'I'm sorry.'

'I'm the one doing the fucking,' she said as she roughly manhandled my wife, flipping her over onto her stomach and pulling her to the edge of the bed. 'I'm going to give her a real cock.' As she spoke, she was guiding the rubber cock to my wife's entrance. It must have been 9 inches long and as thick as a can of pop. She pressed it up hard against Kat's pussy, causing her to gasp and grunt with surprise. She might have even tried to wriggle away, but Nicola had hold of her, stopping her from going anywhere.

'Watch,' Nicola grunted, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me to within inches of Kat's pussy. I gasped as the thick, rubber head slowly parted my wife's pink lips. Nicola began to ease herself inside of her; pulling back every few inches in order to let me see how slick the shaft was with her juices. 'You like watching me fuck your wife don't you?' Nicola said, looking down at me. I met her eyes and nodded honestly.

For the next few minutes, I watched, enraptured, as Nicola fucked Kat from behind; listening to my wife moan as her boss penetrated her time and time again with her thick, rubber dick. Nicola commanded me to suck Kat's toes while she fucked her. She berated me as I worshipped my wife's feet; my cock throbbed for release, but I loved every sordid second of it; my mistress fucking my wife, causing her to orgasm repeatedly on her prosthetic phallus.

'On the bed you fucking pussy!' Nicola commanded as she pulled out of my now almost broken wife. I did as I was bid, laying on my back in the middle of the bed. Nicola then positioned Kat doggy style over my prone body; my aching, throbbing cock pressed up against her stomach. Nicola followed, climbing on top of Kat and pressing her down hard onto me as she slid into her once again from behind. Kat's face pressed into my own, but Nicola grabbed a handful of her hair and lifted her face up. 'Tell him how good it feels,' she commanded Kat.

'Unngghh,' my wife gasped as Nicola drove into her again and again. 'It feels so fucking good Miss.'

'Look at your husband while I fuck you,' she again commanded. Kat and I made eye contact; I could see how lost she was to lust, her eyes were misted over, all that consumed her was the thick rubber cock pounding away at her battered pussy. I kissed her passionately, grinding my dick into her stomach, aching for release of my own. Kat's pussy gushed on me as Nicola continued her relentless abuse.

'My turn,' gasped Nicola finally as she pulled herself out of my wife with a wet plop. She pushed Kat aside and pulled her rubber cock to one side before sitting herself down on my length. I gasped in ecstasy as Nicola sat on me. She rubbed the length of her rubber dick, coating her fingers in my wife's slick juices before forcing her fingers into my mouth. I sucked hungrily at her fingers, trying to do anything to prolong my own inevitable orgasm.

'Don't you fucking come,' Nicola commanded through gasps as she ground herself onto my member, bringing herself closer to orgasm, squeezing her tits and rubbing her big round belly. 'You,' she commanded my dazed and almost dozing wife, 'get here and lick my asshole!' Kat crawled around and began to worship Nicola's ass as she continued to bounce up and down on my dick.

'Ohhh fuck,' she gasped, 'stick that tongue deep,' Nicola leaned over and began to lick and nibble my cheeks, pressing me down into the bed further.

'Can I come Miss?' I gasped.

'Beg,' she whispered into my ears as she continued to fuck me.

'Please,' I gasped, 'please Miss.' She grunted and groaned as she lost control of herself, bursting a dam somewhere inside and releasing a torrent of her own juices that came spurting out around my cock. My head was spinning and I was sure I was going to either ejaculate or pass out. 'Pleeeease,' I gasped through gritted teeth.

'Now,' she gasped in the throes of her own climax. Finally, I exploded inside of her, blasting wave after endless wave deep inside of her pussy. I flashed in and out of consciousness as I emptied my seed deep into Nicola as she continued to ride her own orgasm on my spasming member.

Finally spent, Nicola climbed off of me. I almost instantly felt myself drifting off to sleep. I tried to fight it, knowing that there was so much to talk about, but found that the harder I seemed to try, the deeper I seemed to doze. Before I even knew it, my eyes were closed and I was drifting deeper and deeper into a long and well earned slumber.

Epilogue

I awoke with a start god knows how long later. Hours possibly. The first thing I realised was that Kat was next to me, awake already. Nicola was not to be seen anywhere.

'Ummm, hi,' I said sheepishly, not really able to make eye contact with her after everything that had happened.

'Yeah,' replied Kat in the same tone. She was holding a piece of paper in her hands and she passed it to me. It was from Nicola, obviously.

'You both belong to me now,' it read. 'Go about your business as usual. I'll be in touch. Miss H'

'So, what do we do now?' I asked.

'Well,' replied Kat, 'you've read what it says.'

''And you're happy with that?' I asked, looking across at her for the first time; thinking of how I sucked her toes while watching Nicola slamming into her, of how she was forced to lick Nicola's ass while she bounced up and down on my cock. I felt the first stirrings of an erection. Kat reached across and took me in her hand, causing me to stiffen instantly.

'Does this answer your question?' she asked, as her head disappeared under the desk.











Spanked By My Neighbor

Jeremy Bauer had just wrung the doorbell at his next door neighbor's house. He'd been home from college for one day, and was eager to see his friend Steve. Jeremy's mother told him that Steve had been home for about a week. He and Steve had been best friends since elementary school, but hadn't seen each other since Christmas.

Steve's mother, Ellen Jackson, opened the door, grinned at him and said, "Jeremy, it's so good to see you." She hugged him quickly and invited him in.

They stood in the entry way and exchanged some small talk. Of interest for both of them was Jeremy's upcoming 20th birthday party. Both families were planning to celebrate, but even though he tried to get some clues out of Mrs. Jackson, Jeremy had no luck. "You'll just have to wait," she said, "I've been sworn to secrecy by your mother. If I let anything out, I'll be banished from the neighborhood for a year."

Giving up, Jeremy asked about Steve. "He's gone fishing with his father for the day, and they won't be back till late tonight."

"Well, I don't want to bother you any longer," Jeremy said as he started for the door.

"Don't think I'm going to let you go so soon," Mrs. Jackson said, "I've just finished a batch of chocolate chip cookies, and I want you to sit down and talk to me some more."

Not wanting to go home to an empty house, he agreed to stay. His parents were out shopping, and wouldn't be back till dinner. Jeremy sat at the kitchen table, while Mrs. Jackson brought a plate of cookies for them. She then got milk from the refrigerator, and glasses from the cupboard. Rejoining him at the table, she asked lots of questions about how his year in college had gone.

After he'd given her a complete update, he said, "I'd almost forgotten how good your cookies are." He then stuffed another one in his mouth before finishing off his milk.

It was now his turn to ask about things in the neighborhood since he'd left. She told him about old Mr. Potter who had locked himself out of his house without his glasses, and how the girl scouts had sold a case of cookies to Mrs. Fletcher, who had them sold them at her garage sale.

Their conversation quickly turned to experiences their families had shared over the years, both happy and sad. It was during this time that Jeremy's mind began to wander as he looked at Mrs. Jackson. He'd probably spent as much time in this house as he had his own, but there was something special about this house, and she was sitting right in front of him.

Steve's mother had always treated him well, but during his teen years Jeremy had become acutely aware of her physical attributes. She was about the same age as his mother, but a little taller, with longer, brownish hair. Her breasts seemed to bounce more, and her hips always invited him to look at them. Every now and then she'd give him a hug, or a quick peck on the cheek, and his insides would turn back flips. There was never any overt sexuality on her part, but there had been times when just being close to her had raised his temperature in ways that no one else ever had.

Their discussion turned when she brought up the time when he and Steve had been caught with a six pack of beer. They'd both been 15 at the time, and had tried their first beers in the bushes between the houses. Jeremy's mother had found them, and yelled at them for a few minutes before taking Steve home herself.

Jeremy explained that he'd been grounded for a week because of that. He then said, "Funny, now that I think about it, I did see Steve doing chores in the backyard from my window, and if I remember right, he walked around rather stiffly then."

"Well, that's because I blistered his butt right after your mother left," she said. "I know your parents don't believe in that type of punishment, but it's the way that I was raised, and he hasn't had a beer since."

"Really," Jeremy said, "I thought I'd gotten the worst of it because I couldn't watch tv for a week."

"Nope," Mrs. Jackson said, "Our Stevie couldn't sit down for about three days after that session."

"Not to get too nosy about this," Jeremy asked, "but didn't it hurt your hand too?"

"I never let it get that far," she answered. "You see, we'd start with a bare bottom spanking, but I'd use the switch at the end as a final reminder."

Mystified, Jeremy said, "He never told me about that." He then went on, "You don't still have the switch, do you?"

"Oh yes we do," she replied. "We haven't had to use it for a long time, but every now and then I bring it out just to make sure that he listens when I'm talking."

Mrs. Jackson then got up from the table, and went toward the back of the house. She returned rather quickly holding the switch.

"That looks like it could hurt a lot," was all Jeremy could muster.

"That's the point of it," Mrs. Jackson replied. "Surprisingly, this is the same one that my father used on me when I was growing up. I have to admit that it's much better being the spanker, than the spankee."

Jeremy was at a loss for words at this point. He looked at the switch, then at Mrs. Jackson, with a slightly curious look on his face.

Picking up on this, Mrs. Jackson said, "I know that you were grounded for a whole week, but I still don't think that your punishment was satisfactory in light of what Stevie went through."

Realizing that this was something he really wanted to experience, Jeremy looked at Mrs. Jackson and said, "You're right, I was not properly punished, and I can only ask you to spank me like I should have been back then."

"Well, young man," she said, "I do believe that this spanking has been a long time coming."

She put the switch down on the kitchen table, picked up one of the chairs and carried it into the living room. Jeremy followed until he saw her put the chair down. She then sat down, and looked at Jeremy. Then, raising her right hand, she beckoned him to her with her index finger.

He was about to kneel over her lap when she said, "First things first, I want you to take off your shoes." Not really knowing why she'd made this request, he just complied with it.

Jeremy stood up after getting the second shoe off, and then was somewhat surprised when Mrs. Jackson reached out, and began unbuckling his belt. "I told you that this was to be a bare bottom spanking," she said in a rather stern tone. Then she unbuttoned his pants button, and lowered the zipper.

When she pulled his pants down, he had to put his left hand on her shoulder for balance as he stepped out of them. With both hands, she then lowered his shorts about halfway down his thighs. "This will keep you from kicking too much," she said.

Jeremy was a complete loss for words. In a very short period of time, he was now standing in front of a woman he had long fantasied about, with his penis completely exposed. It was at this point that she helped him onto her lap.

Jeremy was now intensely aware of his predicament. He had his butt side up to a woman whom he'd been sexually attracted to for that last 10 years. Also due to the fact that Mrs. Jackson was wearing a short skirt, his semi flaccid penis was now in direct contact with her bare thighs.

He didn't have much time to think about this because she began spanking him, harder than he expected. It didn't take him very long before his butt cheeks started to sting. After about the tenth spank, he began to grunt as her hand made contact with his ass. He lost count around 25, about the same time that his eyes began to water.

All at once, she stopped, and he could hear her breathing hard. "That's a good start," she said, "but we still have a ways to go before I give you the switch."

When she started spanking again, she spoke to him in a very harsh tone, scolding him with each spank. "I hope" whack "you"smack "realize" whack "that I'm" smack "only" whack "doing this" smack "because" whack "you" smack "were" smack "such" whack "a bad" smack "bad" whack "BAD" smack smack "LITTLE BOY!" whack.

Jeremy was almost as his end of his endurance. The pain he was enduring was worse than anything he'd ever felt. He was way past watery eyes; he was crying and taking deep breaths. He wasn't even aware of the fact that he was kicking his constrained legs during that entire session.

What he never expected was how hard his cock would become. The movement of his body against Mrs. Jackson's thighs had a tremendous effect on his penis, and he was very sure that his explosive climax wasn't far off.

He was relieved that she had stopped spanking, but also frustrated that he was so close cuming without an end in sight. It was at this point that Mrs. Jackson said, "I think it's time that we finish with the switch."

"Oh," he thought, "I'm not sure that I can take any more."

She helped him up, and while she saw his fully erect penis, she made no reference to it. He gently rubbed his sore ass while she moved the chair back to the table, only to return with the switch.

"Now since this is your first time," she began, "you'll only get five with the switch." She then placed her hand in the small of his back and said, "Please bend forward, and put your hands on your knees."

He couldn't see clearly because there were still tears in his eyes, and he was only beginning to control his snuffling, but was also very aware of the pain to come. In fact, if he thought that it might help, he could have asked her to stop, but he decided to complete the punishment for nothing else but his manly pride.

Mrs. Jackson didn't use her whole arm to swing the switch, because she didn't have to. It didn't weigh much, but being made of bamboo, it was very strong. She really only had to flick her wrist, and the switch made crisp contact with his butt.

Jeremy heard the switch as it whistled through the air. He clenched his ass cheeks in fear, but was not totally prepared for the excruciating pain he was to feel. The first strike instantaneously caused his eyes to fill with tears again.

The second strike followed very soon afterward, caused him to sob heavily.

"Now we're almost done," Mrs. Jackson said, "If you stay still, this will be over sooner." Her voice was surprisingly tender for someone who was engendering so much agony on his part.

Determined to last through the fifth, Jeremy steadied himself for the third strike. This time she was able to hit the exact same spot as the second strike. His pain level increased, and he couldn't keep still. Instinct made him bend and unbend his knees in an effort to reduce the pain.

When he regained a modicum of composure, Mrs. Jackson gave him his fourth strike. This time she hit a new spot, and he was able to keep from yelling.

"Only one more," she said in a most disconcertingly calm tone. Then she gave him his last strike.

Jeremy was able to keep his hands on his knees, but now he was sobbing uncontrollably.

She patted him on his back and said, "There, I'm proud of you. You've really been very brave through all of this."

Now that it was over, Jeremy attempted to stand up, but Mrs. Jackson quickly told him to "Stay put, I'll be right back."

He heard her walk out of the room, only to return a few seconds later. "I know that hurt a lot, so now I'll try to relieve some of the pain," she said. Mrs. Jackson had gone for a tube of hand cream. He heard her open the tube, and put some on her hands. The next thing Jeremy heard, although he was afraid to look back, was her rubbing the cream on her hands.

She then began to gently apply the lotion to his very sore ass cheeks. While it was cooling the intense pain on his ass, this procedure wasn't reducing the size of his penis. Over the next few minutes, she continued to massage his cheeks, but at one point, the thumb of her right hand grazed against his asshole. An involuntary shudder went through his body that she could not miss. She followed this up by letting her left thumb touch the same spot. Jeremy shuddered again, and also added a slight "ooh" that time.

Mrs. Jackson stopped the massage, and applied another squirt of lotion to the fingers of her right hand. Then she did something that Jeremy did not expect. She carefully separated his ass cheeks with her left hand, and slowly inserted the index finger of her right hand in his rectum. This caused an instantaneous reaction as he let out a much longer "oooooohhhhhh," and eased himself back toward her. She quickly had her whole finger up his ass, and was able to stroke his prostate.

Jeremy had no idea why this was happening to him, but his penis was now harder than it had ever been. While he knew he couldn't move his hands without a say so from Mrs. Jackson, he did utter a soft "please."

Mrs. Jackson chuckled at this request, then said in a light tone, "Since you asked politely." She continued to massage his prostate with her right finger, but then she reached around him with her left hand, and gently grabbed his balls.

"Oooohhhhh yyyyeeeaaaahhhh," was all that Jeremy could say as he reached a new level of pleasure. At this moment it occurred to him that the woman who had taken some very interesting trips through his imagination, was now handling him in a most erotic manner. He may have dreamed of this type of thing happening to him, but never had he believed that this might actually take place.

Mrs. Jackson then said, "So big boy, does this feel good?"

All Jeremy could do was moan pleasurably.

After a few minutes of rubbing, she released his balls only to grasp his penis with her four fingers, and caress the tip of his dick with her thumb. Jeremy couldn't help himself, he began moving his hips in what can only be described as a fucking motion. Slowly, but ever so surely, Mrs. Jackson was working him toward the biggest release of his life.

"That's it honey," she said, "you're almost there." At the same time she removed her index finger from his ass for a short second so that she could insert her index and middle fingers in the same spot, both of which were able to stroke his prostate. She also increased the pressure on his penis by tightening her grip.

This was as much as Jeremy could take. With one final thrust of her fingers, he yelled, "FUCK MEEEEEE" and came with four fabulously strong ropes of cum. They just missed his chin, and landed about four feet in front of him on the floor. She continued to milk his penis until it started to deflate, at which point she also removed her fingers from his rectum.

"You can stand up now," she told Jeremy. She came around his side and looked at the large amount of cum that he had deposited on the floor. She then said, "Well, it looks like we have a little clean up work before everyone gets home."

She left to go to the kitchen, and returned with a wash cloth to clean him, as well as the floor. He thought that she might wipe off his dick for him, but he was amazed at what she did next. Without saying a word, she knelt in front of him, and put his dick in her mouth.

It was only there for a split second, but when she released him from her mouth, she grinned and said, "Now, I think that you should take a shower." She then winked at him and said, "I kind of hope we can do this again sometime."





My Wife Straps Up

It’s amazing how hard it is to think logically when you’re horny. I had the house to myself for the entire morning, a rarity anymore, and I was finally able to spend plenty of time in front of the computer searching my favorite porn sites. On a day like this, when I know my wife will be gone for hours and there is no chance of being disturbed, I like to take my time with things. I grab my lube, strip down and watch video after video, browse through stories, look at pictures, and try to make my pleasure last as long as possible.

Of course, the longer this time lasts, the more I begin to indulge my dirtier fetishes. Things always start relatively tame. Traditional guy on girl. Then some lesbian porn. Then group sex. And on and on it goes. And then I get to my biggest fetish, the one I try to hold out on. The one I never shared with the women I dated. Strap-on sex.

No, not girls using strap-ons on each other. Girls strapping-on guys. I don’t know why, but from the very first time I stumbled upon one of these videos, I was hooked. And as I watched more of these videos, I experimented a little by myself. Trying a finger here. A second finger there. Then a vibrator. When I was single and lived alone I even owned a slim dildo that, on rare, deprived occasions, I would use on myself.

On days like this I would think to myself, “I should find a girl to actually do this to me. I need to find out what it actually feels like to have someone else in control.”

I had a website saved where I had in the past bought videos and the other small toys. I would get extremely horny watching these videos and go to the site. I would scan through the pictures of strap-on dildos they had for sale. But as soon as I found one I was interested in, I would come to my senses and close the page without ordering.

But today, something was different today. I had reached the point of no return, apparently. Maybe it was that it had been so long since I had this amount of free time to spend looking at porn. Maybe I had thought about this fantasy for too long and my subconscious got tired of wondering. But for some reason today, as I found a strap-on set I was interested in, I didn’t close the browser. Instead, I clicked “Add to Cart.” And then I completed the purchase. It was so fast and easy since my credit card information was saved from past purchases. And from there I went about my browsing and finished my alone time.

Of course, once back to my senses, reality hit me. I just purchased a strap-on dildo and had it shipped to my house. The house where I lived with my wife! How would I explain this to her? As I began to calm down I realized this could be OK. I worked from home. I could easily grab the package as soon as it arrived and have it hidden before my wife got home from work. With that realization, I wiped the figurative sweat from my brow and went back to enjoying my Saturday.

Unfortunately, panic set back in Monday morning as I logged into my work calendar to see what I had to work on for the week. The reminder popped up that I was traveling this week for work! From Wednesday through Friday, I would be in New York!

The next two days I was a bundle of stress. Every car that passed by the house I hoped was the UPS man with my package. But Wednesday morning came, it was time to head for the airport, and no delivery had been made. My wife assumed the obvious nerves I was displaying were due to an anxious flyer. If she only knew. And she would probably know soon enough. Even if she didn’t open the package, she would surely ask me what it was when I returned home.

I could hardly focus on work while I was gone. I spent nearly the entire trip imagining the shocked and disgusted reaction on my wife’s face as she opened the package. I thought through lies I could tell if she just asked what it was. I could tell her it was a gift I bought for her, but why? Her birthday wasn’t coming up. Neither was our anniversary or Christmas. So why would I buy her something and then not let her open it? I was screwed, and not in the way I hoped when I made the purchase.

The agonizing trip finally came to an end and I was on my way home from the airport. As I made the drive, I actually wished the trip had been extended. I still didn’t know how to deal with this situation.

I walked into the house and prepared for the worse. I was greeted at the door, however, not by an angry, upset wife, but by a smiling one. She gave me a big hug and a kiss and asked the normal “How was your trip?” questions. As I carried in my bags and engaged in conversation, I looked around the house. No box.

Had it not come? Did it not ship yet? Was it lost in the mail? Who cares?! A feeling of relief came over me. My surprise purchase was not discovered and this could remain my little secret. The next day I went back to life as normal and figured I would grab the package when it came next week. Thank God!

That night, my wife and I climbed into bed for the evening. It wasn’t unusual for us to make love on Saturday nights, so when she leaned over and planted a sexy kiss on me, I thought nothing of it. I welcomed the kiss and slid my hand slowly up her side and rested it on her breast. As we continued to fool around, my wife moved and positioned herself on top of me. And as she slid her hips down just a little bit to put her pelvis on mine, that’s when it hit me. There was a bulge in her pants just as there was on in mine!

She knew instantly that I realized what was going on. I completely froze as her hands quickly moved from my chest to my wrists and “pinned me down.” I could have easily pushed her off of me, but in that moment I couldn’t move. Maybe I didn’t want to move?

She broke off the kiss and looked me right in the eyes. “You know what that is, right?” I nodded my head in the affirmative.

“Did you not think I’d receive the shipment this week?” she asked.

“I forgot about my work trip when I bought it,” I answered honestly.

“Has anyone ever used one of these on you before?”

“No. I’ve seen videos online and get turned on, but I’ve never told anyone about my fetish.”

“When were you going to tell me about this desire?”

“Maybe never. I don’t know.”

“Well, here’s the thing. I was fairly upset when I first opened the box. I was ready to yell and scream at you. I almost called you to yell. But then I thought more about it and how we have fallen into a bit of a rut sexually. So I went on your computer and searched your browsing history – you really should clear that some time, by the way – and watched a couple of the videos. And I got pretty turned on by the idea of being in control.”

I cleared my throat as she spoke.

“So here’s what is going to happen. Whether you ever thought this was going to happen or not, it is. Tonight. Right now. For the rest of the night, however long I want it to last, you are my bitch. You will do whatever I say. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I meekly replied.

“Good. We will begin.” And she moved off of me and stood up. She turned the lights on – she always left the lights off for sex, but apparently she wanted us both to see this! – and looked me in the eye as she removed her shirt. Her wonderful, large breasts were exposed in all their glory. She then reached down to her shorts and hooked her fingers around the elastic band. My eyes followed her hands and saw the bulge. I watched as she slowly slid her shorts down her long, slender legs and the dildo came into view.

Once the shorts were past her “member” and ass, she simply dropped them to the ground. As she stared ahead at me, the clear plastic dildo was exposed. I stared at the strap-on as it protruded from my wife’s hips.

“What do you think? I hope you like it.”

“It looks great,” I replied, partially to humor her, but mainly because I thought it honestly did.

“Stand up and take off your clothes.”

I stood up and pulled my t-shirt over my head and dropped my own shorts. My own penis, which had hardened when she started fooling around and went flaccid in fear when I felt the bulge initially, had now completely returned.

“Well, it looks like you are interested in what I have to offer.”

Then her tone turned. “On your knees, NOW!” she commanded.

I instinctively obeyed and sunk into a kneeling position in front of my wife. She took one small step toward me and left the phallus dangling in front of me. I stared at it a second and then looked up at her.

She smiled at me and then said, “You know what to do, slut. Don’t make me tell you.”

I reached out slowly, grabbed her “penis” and opened my mouth. The strap-on slid across my tongue and I closed my lips.

“Oh yeah, baby, that feels soooo good,” she said, repeating what I said the few times she sucked my cock.

As my mouth got used to the size of the member inside of it, I began bobbing my head back and forth it. My wife slipped her hand around the back of my head and controlled my motions as I sucked her off. I was entranced. The more I sucked, the more I enjoyed it. I quickened my pace and let more and more slide in. I reached down and started to stroke my cock, but I was quickly reprimanded by my wife and told not to touch myself unless given permission.

Then I felt pressure being applied to the back of my head and my throat at the same time.

“That’s it, just open your throat. It’s OK, bitch.”

She was making me deep throat her cock. She worked patiently, easing in a bit more each time as my throat opened. After a few minutes, the entire 7 inches were down my throat, the base resting against my face and she held it there. She slowly backed her hips away and let the strap-on slide out. And just as I thought I was getting a reprieve, she pushed back in; faster this time. She began fucking my throat as drool escaped my mouth and my eyes began to widen. I had always wanted to do this and never been able to and here she was doing it to me the first time I “sucked cock.” No breaking me in easily here! Finally, she eased the cock out without warning. It left my mouth with a “pop” as I continued to try to suck more.

“You’re a good little whore, baby. Now get on the bed and lay on your back.”

My wife climbed onto the bed after me, remaining on her knees, strap-on still protruding forward. She reached into the drawer of her nightstand and removed a tub of lube.

“Every little bitch deserves to have her cherry popped in the missionary position,” she said as she squeezed lube onto her fingers. “And everyone doing the popping deserves to get to watch her face as she’s entered.”

She leaned forward and dangled her breasts in front of my face and told me to suck her nipples. I preferred to think she was being nice with a subtle reminder that she was, in fact, a woman, but it was more likely in the interest of her own pleasure.

“Oh, and lift your legs to your chest.”

As my mouth once again began to suck, this time on a woman’s breasts, I felt the cold lube on my wife’s fingers hit my anus. She circled my hole a couple of times to smear the lube around and then I felt her index finger slide inside of me.

My ass tightened but she stayed persistent and kept penetrating me. Eventually my hole unclenched and I felt her stop the finger as just the tip was left in. I could then feel her middle finger touch my rim and soon joined the index finger inside my ass. This felt wonderful! I was used to a couple fingers from my own private play and it was all I could do to not touch my penis. It was throbbing in desire for attention. Eventually a third finger was inserted to continue my loosening and I continued sucking her fabulous tits. After a few minutes, the finger slid out and her breast was removed from my hungry lips.

I watched as my wife grabbed the lube again and poured some on her strap-on.

“Enough loosening, it’s time to get your little ass fucked, slut.”

This was it, the fantasy was about to come true. I was excited and nervous at the same time.

“Fuck I can’t wait to do this,” my wife said excitedly. “And if it hurts, I want to hear you scream.”

My wife moved into position and placed the head of the dildo at my ass hole. She looked at my face; I looked down at the dildo. I watched as she started to push. My ass instinctively clenched at first. She tried several times to penetrate my virgin ass. And then, the head broke through. And it hurt. And I screamed.

“OH FUCK! THAT’S HURTS! OH FUCK!”

“That’s right, bitch, take my cock up your ass. Tell me you can feel me. Tell me it hurts.” She was getting into this in a way I had never imagined.

“I can feel you. It hurts so badly right now.”

Just the head was in and I couldn’t fathom taking the rest. At the same time, as badly as it hurt, it was a rush feeling that knob pop inside of me.

“Just relax and take it, bitch. Guys always try to tell you that it’s a good pain and you’ll start to like it. Let me know if that’s true you slut.”

My wife slowly moved her hips forward while pulling my legs toward her slightly to gain leverage. I felt a little more push into my rectum. Then a little more and I could feel the veins on the life-like design run across my inner rim. It was about a third of the way in when she pulled back for the first time and I felt the dick sliding out of me. It hurt so much that I hoped she would take it out and we would be done. But as soon as I felt the ridge of the bulbous head rest against the rim of my anus, she reversed course and began pushing back into me.

And who was I kidding. Yes, this hurt – more than I had ever imagined it would – but I wanted this to continue. I wanted her in control and to dominate me. I wanted to find out if this would start to bring me pleasure like my fingers and the vibrator always had done.

Each thrust put the “penis” about another inch inside of me before she pulled out and then began her forward assault again.

She was fully inside of me now and I felt like I was being split in two. I felt the base of her dildo rest against my ass and I could feel the heat pulsating off her pussy. My wife started to pick up the pace of her thrusting and I hoped it would start to feel good quickly.

Thankfully, it did. The pain finally went away. It still felt a bit … uncomfortable. But there was no more pain and I could focus on being the one taken now.

And wow did I like it once that happened!

“Fuck me babe!” I finally said.

“Oh yeah? You like being fucked? I knew you would you little slut! Take my cock!”

She began thrusting even harder now. The strap-on sawed in and out of my virgin hole, almost with ease now. I reached out and grabbed my wife’s ass and pulled her into me more. She reached down and stroked my cock a little and the precum that had been slowly flowing out dripped like a leaky faucet. And my wife quickly removed her hand.

“We can’t have you cumming yet. I’m not done with my anal slut yet!”

She pulled out, this time completely, and told me to get up on my knees.

“And face the mirror,” she added. “I want to be able to watch myself fuck you and the expressions on your face.”

I positioned myself on my hands and knees. I looked up into the mirror and watched my wife move behind me with the strap-on dildo bobbing from her waist. She looked amazing with her large breasts and large dick both bouncing towards me. I then felt one hand go to my hip while the other steered the dildo towards my ass.

“All sluts take it from behind. You are such a little bitch!” She then pushed forward and entered my ass again. And I loved it!

I couldn’t look away from the mirror. I had to watch my lovely wife plow into my used ass. She was moving at a rapid pace; as fast as I had ever given it to her before. You could hear the loud plopping sound as her hips slapped against my ass over and over and over again. I watched as her breasts bounced up and down due to the force of her movements. Oh fuck, this was extraordinary! Why had I never acted on this fantasy before?

I wanted the fucking to last forever. My wife continued calling me her little slut and a cock whore as she pounded away at my ass. The verbal abuse was just as exciting as the physical.

But as much as I wanted this to continue, my penis wasn’t going to allow much more. Each penetrating thrust that hit against my prostate milked me a little more. A puddle of precum had formed below me and it was threatening to be filled more with a full load of cum.

“I can’t take much more of this. I’m about to cum,” I desperately explained.

“Yeah, I fucked you so good you need to cum without me even touching your cock? You really are an anal whore, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. It feels so good that I can’t control myself much longer.”

I expected that to be followed by even faster thrusting; an attempt to fuck the cum right out of me. I hoped for that to be accompanied by a reach around and her hand jerking me off to completion. Instead, she pulled out of me.

She leaned over me. I felt the dildo press flat against the crack of my ass. I felt her breasts dangle against and then rest on my back. I felt her breath against my ear as she whispered to me.

“I found your other fetish while watching those videos, too.”

Had she really figured it out?

“On your back,” she continued.

Oh crap, I think she had. I laid down on the bed.

“You know the next step to this. Don’t make me tell you what to do.”

With that, I pulled my legs up above my head and doubled over myself. As I assumed the position, my wife removed the strap on. My rock hard cock was now positioned directly above my face. With the strap-on now removed from her waist, she pushed the dildo down into my rectum once again.

“This is called cum eating instruction, right? That’s the term you type into the search bar? You want to be forced into eating your own cum? Well all good sluts should swallow a load at the end of a good fucking!”

She closed her fist around my cock and slowly stroked it. Like it had been for the entire session, precum continued to flow from the tip of my penis. The only difference was it was now dripping towards me and I was told to open my mouth and accept it.

“Don’t you dare cum yet, bitch. Don’t cum until I tell you to!”

“I can’t hold out much longer. Please, please take pity on me and let me finish. I need to cum so badly.”

One of my wife’s hands moved slowly up and down the full length of my penis. The other moved the dildo in and out of my ass more.

“Tell me how much you liked me fucking you. Tell me how much you loved my cock, bitch!”

“I loved it! I loved being your cock whore. I loved the feeling of your dildo penetrating me. I loved you fucking my ass!”

“Do you want to take your load? Do you want to taste your cum? Feel it drip down your throat?”

“Yes, please let me cum. I want to taste it so badly!”

“OK,” she replied. “I think you like these to end with … what is it? A cum count down? Don’t you dare cum until I’ve finished the count down!”

She stroked my cock a little harder.

“10 … 9 … 8 … 7 …” she started. She continued stroking the full length.

“6 … 5 … 4 …” I couldn’t imagine being able to hold on the rest of the way. I was ready to explode. My mouth was wide open in anticipation of its reward.

“3 … 2 …” Oh fuck! Almost there! She squeezed even tighter. I needed to hold out and obey.

“1! Cum! Cum on your face! Cum in your mouth! Take that fucking load like a good little bitch!”

I exploded as my wife aimed my cock at my mouth. The load hit my lips and my mouth. It continued spurting and covered my cheek and then she aimed again and it went back into my throat. I began swallowing my first ever load. I felt the thick, creamy cum slide down my throat. After the main load finished, my wife continued milking the remaining drops into my mouth until I was finished.

She let my legs fall back down to the bed. She took her fingers and scooped up the little bit of cum that missed its mark and pushed it into my mouth. I closed my lips around her fingers and sucked the last of my load. The dildo finally slid out of my ass.

“That was great!” she stated. “You were a good little slut. And you’ll be a good little slut again soon enough. Great purchase with this new toy!”

She smiled at me.

“Now that you’ve cum, I need to get off.”

She lifted her leg and straddled my chest. My wife knee-walked up my body and positioned her pussy above my head, continuing the domination theme of the night. She lowered her dripping pussy to my mouth.

“Now fucking eat me until I’ve cum.”

I gladly obliged and slid my tongue through her slit … Over and over and over again.


Toy Boyfriend

Andrew had moved in with Hannah a few short months ago and so far everything was going just the way she wanted. She was an endless tease; wearing short skirts and dresses when they were out during the day or tiny shorts and vest tops when they were at home together. She did everything she could to turn Andrew on, and it was working perfectly. She hadn't slept with him yet and the tension was driving him mad. She needed him that way, knew he'd be much easier to mould.

It started simply enough, he was quite hairy and after a couple of weeks of teasing him she pointed that out to him. She asked him to shave and even though he was reluctant, he eventually went to the shower.

Hannah slipped in with him and was pleased to see his cock spring to life as soon as he saw her, this was going to be easy. She helped him lather up and shave off all his body hair. He protested when she put foam on the patch of hair just above his cock but he soon gave in when she pleaded with him, wide-eyed and soapy hand sliding along his cock.

After that it was a simple matter of reinforcement and pushing things a little at a time. That night she sucked his cock for the first time. It was the best blowjob he'd ever had and he certainly didn't fail to notice her hands sliding over his smooth body, her constant compliments on how it felt. He never let his hair grow back after that.

She kept up the process, teasing him for a few days or weeks and then asking him for something. He grew out the hair on his head, started dressing differently. He thought it was a little feminine but she always reassured him it was sexy. And her performances during the blowjobs that inevitably followed made sure he believed her.

Yes, everything was going perfectly so tonight she'd see if he was really the guy she thought he was.

-------------------------------------------------------------

Andrew's cock ached in his boxers, Hannah had just text him telling him tonight was going to be big. He just knew it was finally going to be the night they had sex. She'd been driving him to distraction and although he couldn't bring himself to complain he really needed more than the oral he occasionally got. He raced home after work, barely able to contain his excitement.

Once home, the first of many surprises happened. Hannah pounced on him as soon as he got in. She had on matching black lace panties, bra and suspenders with black stockings. She was all over him, kissing him passionately and pulling off his clothes. Andrew dropped his things and helped her undress him, smiling as she led him by his cock to their bedroom.

She pushed him onto the bed and knelt in front of him. She starting stroking his cock with one hand and passed him something with the other.

"I want you to put these on." She said with a smile.

Andrew was shocked when she saw what she'd passed him. A pink and black set of crotchless panties and a bra with slits for his nipples. He started to protest but was cut off by his own moaning as Hannah swallowed his cock. He looked down at her head, her lips sliding along his aching cock and knew she'd stop if he complained. Silently, he slipped on the bra and waited. She tapped his leg and he realised he'd been given hold-up stockings too. He pulled them on, one leg at at time trying not to interrupt Hannah's working. As soon as he was done, she jumped up and smiled.

"You forgot your panties!" She laughed.

He didn't want to argue so he stood up and slid the panties on, the material on his smooth skin making his cock strain even more. Hannah had moved to lie on the bed and when he turned she patted the mattress beside her.

Their making out was different to anything they'd done before. She lay on her back, and he was on his side draped over her. One of her hands pressing against his back and keeping him close. They kissed and she slid his hand inside her panties. When he felt how wet she was, Andrew decided to just go along with anything she wanted, it was obviously turning her on and he knew he'd definitely end up fucking her. He gently rubbed her clit, whilst her hands felt him all over, stroking his stocking covered legs and playing with his bra straps.

When her hand gripped his long hair and pulled him to her nipple, he just moved her bra aside and started sucking. She started to moan and held him there with one hand, the other slowing stroking his cock. She kept making him stop, building her to the edge of orgasm and then letting her relax. He didn't know how much more of this he could take, her hand on his cock was driving him mad.

Eventually, her hand left his head and slid down his back, the hand on his cock went to replace it and harshly pulled him onto her other breast. He carried on without complaint, her panties were soaked and thoughts of what was to come were all he cared about. He gasped, but otherwise kept quiet when he felt her hand slid further down his back to his ass. The crotchless panties left him completely exposed and soon her felt her finger pushing against his hole. When it slipped inside, he couldn't stop a moan escaping his lips. He'd never felt anything like it before and it was incredible. Soon he was bucking his hips, his cock rubbing against her thigh.

"I knew you'd be a natural slut, Andrew. You have two fingers inside you and you're already going mad!" Hannah laughed.

She pushed his head further down and Andrew knew what was expected. He turned but couldn't bare to move away from her prying fingers. He knelt next to her, shaved ass on total display so he could lean forward and move her panties to one side. Her hand gripped hard on his head and pushed him against her dripping cunt. He sucked and licked at her pussy, taking her clit between his lips and pushing his tongue in. Andrew did everything he could to push Hannah towards cumming, he wasn't even thinking of the sex that was to come anymore he just wanted her to keep fingering him.

Hannah was moaning and smiling to herself. Andrew had turned out just how she'd hoped. Her boyfriend was eating her pussy with all the energy he could manage, kneeling in slutty lingerie and desperately pushing back against the three fingers inside him. She didn't want to cum too soon though so she pushed him onto his back and knelt next to him.

"We don't want you getting carried away now, do we baby? I think we're going to make it all about me for a while." With that she straddled his face and lowered her ass down onto him, moving her panties aside.

"Lick my ass darling! I'm sure you've dreamed of fucking it but this suits you a lot more don't you think?"

Andrew started licking her ass, straining his neck so he could push his tongue inside her. He could barely breathe. Hannah was rubbing herself through her panties, rolling her hips back and smothering him.

"Oh you're good at this sweetie," Hannah moaned, " you were so good a licking my pussy too, such a natural."

"And you look so hot in those panties!" She continued "much better than when you try to look manly. I think you might have found your place in life! Dressed like a slut and serving a beautiful woman like me!"

She carried on teasing him for what seemed like hours, whilst he served the ass he'd lusted after. Until she stood up and pulled him onto his knees.

"One more thing to complete your look." She said and moved behind him, grabbing something from under the bed. She pulled his arms behind his back and he felt them get cuffed together.

Then she stood in front of him and looked him dead in the eye.

"You're about get what you've been wanting for so long" she murmured, pulling her panties down slowly.

She pulled them off and leaned towards him, pushing them into his mouth. They were soaked from her cunt and filled his mouth.

"Don't you dare spit them out! How do they taste? Are they good? I've been sooo turned on all day."

Andrew just nodded, unable to speak through the panties and afraid to move them. Hannah pushed him forward, so he was kneeling his with head pressed against the mattress.

"Stay there! Eyes forward!" She commanded as she left the room.

After a minute she came back and he could feel something cold against his ass. He felt her fingers slid into him, she was lubing his ass and he started to think he knew why.

"I've wanted to do this to you ever since I met you Andrew, you seemed perfect for it and look how easily you've accepted it!" Hannah whispered into his ear leaning over him.

Her fingers slid out of him and wrapped around his cock, pumping it slowly. He felt a large pressure against his now empty hole and moaned as she pushed a thick strapon into him. She slowly pushed more and more of it into him, stroking his cock all the way. It hurt at first, but he was so turned on from the weeks of teasing and he stroking that it quickly disappeared and all he could feel was how good the strapon was inside of him.

"How does that feel, my little slut?" She moved both her hands onto his hips and started pumping the strapon in and out of him. "My cock is all the way inside you!"

Andrew moaned as she fucked him, he hadn't expected any of this but it all felt so perfect. He pushed his ass back to meet her thrusts and felt so proud when he heard her panting and moaning.

"Oh hannah, it feels incredible! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!" He shouted, uncaring of how he sounded.

Hannah laughed and gripped his hips hard, pounding him with her plastic cock and stroking his. The strapon had an end for her pushing closer to the edge as she fucked him, when she felt close to cumming she knew what she wanted to do.

She moved Andrew on to the floor, legs in the air with his lower back resting against the bed.She pushed his legs over his head and knelt on the edge of the bed, sliding her strapon back into his ass. He was completely helpless, his hands tied behind his back and his legs up in the air above him. She fucked him hard and he moaned, looking up at her with wide eyes, biting his lip. She reach down and started rubbing his cock, palm down like he was a girl. He loved it and soon was moaning hard. She turned on the strapon's vibrator and nearly came as the vibrations went through her.

She watched her boyfriend bucking uncontrollably from the fucking and smiled as he came. She'd positioned him with his cock above his head and he only now realised it as he shot hot cum all over his own face. The vibrations overtook her and she came hard for what seemed like an eternity, looking down at her newly sissified boyfriend covered in cum and dressed in pink lingerie. She'd made the perfect choice.





My Ass Her Strapon

"Just try it, I think you'll really like it!" Trish was

telling me.

We were in somewhat of a sexual rut, and this was the

result of it. We hadn't had sex for three weeks at this

point. It's not that I didn't want her. Trish was far

more beautiful than I had deserved. We had dated since

high school, back when she was a bit of nerdy. I was

fortunate enough to be pretty popular being a pretty

decent track star. Man, I wish things could go back to

those days.

I still remember her face when I asked her out. I could

always tell she would end up being pretty though. That

was an understatement though. Nowadays Trish was a leggy

5'11". At 37, I swear that not only do her tits not sag,

but they actually point up! Jet black hair that runs

straight as an arrow down to her back, and a stunning

face. But, really, the prize here is her ass.

Curvacious does not do the woman justice. Damn. Her eyes

have always thrown me off actually. I swear every time

she looks at me for more than 2 seconds she can tell

what I'm thinking. Then she just cocks an eyebrow,

smirks, and moves on. This is all quite worrying, cause

I've thought some devious stuff with her in mind.

Unfortunately, I haven't held up my end of the bargain

much, hah! I guess you could say my best days are behind

me. Hurt my knee in college at a track meet. I've gotten

a little soft around the edges in the past few years.

I'm 5'8", which isn't too bad, but I have to say, it's a

bit emasculating having Trish tower over me. Especially

when she wears heels.

Anyway, Trish and I dated all through college, and got

married soon after. She settled in to the life of the

perfect housewife, while I got a job at a marketing

firm. Not exactly my dream job, but it pays the bills.

Life has been good. Well, until recently. That leads us

to her current conversation with me.

"Sweetheart", I was telling her, "I'm all for spicing

things up in the bedroom, I just don't think I'll like

it."

"Oh, so if I want something, who gives a fuck, right?"

I took a deep breath, I knew I was skating on thin ice.

"No, dear, that's not what I meant," I said, "You know

that. It's just... I mean, no guy wants his wife to fuck

him in the ass!" I couldn't help just blurting it out.

My wife chuckled a bit at that. At least it eased the

tension.

"Alright, sweetie, how about I propose a deal...?" She

purred.

I was lying in bed. She had propped herself up on her

side and was running her hand up and down my leg, slowly

getting closer to my cock. I could tell she was staring

at me with those beautiful green eyes. I was trying my

best not to look at her. I knew if I did I would lose.

And like clockwork, she said, "Look at my, Francis.

Don't you want to make me happy? And I think I have just

the solution to please us both."

I stared up with a defeated sigh, and asked, "Ok, what's

the deal?"

"Well, you know how you've always wanted to fuck me in

the ass? Well, that's actually what got me thinking

about it. What's good for the goose and such. So, my

solutions is this: You left me fuck you with a strap on.

Once I'm done, I will give you 15 minutes to fuck me

however you want. Everything is fair game."

This was too good to be true. As I mentioned, my wife is

goddamned beautiful, but rarely lets me get away with as

much as having her suck my dick. It's been pretty much

plain sex for our entire relationship. That's what made

this whole situation topsy-turvy. But, hell, what could

I lose? I'm an open minded guy, I'll take a little

punishment in order to finally get some anal. Besides,

she's my wife, I should try to make her happy.

"30 minutes" I countered.

Again, that chuckle. "20 minutes, final offer. Besides

sweetie, we both know you don't last that long."

I was a bit hurt by that remark, but who cares, I

finally was going to fuck that apple of an ass.

"So, when do we start," I asked.

"How about now?"

"Uhhh, do you have," I began. But was quickly cut off by

a sharp smirk and a quick nod.

"I'll be right back," she told me, and slipped out of

bed.

It was the longest 5 minutes of my life. All I could

think of was pounding into my wife. All the different

positions I'd fuck her in. She was right, this was

reviving things! I was rock hard. I'm not an overly well

endowed man, but my wife never complained.

Suddenly the bathroom door opened. My wife looked

amazing. She had a black silk nightie. A little longer

than her usual ones, and with a clear bulge at the

bottom. I couldn't help but gulp in fear. My wife

sauntered over to the bed. Whatever was beneath the

nightie was swaying back and forth.

"It looks like someone was a naughty boy and used up all

our lube last week." She said as she held up a clearly

empty tube.

"Oh, uh yeah, sorry, I guess we should postpone, huh?"

"Oh no, you don't get off that easy. What do you tell me

in order to get me to suck your dick even though you

know i hate it? It's nature's lube?"

"Trisha..."

"No," she said firmly, "This is happening. And it will

happen whether or not you have 'nature's lube' to ease

things along."

I sighed and drooped my shoulders. I could see this

pleased her.

"Good boy," she said as she rubbed my head. She never

talked like this before.

She slowly lifted her nightie. I just stared as a giant

black dildo was gradually unveiled. It must have been

about 10" long. It gradually thickened up to the size of

a beer can at the base. I opened my mouth to object, but

i suppose my wife took that as me wanting to start;

because she grabbed my head and pulled it to the cock in

front of me. She was a bit awkward with it. Thankfully,

it was clear she was not used to wearing a dick! She

just kept trying to jab it into my throat. Finally, I

pushed it out of my mouth.

"Wait," I said. But was responded to with that cool

stare. Slowly she raised that one eyebrow. I knew better

than to object any further.

I took as much of the dildo as I could. None of it was

enough for her. I could hear her frustrated sighing. She

was getting angry. I only could fit about half the dildo

in my throat before I began to gag. It was so fucking

big! She had me by the hair and was fucking my face.

Tears started forming around my eyes. This was awful.

Suddenly, she pulled the dildo out and slapped me clear

across the face. I was shocked. My wife had never hit me

before.

She leaned down, pointed a finger in my face, and said,

"Open your fucking mouth, bitch. I want you to take the

entirety of this fucking cock. If your lips aren't

touching my pelvis in one minute, I will ravage that ass

of yours so you can't sit down for a fucking week. Are

we understood?

I didn't know what to say. I just nodded, purely out of

fear t this point. I opened my mouth, grabbed her hips

with my hands and tried my best to swallow the whole

thing. I was getting better. I was up to 3/4's of the

way down.

"Much better," she exclaimed. "Let me help you with

that." And suddenly I felt her hands on my head again.

Firmly, and surprisingly strongly, she pushed my head on

the cock further. I was gagging but she didn't care. I

waved my hands at the side of her pleading to stop. But

she just looked down at me with that smile of hers.

Further and further. I felt like this cock wouldn't end.

Spit was leaking out of my mouth. Finally, I felt my

lips brush up against the base of the strap on. She held

me there for what felt like 10 minutes, but could only

have been a few seconds.

"Fucking cocksucker" was all she said.

She pulled me off and onto the bed in one motion. She

had me by the hair still. I was bent over and crying.

Holding my head down, with me on my hands and knees bent

on the bed, she leaned over and whispered, "Now you are

going to feel something that you've never been able to

give me. What it feels like to be filled by a real cock.

God, the first time I fucked myself with this thing, I

just knew I had to share it with you. Just so you knew

that we finally had a MAN's dick in the relationship."

I was humiliated. I never knew she felt this way. I

burned red and finally stopped crying.

I started to say, I'm sorry, I didn't know..." But she

cut me off with a slap.

"You didn't know, but now you will."

She shoved my head down onto the mattress and positioned

herself behind me. I could feel the cock resting on the

crack of my ass. Sudden;y I felt a hand reach under and

stroke my cock. Despite myself, I was rock hard.

"Looks like someone likes being a bitch, eh? Tell me."

"What," is all I could muster to ask.

"Tell me you want me to make you my bitch," she demanded

as she stroked my cock.

"No." I had to take a stand somewhere.

"We'll see, if that changes," she said. Suddenly, her

hand was moved away. I could feel her position he tip of

the cock and start pushing.

"Just relax," she cooed, "it'll be so much easier if you

do. Besides, your taking this either way."

I tried my best to relax as a giant dildo was being

pushed into me. Not an easy task.

"Slow!" I picked my head up and yelled. I could feel the

dildo stretching me out.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch boy," she said, and pushed my

head down. I think I angered her, because suddenly she

grabbed my hips and shoved the rest of the cock into me.

My scream was muffled by the pillow. She had no mercy.

For the next 15 minutes she pounded my ass from behind.

She would hit the back of my head from time to time with

a slap. She berated me. She called me cocksucker, bitch

boy, tiny-dick. I think she was getting off on it. She

started breathing heavier like she does when I go down

on her. Suddenly, she pulled out. I heard a loud pop as

the cock exited my ass. It was over. Finally.

"Not so fast," she said. And with that, I could feel her

moving my kegs and turning my over. She reached over to

her nightstand and opened a drawer to take out a

vibrator.

"I want to see your face as I fuck you. I want to cum

with my cock in your ass." Fuck, those are things I

wanted to say. I could only just whimper.

She lifted my legs and slid the dildo into me. She

command I hold my legs up while she fucked me. I saw her

reach around her hip with one hand and slide vibrator

under her. She began to moan loader. She was picking up

speed while fucking me. Suddenly she grabbed my cock.

She was pounding me while she stroked it. It hurt like

hell getting fucked, but her hand felt so good.

"You like that, bitch-boy? No, don't answer. Mommy knows

you do. That's it. Bring those hips back on mommy's

cock."

I felt like a child. I was utterly defeated. I didn't

know what to do. She just kept ravaging my ass.

Suddenly, I felt an orgasm rise in me. Trish could too.

"Is little fag-boy going to cum while getting his ass

fucked? No... not yet." And suddenly her hand had moved

away. I groaned. Desperate for her to stroke me.

"Please," I begged.

"Not until you tell me. Tell me you're my bitch."

"I'm your bitch," I whispered. I didn't care anymore.

"Not loud enough. I want the neighbors to know that you

are my cock sucking, faggot, sissy, little bitch boy.

NOW!" With that, she slapped my balls.

I howled. "I'm your bitch," I cried out. "Fuck your

bitch, mommy. Fuck him good." I didn't know what she

wanted to hear. I just yelled out whatever depraved

thoughts came to my head.

She brought her hand back. She lifted my hips more. I

was basically turned upside down. She still had her cock

inside me. Plunging me like an oil well. Again, I felt

my orgasm grow. She stroked me and pointed my cock at my

face. It was right above me. I knew what she had in

mind. I just looked up and shook my head no. Pleading.

"Little fag boys are rewarded with cum. Don't you want

your rewards?" She asked, never stopping that rhythmic

ass fucking she was giving me.

I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop my orgasm. Just

before I was about to cum, she slapped my face. HARD.

And said, "Open your fucking mouth faggot. Slurp up your

first load."

I could tell by the way she said it, it wouldn't be my

last. But I had no choice. I opened. I came. I don't

think I'd ever have cum that much before in my life. Cum

just poured out of me. It got in my eye, up my nose, in

my hair; but mostly, it went into my mouth. My wife

raised her eyebrow. I knew what was expected. I

swallowed.

I guess the sight of me giving myself a facial as she

fucked my ass was enough for my wife. I saw her slit her

eyes a bit. She was cumming. She grunted. Somehow she

managed to shove more of the cock into my ass. She was

pulsating. Hell, she came like she had a load to shoot.

Satisfied she shoved me to the side and laid back on the

bed. I didn't even notice she had taken her nightie off

while she fucked me. Now she just lay naked, with a

giant dildo in her lap. She turned over and played with

the alarm. She looked down at my shriveled up cock and

chuckled.

"Okay, sweetie, your turn, you have twenty minutes to

fuck me, just however you want to."

I didn't move.

"No? Well why don't you clean off mommy's cock until you

decide how you want to use that 'massive' tool' of

yours."

I was burning with embarrassment again. Despite myself,

I slinked down between her legs and sucked on her cock.

That's how we fell asleep, her lying back on the bed,

resting her hand on the back of my head, while I milked

her giant dildo.





Valentines Fantasy

"It's Valentine's Day, dear," I said to my wife. "Today we can do anything you want!"

"Anything?" She had a twinkle in her eye.

Well, that explains my current predicament... On the floor, naked, on my hands and knees, a black leather studded dog color around my neck and a thick leather leash leading up to my wife's hand.

She gives the leash a yank and lifts a high-heeled shoe to my face. She taps my head with her black leather riding crop.

"Kiss my shoe, puppy-dog," she says.

I kiss her shoe and she laughs. "That's my good doggie!"

She walks around me, running the tip of the riding crop over my bare skin.

"Look at that!" she says. "The doggie has a little hard-on!" She runs the tip of the riding crop underneath, down to my cock. "Isn't that cute?"

She runs the leather tip over my balls. "Look at the doggie's little balls," she says. "So little, aren't they? I've seen bigger balls on a ten year old boy." She taps my balls with the tip of the riding crop. "I bet those balls want to shoot their sperm inside me, don't they?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

She taps them a little harder. "Do your balls need to be slapped?"

I take in a quick breath. I'm thinking, What's our safeword again? just in case. But I play along. It is Valentine's after all.

"Yes, Ma'am," I say again.

She puts a heeled shoe on the back of my neck and pushes my face down onto the floor. Then she walks behind me and taps my ass with her crop. "Ass up in the air, boy, and spread those knees open."

I do as I'm instructed.

Standing behind me now, she runs the crop over my balls. "There the little things are," she says. "Aren't they cute?"

She taps them, gently. Then again, harder. "Do they need to be slapped?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

The riding crop comes down hard, an excruciatingly painful sting pulsing through my whole body. I moan into the floorboards.

The crop comes down again, the pain is almost overwhelming. I moan again.

"Does it hurt, puppy?"

"Yes," I whimper.

"Oh, your poor little balls," she says. She reaches down with a hand and gives them a gentle pet. "But think of all they've put me through," she says. "I've had to give birth to three children, just 'cause these little guys want to have some fun in the middle of the night."

"Yes, dear," I say. I know it's true, of course.

She runs the riding crop over my balls again, then lifts it up, over my perineum and up to my anus.

"Here's another place where you like to cause me pain, isn't it?" She taps my anus with the leather tip of the riding crop.

Our safeword--what's our safeword? Shit, what is it?

She reaches over to the dresser and picks up a blindfold.

"Up on your knees, slave," she says, giving my bottom a light whack.

I get up on my knees and she ties the blindfold around my eyes. I feel the riding crop rub down my chest and belly to my cock.

"Look at that little hard-on!" she giggles as she runs the tip over my cock. "He's just so cute! He's so perky!"

She jerks the leash. "Let's get up on the bed now, little boy." I stand up on wobbly knees, feel around blindly for the bed. She pulls me by the leash a couple of feet until I find it.

"Up on the bed, and on your hands and knees."

"Yes, Ma'am."

I hear her fumble around a bit and I'm feeling nervous. What the hell is she up to? Then she's back.

She slaps my ass with the riding crop, not too hard. She slaps it again.

"Spread your knees open again, boy," she says.

Shit, she's not going to slap my balls some more, is she?

No, she isn't. She's got something else in mind and exactly what it is becomes clear in the next instant, when I feel her finger, doped up with vaseline, rubbing my anus. I feel her finger push in. I moan.

"You like that?" she asks.

"Yes, Ma'am," I say.

"You're usually on the giving end of it. I wish I had a cock, I'd teach you what it's like to be on the receiving end for a change, like you're always doing to me." She swirled the first digit of her finger around inside my anus.

"But look what I have here!" she says. She pulls her finger out and I feel something else against my anus and I know immediately what it is, it's her big purple dildo. Oh, fuck!

She pushes it in and my anus stretches wide to accommodate it. I feel a searing pain, it feels like she's tearing me open. I moan painfully into the bedsheets.

"How do you like it, anal boy?" she asks.

"It hurts," I moan.

She laughs. "Come on, you do this to me all the time. Surely you can take a little bit of what you dish out!"

I just moan in response.

She pushes the dildo in a little further. It feels a little bit better once the ridge of the head is completely inside me. I feel a strange need to defecate, and it isn't altogether a bad feeling.

"You know what you always tell me, right?" she says, pushing it in further still. "'Loosen up, bitch.' That's what you say, right? 'Loosen up, you're gonna have to take it anyway, you might as well enjoy it.'"

Moan.

She pulls the dildo back, the ridge of the head stretching my poor anus open wider again. I moan painfully again, and she laughs. "You love to do this to me, you always use my ass to give yourself head."

Moan.

"Oh come on, loosen up, boy. You're gonna have to take it anyway, you might as well enjoy it!"

She reaches a hand down to my cock while she uses the other hand to fuck my anus with the head of her dildo.

"God, you're so hard!" she says. "Your cock is like granite! You really do enjoy this, don't you?"

I have to admit I am sort of enjoying it, now that my ass is getting used to being stretched so wide.

"Yes, Ma'am," I grunt into the bedsheets.

She pushes the dildo in further, two, three inches now. She leaves it in, and I feel that strange need to defecate again. I push my rectal muscles onto the dildo, clamp my anus down onto it, and it feels--well, "good" isn't quite the right word, but it feels interesting.

She has now laid down on the bed and she slides between my legs, under me. I feel her warm mouth wrap around my cockhead, and she reaches up and grabs the base of the dildo.

"Fuck my face!" she orders me. I start fucking her face and she starts fucking my ass with the dildo.

"Oh my god!" I shout. "Oh my god!"

She shoves the dildo in, three inches now, maybe four, and grabs my ass with both hands and pulls me down onto her. My cock burrows into her throat--hot, tight, slick.

"Oh my god!" I shout even louder. My balls tighten, my cock spasms, my anus clamps, and I pump a giant shot of come right down her throat. My whole body is shaking as I prepare to fire the next shot; this orgasm is incredible. Fucking incredible! She holds me in place, somehow she is able to keep me in her throat, and I fire another shot right into her. Then she finally pulls her mouth off and I finish on the side of her face and in her hair.

When I'm finally done, she pulls the dildo out of my ass. Blessed relief at last!

"That little dick of yours is probably not going to get hard again anytime soon, huh?"

"It'll take a little while after that orgasm."

"Damn," she says; I can't see what she's doing, I'm still blindfolded, but I feel a leather cuff go around one of my wrists. "Maybe I should find a man who can keep it up!"

She pulls the strap of the leather cuff tight, then latches the chain to the bedpost.

A cuff goes around my ankle, then my other ankle, then my other wrist, and I am secured to the bed, spread eagle.

"Well," she says, climbing on top of me, "if I can't have any cock right now, then your face is gonna have to be my masturbation toy."

A half a second later I feel her furry pussy pushing down onto my mouth.

I start licking enthusiastically. I'm madly in love with my wife's pussy, it's my favorite thing in the world. I love the feeling of the soft curls of her pubic hair against my face. I love the way her hot lips splay open around my mouth. I love how she just flows with wetness, everything gets so unbelievably wet when she sits on my face.

And I love how she tastes, sharp and salty and sweet. God I love tasting my wife's sweet little cunt. And that taste, it gets me hard every time, and sure enough, it's working its magic now, too. My little guy is starting to stand up. "Pussy?" he says. "I want some of that!"

The wife doesn't notice him, though. She's got other things on her mind right now. She starts sliding that pussy back and forth, rubbing her on my mouth, fat pussy lips wide open. Her clit finds the tip of my tongue and she starts rubbing on it. "Oh!" she says. "Oh!" she says again.

She sits down, so that my whole tongue is engulfing her clit. She's rubbing hard against it.

"Oh my god!" she says. "Oh my god! I need cock! I need cock right now!"

She climbs off my face and I feel my cock slide in, all the way to the hilt in a half a second. "Uggghhh!" she says loudly. She sits up, my cock sliding out until only the head is inside those hot lips of hers, and then she slams back down, hard. "Uggghhh!" she shouts again.

Up, and slamming down, up and slamming down, over and over, the girl fucks me like a piston, groaning each time, increasing the speed until she is really fucking me fast and hard. Then she lets out a really high-pitched sound, "Ahhhhhh!" and she starts to shake and keeps rocking on me.

Eventually she lays down and kisses me on the cheek. "I just came," she says, giggling. "Wow, what a great orgasm!"

"Awesome!" I say.

She starts moving her hips a little bit, just gently fucking me while she lay on top of me. "Oh, it feels so good to have your big cock inside me," she says quietly, slowly fucking me.

"He's awfully happy, too!"

"Yeah? Does he want to come?"

"You know it!"

"Does he want to come inside me?"

"You know it!"

She kisses me on the cheek. "I want your come inside me," she says.

Then she lifts herself up above me, pushing down on the bed with her hands, and starts riding me like an experienced pro.

I struggle against the cuffs and chains, I want to grab her ass, I want to throw her over on her back and show her who the man in this relationship is. But I can't. I struggle harder.

She stops. "Are you trying to get loose?" she says.

"Oh baby," I say in a hoarse whisper, "don't stop now! I'm so close!"

She kisses me on the cheek. "That's too bad," she says, "'cause I think I'm done." And she climbs off.

"Oh, fuck!" I say, straining at the chains. I feel something against my mouth--soft, cottony.

"Open up, boy," she says. I open my mouth and she stuffs it in and I realize it's her panties. She's stuffing her damn panties in my mouth!

Then I feel something soft and cool on my cock and then she flicks it and I realize it's the riding crop. She's tapping my balls with it.

She slaps them a little harder. Shit, my balls hurt enough from her damned coitus interruptus, now she's going to be slapping them with the damned riding crop? And now I can't say our safeword, even if I could remember it!

She gives them a harder slap. I moan into the panties.

"Oh, you poor little boy," she says. And then she climbs on the bed and climbs on top of me. She kisses me on the cheek, then whispers, "I'm just teasing you, big guy." She reaches down and directs my cock back in her.

"There you go, is that what you want? You want some of Mama's pussy?"

I nod enthusiastically.

"You wanna come in Mama's pussy?"

"Muuuuhhh!"

She sets a slow pace, sliding up and down. I want her to go faster, I want to grab her and take control and force her to let me finish it off; but I resist the temptation. I know if I struggle again, she'll stop again. So I just lay there and let her ride me nice and slow.

Her pussy is hot, oh so wonderfully hot. Her lips are sticky and fat and wet, sliding up and down, kissing my cockhead, then kissing my balls, then kissing my cockhead again. My cock is tingling, a fantastic feeling that you only get from a truly good fuck. The kind of fuck my wife gives out.

After at least three minutes of this slow, antagonizingly slow love-making, she finally starts moving a little faster. She leans over and puts her lips against my ear and I can hear her labored breathing.

"I like having you as a sex slave," she whispers. "It's time for you to come, slave."

She's really picking up the pace now. "Muu uuuck!" I say.

"I want your sperm inside me!" she says, loudly, right as I begin to orgasm.

"Oooooh uuuccckkk!"

She rocks on me until I'm done, then lays on top of me, kissing me, as my cock slowly deflates.

"Happy Valentine's Day," she says. Only then does she pull the panties out of my mouth.

"Mommy!" I hear a voice at the door.

"Yes, sweetheart?" my wife says.

"I can't sleep! Read me a story!"

"Just a second, sweetie, Mommy just needs to get dressed, I'll be right there."

"Um, dear?" I say, still blindfolded and tied to the bed. I hear the door open and then shut.

"Dear?"


Kiss
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Erin stepped off the subway and made her way through the morning rush crowd to the Jacob K. Javits Federal Building in Manhattan. A couple of her colleagues admiringly responded as she passed them, a silent congratulation for the fifteen people from Manhattan and Brooklyn who were saved by her last Intelligence retrieval. The information she retrieved from her previous target turned out to be invaluable in protecting those individuals.


Erin’s ponytail swayed back and forth as she waltzed through the doorway of her small cubicle and sat down at her cluttered workspace. She re-adjusted the height of her chair and fussed under her breath, “Sean...only he would come into my cubicle and feel free to change things around on my desk."


Erin silently cussed Sean under her breath for making a mess of the files on her desk and skimmed through them trying to re-establish some kind of order. Within minutes of her arrival at her office, Sean himself stomped in unannounced. He threw his jacket over an armchair and sat down with an angry scowl on his face.


“What’s wrong?” She asked her colleague and a good friend. Well, best friend. But she felt revealing that would just inflate his already sizable ego.


Sean huffed and dramatically crossed his arms across his chest. Shaking his head from side to side, he sighed, “I was sent on an assignment to seduce a young woman and to get some highly important information, but she rejected all my approaches.”


He looked hurt and frustrated. “All of them! Every goddamn fucking sexual advancement I tried fell flat,” he continued. "I used every trick in the book, and she didn't fall for a single one."


Erin found that surprising because Sean was a great-looking guy; young, athletic and loaded with sex appeal. Few women could resist his charm and good looks. Erin and Sean had been on a couple of dates together when she first transferred into the Bureau’s counterintelligence division, but there were no fireworks or magic between them, so they just decided to be good friends with occasional benefits. She understood why he was upset because no one ever said no to Sean’s charm. He had the highest success rate of all the male members of their IDR team.


“I don’t get it,” Sean whined, “I did everything by the book. I was gracious and charming and nice and patient, and I'm good looking and, and..," he trailed off, lost in his frustrated rambling.


Erin smiled inside. She couldn’t deny that she found it somewhat amusing to see someone reject him occasionally just so his super-inflated ego didn’t become even more intolerable. She found it unfortunate that it had to happen on a crucial investigation. The Bureau sent Sean, so that must have meant it was an essential piece of information he needed to retrieve.


“Tell me about her,” Erin urged, intrigued by this woman. There weren't many women who didn't faint at Sean’s feet, and Erin would like to meet a female who could keep her hands off of him.


“She is remarkably gorgeous; clever and thoughtful," Sean answered in a more animated response. "She has chestnut brown hair that flows down below her shoulders and big brown eyes that will suck you into a whirlpool of emotions. Her smile lights up the room, and her beautiful teeth are as white as snow. She’s about five-nine or ten, slender frame, nice ass and medium size tits that stick out like ripe oranges. And….”


Erin cut him off in mid-sentence and said, “I didn’t need to hear about those parts of her body. All I wanted was a general summary of her appearance and her demeanour is enough for right now.”


“She was kind of perfect. If it wasn’t for this investigation, I could have fallen for her,” Sean confessed, staring gloomily at the wall over Erin’s left shoulder. It was evident that it was a shock to his self-esteem. “If I had met her on the street or at my favourite Watering Hole, I would have asked her out.”


“Wow…sounds like she made quite an impression on you, Sean.”


"I don't understand it, I even gave her a PEP, but it had a zilch effect on her," he continued his ramble, muttering to himself as he expressed more ways of how she ultimately rejected his overtures.


PEP was what the Bureau called a ‘Passion Enhancement Pill.' The latest invention from the Bureau’s advanced science Division. The name said it all. An agent just had to mix in some DNA of their own and some DNA of their target, and then slip it into the target’s food or drink. One taste of the mixture was enough to get the elements into their bloodstream, causing them to become emotionally attached to that particular agent.


The biochemical effects imitated a lustful attraction or a strong urge in the target to please the person who administered the cocktail. It was more of a surge of emotions that tentatively knocked the target off their feet and overtook them with heightened feelings of affection. It had something to do with the triggering of that part of the cerebellum that was responsible for emotions. The Bureau wasn’t too sure, and most agents never really understood how it worked, but it DID work. And it left the victim in a haze that fogged over their short-term memory of the agent that slipped it to them.


But the mixture wasn't foolproof, and it only worked if there was already some sort of attraction between the target and the agent. Which was why everyone on the IDR team was uncommonly attractive. Let’s face it, who is drawn to a dull plain-Jane-type person? Erin found that somewhat annoying that so much depended on looks, but hey, it came with the job. Erin found it a bit unusual that there was a girl who could resist Sean’s good looks and charm. She was especially mystified as to why the PEP had not influenced her.


“Maybe she’s gay,” Erin quipped, trying to get Sean out of his funk. Her comment triggered something in Sean's mind, because he sprang out of the chair, thanked her, and ran out of her cubicle. Not that she minded, because she had so much paperwork to fill out, it made her head spin. Erin didn't think anything more about it until her boss, the Special Agent in Charge, (SAC) walked in a couple of hours later.


“Good morning, Special Agent Delacorte. I understand Agent Callahan told you about the situation he is in with his current investigation?” Erin’s boss mentioned.


She nodded, wondering why the SAC came to her cubicle instead of calling her to his office. Technically, Agents weren’t allowed to discuss their investigations with one another. She wondered if she and Sean were in trouble for doing so.


“We weren’t discussing any details of his investigation, just general roadblocks he'd run into during the investigation,” she volunteered in their defence.


“It’s okay. You’re not in any trouble. I’m glad you did discuss it because Alexandra Singleton is the daughter of an important individual,” the SAC answered. “He died a couple of weeks ago, and he knew something. Something that we desperately need to know. His daughter, Allie, as she likes to be called refuses to talk to our investigators, stating she doesn’t know anything, but my gut and sources tell me she does. We need to know his information, but she doesn’t seem to be very responsive to our requests,” the SAC lamented, handing her a file and looking at her expectantly.


"And what do you expect me to do? Call her up and try to get her to open up to me?" Erin inquired, not knowing where the conversation was going but getting an ominous feeling the SAC wanted something from her above and beyond her regular duty.


“Well, we sent Mark, Jonathan, and Sean, but none of them were successful with her. So, when Sean came into my office, asking me if our “Person of Interest” (POI) was gay, we did some additional investigating, and found that apparently, she is,” he firmly stated, confirming Erin’s feeling that he was going to ask if she wanted to join the investigation and seduce her.


“The file says that this woman is an attorney, and attorneys are notorious when it comes to not talking to law enforcement," Erin mentioned. "So being gay may not be the reason the other agents fail to get information from her."


“I still think a woman, gay or straight, would relate better to another woman even if that other woman was part of law enforcement,” the SAC contended.


“So, what are you saying?” Erin asked with a definite hint of suspicion in her voice.


The SAC sheepishly smiled and inquired, "Do you want to try your luck at seducing her? Maybe you can charm her, like you do most men, into giving up the information we need.”


“There is just one small detail," Erin explained. “The POI is a gay female, and I’m not gay. What if she expects me to…? uh, you know? How am I supposed to handle that type of situation?”


The SAC smiled and nodded his head. He acted as though he was not asking her to do anything out of the ordinary. The subtle pressure was on her to answer his unspoken question. He stared intently into Erin’s eye as though he genuinely wanted her to answer in the affirmative.


“Again, what do you want from me?” Erin inquired, noting he hadn’t answered her question. She wanted him to go on record with the request so that down the road no one could accuse her of being attracted to women.


“Well, since you have the highest success rate with men it would only seem logical to send you, even though you’re straight,” the SAC explained, looking ruefully at the floor.


“Oh my, God! Do you expect me to have sex with her?”


The SAC stared Erin in the eyes like he had not just implied something totally bazaar. He waited for her affirmation.


Erin gasped and scowled, “Oh my God. You do expect me to have sex with her if it comes down to that; don’t you?


The SAC was still reluctant to make it a direct order. “I can’t tell you how to conduct your investigation, Agent Delacorte, but I do not doubt that you can handle yourself resourcefully in any given situation.”


“You did hear me when I said I’m not gay,” she re-emphasized. She tried to argue her point, but she knew that her sexual preference didn’t matter when given an assignment. After all, she had seduced many men she wasn’t attracted to either. In the Bureau, it didn’t matter what her sexual attractions were when it came to completing the assignment.


The SAC didn’t show any signs of withdrawing his request and waited quietly for her answer. Erin felt the tension building in the room, and it was anything but subtle. She viewed his request as a no-win situation for her. If she refused her career could be affected. If she agreed her career could be affected. She tossed the dice in her head and went for the gamble.


“Okay, okay, I’ll go. I’ll give it a try, I’m making no promises of success,” she relented and saw her boss’ face light up.


“Thank you, Agent Delacorte. In that file is the basic information, a more specific analysis will follow," he stated, quickly walking out of her cubicle. Erin flipped through the file and immediately noticed a photo of Miss Allie Singleton that confirmed she was indeed a stunningly beautiful young woman. Allie’s smile alone was enough to encourage Erin to want to learn more about her. Erin had never been attracted to a woman, but Sean was right when he said that she had big brown eyes that would suck you into a whirlpool of emotions. Allie's full lips were admittedly alluring, and for the first time in her memory, Erin felt the urge to kiss another woman.


“Well, no time like the present for a lesbian romp," Erin muttered to herself.


Erin spent the next hour digging deeper into the file, flipping through the notes, memorizing everything she needed to know to charm Miss Singleton into giving up the information. This was a whole new playing field. Seducing guys was easy for Erin. She’d give them a flirty look, do a cute wink, and they always came lining up. But charming a woman? She had no clue. She had searched for some tips on the internet, but it was going to be one hell of a challenge. She’d need some input from Sean.


Allie was twenty-six years old and had held a stable job at a very prestigious law firm for a couple of years already. She had skipped a couple of grades in high school and graduated first in her class at law school. So that partially explained why she was already at the top of her profession, Erin conjectured. Erin found that she could honestly relate to Allie Singleton’s success since she too had risen quickly in her profession and was one of the youngest agents assigned to the FBI’s Counterintelligence team.


Erin continued to study the file and found that luckily the agents before her had gotten to know Allie on some level. They discovered that she liked red roses but preferred white ones. She sometimes drank imported beer but preferred expensive wines and exotic cocktails. All that kind of stuff helped plan her initial approach to seduction. Erin firmly believed that if she played her cards right, the seduction might work. Even though she was not gay and had never partaken in a gay experience; it could indeed work. Erin felt an enormous surge of excitement when she visualized, pressing her lips to Allie's soft sensual lips. She felt a slight tingling in her groin. This was a whole new experience for Erin, and she could feel her pulse quicken at the thought of being with another woman. That was something she had never seriously considered before this assignment.


“Wasn’t there a saying about lesbian dating?” Erin tapped her chin and mumbled to herself. She thought for a minute, then remembered the saying. “What do lesbians bring on a second date? Something about a U-Haul. Oh, yes…The U-Haul lesbian or U-Haul lesbian syndrome is a joke referring to the fact that lesbians often tend to move in together on the second date.”


Erin closed the file and chuckled to herself, “Anyway, I always heard lesbians fall extremely fast so that could play to my advantage, right? The sooner I get her to trust me, the sooner I get the information, and the sooner I return to my normal seduction duties. Let’s get this show on the road and get it over with.”


Erin phoned ahead and made an appointment to see Miss Singleton. She was told Miss Singleton was free all morning and to come right over. Erin looked in the mirror of the women's restroom in the Federal Building and quickly checked her hair and makeup before leaving to meet with Allie Singleton. Erin felt like a teenager going on her first date. After all the preparations, Erin felt confident she would succeed.


When Erin walked in the front door of Miss Singleton’s law office, she was warmly greeted by the young receptionist at the front desk. The receptionist buzzed Miss Singleton and was instructed to escort her to Miss Singleton’s private office. The young lawyer was wearing a bright yellow sundress with daisies and a low neckline that revealed a lot of cleavage; not at all what Erin expected of a professional woman. Erin's eye went first to Allie's exposed cleavage and then up to Allie's sensual lips. Her actions didn't go unnoticed by the young lawyer. She smiled and offered her hand to Erin.


After shaking Miss Singleton’s warm hand, there was a peculiar flutter in Erin’s stomach, but she wrote it off as nerves. Erin sat down in a comfortable, wingback chair opposite her POI. This was, after all, her very first assignment that involved seducing another woman. It felt daring and somewhat thrilling. Erin felt her heart flutter. She couldn’t remember ever experiencing that while seducing a male POI.


"How can I help you, Miss Delacorte, or is it Mrs. Delacorte?"


“It's Miss Delacorte, and I’m just here for a quick consult. I’m not even sure if I have a case,” Erin stammered, going with a cover story Sean, and she made up. Erin’s eyes kept being drawn to the young lawyer’s cleavage and couldn’t stop herself from blushing. Erin began to feel like she was losing focus on her assignment.


Miss Singleton noticed Erin eyeing her bosom and felt flattered. She picked up a yellow legal pad and a pen. She smiled across the desk and asked Miss Delacorte to begin at the beginning. The woman's smile caused Erin to shiver and hesitate for a moment. This was so unlike Erin, and she told herself to get a grip.


“For the past few months, I had been living with my ex-girlfriend, but some stupid things happened. Without warning, we broke up, and the bitch threw me out on the street”. Erin realized she was speaking unusually fast and told herself to slow down.


"She even changed the locks and won’t let me back in, but I still have a lot of stuff there. Like a lot of CDs, some furniture, some clothes," Erin protested.


Miss Singleton was writing on the legal pad, and Erin stopped to let her catch up. The young lawyer noticed Erin’s pause, looked up and gestured with her hand for Erin to continue.


“Is there something that can be done legally to retrieve my personal belongings from my now EX-GIRLFRIEND?” Erin inquired, making sure Miss Singleton got the point that her EX was undoubtedly a girl. Sean had made sure that the facts of the grievance wouldn't be enough to make a valid civil case, but at the same time, he made sure it didn’t seem like a silly complaint.


“And did you and your ex-girlfriend have some sort of contract? A written agreement? Something of the nature that would be legally binding in a court of law?” Miss Singleton requested, scribbling down some obscure words.


Erin tried to decipher what was being scribbled on the legal pad, but couldn’t make heads or tales of it. She thought only doctors had terrible handwriting, but Miss Singleton’s penmanship was worse than any doctor she knew.


“No, it’s her house, and I only moved in a couple of months ago," Erin explained. “I didn’t think about us ever breaking up. I didn’t even think about changing my address yet because it was such a hassle, so officially I still live in a tiny apartment that I bought a couple of years ago. I was going to sell it, and now I’m glad I didn’t do that,” Erin lied.


Well, it wasn’t a complete lie. Erin did buy her condo when she started working for the Bureau, and she had tried to sell it once because it was so tiny, but apparently, she had gotten too attached to a place and took it off the market.


“I’m sorry, but from all I’ve heard so far I don’t think you have anything on legal grounds,” Miss Singleton responded, turning over her legal pad while giving Erin an apologetic smile.


The smile caused Erin to blush, and she quietly assured herself again that she wasn't into girls, but she had to admit Miss Singleton was indeed a remarkably stunning woman. Her smile alone made Erin feel warm inside. It was an unexpected reaction. Allie Singleton did have beautiful brown eyes and a smooth, velvety voice. She was utterly Sean’s type, and Erin understood why he was so upset by her rebuff.


“Okay, thanks anyway,” Erin stammered, quickly standing up and offering her hand to Miss Singleton. Erin felt a rush of adrenalin when their hands touched again. It made her blush again, and her panties moist. She hoped Allie did not smell her arousal. That would only add to the awkwardness. It wasn’t like Erin to give up so quickly, but she felt the need to get away before she destroyed her chances of ever successfully retrieving the information. Erin walked to the door and stopped. Oddly enough, she found herself strongly attracted to the young lawyer. Then after a little pause, she turned around, pretending she just made up her mind about something.


There was an anxious pause, then Erin without considering the possibility of rejection artfully proposed, “I don’t want to be out of line, Miss Singleton, but is there a chance you would want to go have a drink with me sometime?” Erin gave Miss Singleton her signature wink. It was a bold move, but she needed to regain control of the seduction.


Allie was surprised at Erin’s directness. She hadn’t expected to be hit on by a new client. The puzzled look on Allie's face revealed more than she wanted to be known. She was excited that this woman was asking her out on a date, but she didn’t want to reveal that fact. Allie didn’t answer immediately. Erin held her breath and waited. Even though Erin deemed herself straight, she had once wondered what it might be like to experiment with another woman because one night while drinking with her college roommate the roommate had suggested it might be fun to get naked and cuddle. Erin briefly considered it, but it never happened. However, Erin had to admit that the temptation was there. She’d had just enough to drink that eating her roommate’s pussy was beginning to make sense to her. It was exciting and different, and she almost succumbed to her roommate’s urging. Now she was feeling the same excitement rushing through her again, and this time, she was secretly hoping that it would happen.


When Allie saw Erin’s eagerness and the hopeful look in her eyes, she knew it was more than just a drink she wanted. With a look of scepticism on her face, she replied, "Well...I don't usually date a client, and I'm not usually a spur-of-the-moment type girl." Allie’s charming smile broadened, and she hesitantly stared into Erin’s eyes. Allie wanted to accept but was afraid the motive behind the invitation could be suspect.


Erin quickly countered with a wink and a smile. It was time to fish or cut bait Erin reasoned. “Perhaps I was too brusque with you. I do that sometimes when I get excited. Let me start over. First of all, I’m not a client because you just said I have no case. And…and if I may be so bold, I can tell by your expression that you want to accept my invitation.”


A blush crept across the young lawyer’s cheeks, and Erin held a triumphant smile back. No man could ever resist Erin’s wink, and apparently, neither could young lesbian lawyers. Erin waited for another second, staring into Miss Singleton’s alluring brown eyes. She had to admit that Miss Singleton was beautiful. Every bit as beautiful as Sean had said.


Allie hesitated a bit longer, and Erin continued to hold her breath. “There is a chance, yes, but you will have to call me Allie. Miss Singleton is a bit too formal, don't you think?” Erin beamed, her face lighting up.


Sean, Zero. Erin, One. Popped into Erin’s head. Not that she was keeping score, but she felt a rush of excitement that she was able to score a date with Allie Singleton and Sean couldn’t.


“Great, how about you call me, Erin?” Erin replied, taking the lead as confidently as she possibly could.


In reality, Erin felt very insecure and vulnerable at that point. Miss Singleton could have easily said no. She wondered if men always had to go through that uneasy feeling when meeting a new woman. She was developing a new respect for Sean and his skills at seducing women. It’s kind of daunting to have to take the lead in a new relationship and risk rejection. She had a better perception of why Sean was so down after being unsuccessful with Allie Singleton.


Allie nodded, grabbed one of her business cards from her desk, and scribbled her cell phone number on the back. Erin took the card and placed it in her pocket without looking at it.


“I'll call you tonight," Erin chirped. “Just breathe. Play it cool,” she told herself. She needed to make a graceful exit.


Allie nodded her head and flashed Erin a stunning smile, that made Erin a little bit lightheaded. She hadn’t felt so giddy since junior high school. She turned around and tried to stride out of the office gracefully, but couldn't keep her eyes off Allie’s cleavage. Wrong move. Before she knew it, she’d walked into the door frame, banging her head loudly against it.


“Ouch. Shit,” Erin yelped, rubbing her head that was turning red, not from the bang, but from embarrassment. She couldn't remember being so clumsy. No, she was always the one in control, but something about this beautiful young woman made her all skittish inside.


Allie ran towards Erin and took her head in the palms of her hands. “Let me see. Are you hurt?” Allie pulled Erin’s head down to check the rising knot. “It looks fine, but it might turn into a nasty bump later,” Allie stated while examining Erin’s head and pulling her face within a few inches of her cleavage. Erin could smell Allie’s perfume and was tempted to lean a few inches further and place a kiss on Allie’s breast.


“What was going on here,” Erin asked herself. She had never felt like this around anyone and staring at another woman’s boobs? And feeling the urge to kiss them? Completely not her thing. She was consumed with embarrassment.


“Thank you. Anyway. I should be going. I’ll call you,” Erin awkwardly muttered, quickly turning away and walking cautiously out of Allie’s office, trying hard not to embarrass herself further.


Allie smiled and watched her retreat down the corridor. “I’ll be looking forward to your call. I'll be home around seven. Call me,” Allie called to her, feeling the excitement of all the possibilities forming in her mind.


Erin returned to her office and busied herself with paperwork. It was only three in the afternoon, but Erin was already getting nervous that she had promised to call Allie that night. But at the same time, she was certainly looking forward to it. “Yeah, I hit my head harder than I thought,” Erin mumbled to herself.


Erin thumbed through the file for the fifth time, thinking about the best strategy to make Allie fall for Her. Without knocking, Sean was at her desk, asking for details of her meeting with Allie Singleton.


“How did it go? Did you strike out like the rest of us,” Sean asked, almost gleefully.


Erin intentionally kept her face buried in the file and smirked, "She gave me her number and asked me to give her a call. Does that sound like I struck out," Erin gloated.


Sean couldn't hide his surprise and inquired, "What do you plan on doing next?"


“Well, first of all, I should give her a call tonight, ask her out for drinks and then get her tipsy enough so I can quiz her about the information her father had.”


“No…no, you get her tipsy and then move in for a kiss,” Sean advised. “You want to seduce her first then quiz her for the information. You have to treat her like you would a male target. Make her fall for you and then extract the information.”


“I bet it turns you on thinking about two women kissing,” Erin laughed.


“To be truthful, yes it does, but I suggest as a means to achieve your goal.”


“That sounds like a plan you and your guy friends make when you go out with a female POI or with any woman for that matter. I always thought it was wicked and deceitful, but now I almost understand. Trying to get a girl to respond to your advances is difficult. Hooking up with a guy is so easy, Erin thought. You give them a brief look, and within ten seconds they come up to you. You make some brief conversation, gaze into their eyes, and lean in close. Before you know it, they would be kissing you.”


“Erin…have you ever kissed a girl?”


Erin paused for a moment as though she was in deep thought and then answered in a low voice, “No.”


Sean could detect a bit of regret in her reply.


“I thought all normal teenage girls had sleepovers in high school where they talked about boys and practised kissing techniques on each other.”


"I don't guess I was a normal teenager because I never did anything like that," she explained.


“Have you ever wondered what it would be like to kiss another girl or have you ever had the urge to kiss another girl?”


“Have you ever kissed another guy or had the urge to kiss another guy,” she countered.


“Yuk! Guys don’t do things like that; at least normal guys don't," Sean answered.


"Okay, …don't assume I would feel any different about that subject," Erin remarked.


"Okay…I told you how I would do it, now why don't you tell me how you planned to seduce Miss Singleton," Sean urged again.


“I plan to take your advice, ply her with alcohol until she gets tipsy, then lean in and see if she kisses me,” Erin smiled.


“And if she doesn’t take the bait and kiss you; then what?”


"I will find a way to kiss her," Erin responded. "This is a new playing field for me, and I will try to mix my knowledge of seducing a man with what I know a woman wants during a seduction. Hopefully, it will turn out to be successful."


“When are you going to take her out?”


"As I said, she asked me to call her tonight around seven," Erin answered.


"No…no! You need to take her out tonight. You need to strike while the iron is hot! She is hot for your company," Sean argued.


“I don’t want to sound too desperate, Sean. I may scare her off if I pounce too soon after meeting her.”


“Trust me, Erin, you won’t scare her off. I have been in this same situation many times. Pick up the phone and call her right now.


Erin held Sean's gaze for a moment and then replied, "Okay…you talked me into it. Now get the hell out of here so I can concentrate on what I have to say.”


Sean smiled and left the room while Erin picked up the phone and dialled Allie's cell number. Allie didn't recognize the number but picked it up on the second ring anyway.


Erin launched into an apology. "I am sorry for calling you this early. I know it's only four o'clock, but I couldn't wait until seven to call you. I am boiling over with excitement and want to see you tonight.”


There was a prolonged pause from Allie and Erin's first thought was that she had angered Allie by jumping the gun and calling before seven. Erin felt a pain in her heart and was cursing herself, thinking that she had sabotaged the planned seduction. She was struggling for her next breath when Allie responded, "I am so glad you called. I have not been able to get anything done all afternoon. I too am excited about having a drink with you. I was fighting the urge to call you when my cell phone rang."


Erin released the breath she had been holding and gasped, “Oh my, God. I feel like a schoolgirl going to her first dance. Is there any chance we can go for that drink tonight?”


“Are you familiar with a small Bar off Columbus Circle called "Dan's Den?"


“Yes, I’ve been there a few times with friends,” Erin answered.


“You want to meet me there around eight…ish?”


"Absolutely! I'll see you then," Erin remarked with a noticeable sound of excitement in her voice. Allie hung up, and Erin's heart fluttered. A warm wave of electricity moved through Erin and sent a tickling to her groin.


Erin spent the next three hours studying the Singleton file and planning her seduction strategy. She always kept a few outfits in her locker at work just in case she had an unplanned outing and didn't have time to go home to change. She found a short purple and white sundress and slipped it on. It was low cut and showed a lot of cleavage. She looked at herself from different angles and then decided to remove her bra. The dress came down to mid-thigh and offered a good view of her long thin legs. The thought of Allie admiring her legs and breasts sent a shudder through Erin. She checked her makeup, blotted her lips on a tissue, and then set out for her rendezvous with Allie.


The music was loud, and it took a few minutes for Erin's eyes to adjust to the low lighting in the bar. The beautiful young lawyer was already there when Erin arrived. She had selected a private booth in a dark corner near the restrooms. Erin took a deep breath and moved toward the booth. Allie stood, and they went through the obligatory female ritual of hugging and kissing each other on the cheek. Erin settled in the booth across from Allie and ordered a Tom Collins. Allie ordered her second Manhattan. The music was so loud they found they had to lean in across the table to hear one another.


When the waitress brought their drinks, she pointed to a handsome, well-dressed man seated at the end of the bar and informed them that he had paid for that round of drinks. Erin and Allie smiled and then hoisted their glasses in a symbolic toast to the man. He smiled and toasted them back.


Every round after that, the man insisted on paying, so Allie and Erin decided to let him. After a few hours of chit-chat and more than a half dozen drinks, Erin was beginning to feel woozy. Her judgment was becoming cloudy. She knew she needed to dial it back a bit and regain control of the situation, but Allie’s charm reduced her professional reasoning to pure lust. The man at the bar kept buying the rounds, and they accepted them graciously. Both Erin and Allied had consumed more alcohol than usual. Erin decided to go to the restroom and collect her thoughts. When she got up to go the drinking caused her to lose balance, and she fell back into the booth, exposing her pantie-covered crotch. A wet spot was visible on her light blue panties.


She looked over, and Allie was staring at her silk-covered groin, and Erin wasn't in any hurry to cover it. Allie mumbled something under her breath that Erin couldn't make out. From the smile on Allie's face, Erin assumed it was something flattering. Erin struggled to her feet and said, “I have to go pee. Don’t let anyone steal my seat.”


When Erin returned, she slid into the seat next to Allie and said, “I hope you don’t mind if I change to this side of the table. I can barely hear what you are saying half the time.”


“I don’t mind at all," Allie answered, “In fact, I was tempted earlier to suggest you move over here, but wasn’t sure if you would take it as me being too aggressive.”


“Aggressive? Never”, Erin slurred.


Allie blushed and leaned toward Erin. The moment for their first kiss had arrived. Erin leaned toward Allie and closed her eyes.


Lost in the moment, Erin fought her reluctance to kiss Allie in public. This would be the first time she had ever kissed another woman. Her mind was telling her that people would see the kiss and think she was gay, but her body was screaming, “Go ahead; who cares what they think?”


Moments before their lips touched, they were interrupted by the man from the bar sliding into the booth across from them. They both turned to face him at the same time. He seemed oblivious to the shock on their faces.


“I figured since I have been sending drinks to you two all evening, it was about time I came over and formally introduced myself,” he slurred.


Allie was the first to respond. “We appreciate the drinks, but we don’t want or need any company.”


“Now why would a couple of good-looking women like you two not want the company of a handsome gentleman such as myself?”


"Because…like you said we are a COUPLE. You know…like we are dating each other," Allie smirked.


The man's jaw dropped, and his face turned a crimson red as Allie's words sunk into his drunken mind. He shouted, "Why in the hell didn't you tell me you were a couple of Lezzies when I sent the first drinks? Why in the fuck did you let me waste my money sending drinks all evening?"


Erin realized the man was on the verge of exploding. She slipped out of the booth taking Allie’s hand and guiding her to the front door. As they made their exit, Allie looked back to see the man still spouting obscenities.


Erin was so wet between her legs that her panties were sticking to her swollen labia. They stumbled across the parking lot clinging to each other to maintain their balance. Allie suddenly paused in her steps and pushed Erin against a mini-van. They both stood there, staring into each other's alcohol-glazed eyes. Erin wanted Allie to kiss her, and she thought Allie wanted the same thing. Neither dared to make the first move. Erin’s whole body was aching with desire to experience her first passionate female-on-female kiss. Allie leaned in slowly maintaining eye contact. When their lips touched, Erin closed her eyes as an electric wave moved from her lips to her groin. Erin was weak at the knees, and Allie had to pull her close to prevent her from falling. After a moment, Erin opened her eyes and started to say something, but Allie swiftly moved in for another kiss before Erin was able to say another word. The kiss was everything Erin had hoped it would be. Erin put her hand behind Allie’s neck and pulled her closer as the kiss intensified, and Erin slipped her tongue into Allie’s mouth. Allie’s right hand moved to Erin’s left breast.


Erin’s nipple was hard as a diamond as Allie gently pinched it through her sundress. Allie's lips moved to Erin's neck then to the top of her breast, placing wet kisses. Erin wanted to feel Allie's lips on her nipple and told her so. Allie brought her lips to Erin’s ear and whispered, "I want you right here!"


Erin felt the same way but was sober enough to know that wouldn’t be wise and suggested they go to her apartment. Allie said, “I have a better idea. Come with me.” She grabbed Erin’s hand and pulled her away with her before she could respond. They moved quickly across the parking lot while they both giggled.


They continued holding hands until they found themselves standing in front of Allie's Silver Mercedes-Maybach S 560 4MATIC Sedan. There was dark limo tint on every window except the front windshield. Allie smiled and dramatically gestured while pointing with her hand, palm upward, "Madam, your chariot awaits. Or our hotel room; whichever."


Allie opened the door for Erin and motioned her to sit. Erin backed into the seat, plopped down and swung one leg into the car then her other leg, exposing her light blue silk panties for Allie to see. Erin glanced up in time to see Allie looking up at her dress at her panties. Allie licked her lips and grinned as she mumbled something under her breath.


Allie walked around the car, entered through the driver’s door, and sat beside Erin. Erin’s pussy was still wet from their last kiss. Allie placed her hand on Erin’s exposed thigh and gently stroked it while gazing into her eyes. Erin closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Allie’s hands were soft and feminine to the touch. Erin moaned softly as Allie tactfully advanced up Erin’s inner thigh toward her soaking pussy. Erin couldn’t wait any longer and grasped Allie’s hand and moved it to her panty-covered vagina. Their lips came together in another passionate kiss.


Allie began stroking Erin’s clit through her panties and pressed a button on the side of the passenger seat, and the seat slowly moved into a horizontal position. Allie kept her hand busy between Erin’s legs and started gradually increasing her rhythm on Erin’s swollen clit. Erin was gasping for air and urgently needed to cum.


Allie moved onto the seat with Erin and continued to passionately kiss her while slipping her finger under her panties to make direct contact with her wet pussy. Erin spread her legs to give Allie easy access. Allie hooked her thumbs on both sides of Erin’s panties and slid them down in one skilful movement.


Allie then removed Erin’s shoes placed Erin’s legs over each of her shoulders and moved in to kiss her swollen labia gently. Erin gasped as Allie began placing wet kisses on her thighs. Allie moved slowly up Erin’s thighs and gently blew on her clit. She circled the tip of Erin’s clit with her tongue as it emerged from under its protective hood. She sucked it between her lips and flicked it several times with her tongue. Erin gasped and pushed her vagina hard against Allie’s mouth. Allie sucked harder and began to hum sending shock waves through Erin’s loins.


Erin was close to cumming and started vigorously grinding her pussy against Allie’s flickering tongue. Allie knew Erin was close and slipped her index finger into Erin’s tight little asshole and wiggled it. No one had ever toyed with her anus before, and that was all it took to send Erin over the edge. Erin became more animated and squeezed Allie’s head between her thighs. Erin screamed, "Oh my God! Oh, fuck! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh, I’m cummming!"


Erin’s orgasm caused her to shake and shudder, but Allie never stopped the finger fucking and licking combination until Erin began to recover from her orgasm. Then she removed Erin’s dress and started to lick and suck on her hard nipples. When Erin’s vagina finally ceased spasming, Allie pulled back with her face glistening with Erin’s juices and chuckled, "I think you liked that."


Erin was still shaking with her post-orgasm come-down and still trying to catch her breath when Allie said, "How could you tell? What gave it away?"


Erin persisted with her playful teasing while pulling Allie’s dress over her head. Erin took one of Allie’s nipples into her mouth and sucked hard while circling the tip with her tongue. Erin’s thoughts at that moment were how sexy Allie looked and how much she wanted to experience the pleasure of tasting another woman’s pussy; something she never considered before kissing Allie. Erin moaned softly and pulled Allie up to her mouth while inserting two fingers into Allie’s pussy. It was wet and warm, and Erin could feel Allie's vaginal walls tighten around her invading digits. She liked the way it felt and couldn’t wait to feel it tighten around her tongue. Erin licked her juices off Allie’s soft lips and then brought her fingers to her lips to taste the juices from their source. It was salty and fragrant. Allie tasted and smelled like a woman should taste and smell. A shiver passed through Erin's body, and she knew she wanted to experience more, much more.


Erin climbed on top of Allie and aggressively kissed her lips, cheeks, and neck. She skillfully moved to her breast and then trailed kisses down to her navel. Allie was not wearing panties, and Erin reinserted two fingers in her wet pussy as she circled Allie’s navel with her tongue. Erin looked up at Allie as though seeking approval to continue. Allie placed her hand on Erin's head and pushed her in the direction they wanted. Allie toyed with her stiff nipples as Erin placed wet kisses on each thigh. A minute later Erin was nibbling on Allie's clit. That was something she never dreamed she would do to another woman, but now that she was, she never wanted to stop. The thought of sucking on another woman’s clit caused Erin to have a mild orgasm. She wanted to make Allie cum and give her the same pleasure.


Allie’s pussy was so amazingly wet. Allie was very close to a formidable climax, and Erin was well aware of it. She wanted to make Allie's orgasm memorable, so she began to hum, "Mmmmmm." Allie stiffened, and her entire body tensed while she shook and quivered intensely. She was murmuring and squealing in pleasure. Erin was pleased with the results and had another mild orgasm herself.


It took a while for Allie to recover. She pulled Erin up to her lips and kissed her passionately. They lay there silently for a moment, just gazing into each other's eyes. Erin was the first to speak. “Did I do it right?”


“What do you mean did you do it right? It was amazing. It was wonderful. I can’t begin to put into words how fantastic it truly was.”


“I have to confess that was my first time making love to another woman.” As soon as the words left Erin’s mouth, she realized she was about to blow her cover. She hoped Allie didn’t catch her faux pas.


“Your first time with another woman? What about the ex-girlfriend who kicked you out of her apartment?”


“We were just roommates. I don’t know why I referred to her as an ex-girlfriend.” Erin pulled Allie into another passionate kiss. Their tongues danced and wrestled for several minutes. They soon fell asleep in each other’s arms.


At precisely five in the morning, Erin awoke to her phone vibrating. She managed to grab it before it woke up Allie. It was Sean, so Erin’s first reaction was, "Why in the hell is he calling me at five o’clock in the morning?" But then she thought, "The perverted son-of-a-bitch just wants to hear about my date with Allie." She mumbled to herself, "Screw him, he can wait until I get to the office." and let it go to voicemail.


Erin looked at Allie, who was still sleeping peacefully. Her naked breasts were rising and falling with each breath. Erin felt herself get wet as she replayed their earlier lovemaking session. Her first lesbian experience was better than she could have ever imagined. It had all happened in just one day. She had reluctantly accepted an assignment that required her to seduce another female. She fought it, telling herself she could never be with another woman; even if it was part of her job requirement. She was straight, and it went against everything she had ever believed about love and romance. However, that was before she came face to face with Allie. The magic seemed to be there from the beginning. It was hard to understand, but they’d had an indescribable connection from the very start. Erin still felt a strong desire to be with Allie.


She couldn't help herself and leaned forward, taking one of Allie's nipples into her warm wet mouth. Allie sighed but stayed in deep slumber. Erin kissed her way down to Allie's thighs, and Allie made a slight purring sound but remained asleep. It was when Erin clamped her lips on Allie’s clit and sucked that she awakened with a start. It took only a moment for Allie to realize what was happening. She squeezed Erin’s face between her thighs and ran her fingers through her hair. When Erin inserted her tongue, Allie pulled her face deep into her crotch and began grinding her pussy against Erin’s tongue. Erin inserted her index finger into Allie's anus and started a slow in-and-out sawing motion. Allie was almost out of her mind from the intense pleasure. In less than two minutes, Allie began to convulse and flooded Erin’s mouth with her juices. After Allie came down from her orgasm, she returned the favour. Erin's orgasm was just as intense as Allie's. They held each other until they both had recovered from their orgasms.


They were in the middle of another passionate kiss when Allie broke their kiss and stared into Erin’s eyes and said, “Tell me more about this so-called ex-girlfriend or roommate whichever the case may be.”


"That's a long story, and I am hungry," Erin stammered, "Let's go to breakfast; my treat."


Allie started to say something else, but Erin gave her a quick kiss on the lips and then started searching for her clothes. Seemingly satisfied with Erin’s response, Allie smiled warmly and began getting dressed. When they were both dressed, they drove to an all-night diner. They got out of the vehicle with their hair dishevelled and their clothes wrinkled. Allie walked around the car and slipped her arm around Erin’s waist and planted a one-minute, full-on, tilted-head, kiss on Erin’s lips before breaking it off, and strategically placing her hand on Erin’s butt and giving it a hearty squeeze. Men entering the diner stopped to view the sexy kiss. Erin stood, momentarily stunned with her jaws hanging. She still wasn’t comfortable with kissing another female in public.


Allie saw Erin’s shock and responded with her usual sharp wit, "There you go, Erin. That’s my encore to help make your day go a little faster until tonight when I expect a repeat of last night’s performance." Erin giggled, took Allie by the hand and they walked towards the door of the Diner. A man opened the door and stepped aside to allow them to enter.


After an excellent breakfast, Allie dropped Erin at her apartment. Erin had just enough time for a quick shower and a change of clothes before heading to the subway station. When Erin walked into her cubicle, she found the SAC and Sean both eagerly waiting for a report on last night’s contact with Miss Singleton. The SAC was first to speak when he stood up and said, “Were you able to retrieve the information, Agent Delacorte?”


His bluntness and terseness pissed Erin off. No good morning, Agent Delacorte. No, how are you this morning, Agent Delacorte? Just were you successful, Agent Delacorte? Erin had to bite her tongue to keep from responding with the same curtness.


"She invited me to her home for dinner tonight. I am more than sure I will successfully retrieve the desired information at that time", Erin answered in a professional response, then sat down at her desk.


The SAC abruptly turned toward the door and uttered over his shoulder, “Keep me informed of your progress.”


Erin watched him as he retreated toward his office, then turned to Sean, and tersely snapped, “What?”


Sean was almost afraid to speak. He took a deep breath and daringly asked, “Did you get to kiss her? Were her lips as soft as they looked? Did she kiss you back? Was she….”


"Whoa! Slow down, pervert. Give me a chance, and I will answer all your perverted questions," Erin Barked.


A devious smile spread across Erin's face, and she decided to tease Sean and make him horny for the rest of the day. She held up two fingers, forming a "V" while wiggling her tongue through them; the universal sign for licking pussy.


Sean turned red and excitedly gasped, “She ate your pussy? No way! Did she eat your pussy?”


Erin smiled and said, “I’ll never tell. Now get your perverted ass out of my office and let me get my work done.”


Sean was mumbling to himself like an idiot, and there was a prominent bulge in his pants as he stumbled out of her office. Erin felt her panties get moist as she replayed the previous night in her head. 


Best Friends

I had met Peter in my late teens, he was my first boyfriend, he took my virginity, we had been together for many, many years. Sex was very average, it wasn’t until the explosion of erotic fiction onto the book market that I started to realise how crap he actually was. Sex was often uncomfortable, I never climaxed, he continually wanted me to suck him off but never gave me oral. He introduced me to porn later on in our relationship, I must confess I never could get into it but what did seem to turn me on was girl on girl action. My pussy would become wet, for the sake of my sanity, it was easier to suggest a porn film with lesbian action, me to put myself on all fours, watching it, while he happily banged away. I still never came but at least my cunt became lubricated to accommodate him. I masturbated alone at every opportunity.


When I was in my late thirties, I had a really good friendship with a lady called Lynn. We got on instantaneously on our first meeting, similar likes and dislikes and good company. I knew she was a lesbian and I confess some of my lonely masturbation sessions were helped along by closing my eyes and fantasising that Lynn was with me. We had been friends for many years and never once did she show any interest in me and to be honest how would I react if she did, probably run away in blind panic?


My relationship with Peter was getting to the point where one of us needed to do something about it. Sex didn’t happen thank goodness, he was working all hours and the rest of the time he was out socialising with his rugby mates. I was discontented and lonely, feeling finally that this relationship could not carry on, we lived together but that was no longer an excuse and it was time I did something about it.


Peter had gone away on a rugby weekend and Lynn knew I was alone and invited me to supper on the Saturday night. She was an excellent cook, so armed with a couple of bottles of good wine, I drove to her home looking forward to a relaxed evening with my friend.


The food had been delicious, having finished puddings and cleared away, we moved to the lounge area, flopping down on the sofa to continue the second bottle of wine.


‘You’re not yourself tonight. What’s going on with you, is it that useless article, Peter again?’ Lynn asked.


I sighed deeply,


‘Oh Lynn, you know me too well. I really cannot stay living with him any longer. We are with each other purely out of habit and it isn’t doing either of us any good.’


‘Do you love him?’ she enquired.


‘Hell no, the love died a long time ago. Actually, I don’t even know if you’d call it love. Teenage lust probably. I am really no longer attracted to him, our sex life doesn’t happen and wasn’t any good when we did!’ I complained.


‘How…..what…..do you mean?’ Lynn pushed.


‘Well, he took my virginity, had no idea what foreplay was, expected me to suck him off but wouldn’t reciprocate and as for an orgasm for me, he wouldn’t know what one was! Oh my god Lynn, I’m sorry to be so blunt, I can’t help but say it as it is!’ I apologised


Lynn laughed,


‘Don’t apologise, I’m sorry I am laughing, it’s not funny, I can’t believe you are still with him after all these years if that’s the way he treats you.’


I couldn’t help myself as the tears pricked the backs of my eyes and started to roll down my cheeks. Lynn shuffled over from the other end of the sofa and sat facing me sideways on, pulling me into her shoulder.


‘Hey, don’t cry! You deserve so much more. You are beautiful, kind and funny. Don’t ever forget that, his loss is someone else’s gain.’


I snuffled into her shoulder, grateful for her support when I felt so low.


‘Hey, look at me.’ She pushed my shoulders away from her and I brought my eyes up to look at her.


She moved forward and kissed me softly on the lips. I pulled back in shock at the contact. Taking my face in both her hands, she kissed me again, her lips softly bushing against mine and then I felt her tongue stroke the seam of my lips. I exhaled, opening my mouth to accept her tongue as she gently pushed for a deeper kiss. Her tongue explored my mouth, stroking inside, increasing the pressure and my heart started to beat so fast. I was not sure how to react, part of me was so unsure but that other nagging part of me wanted it and more.


She pulled back, smiling at me and stroking my cheek. Her caresses continued, her hands stroking the sides of my neck, below my ears and down to my collar bone, just soft, delicate touches, her other hand at the back of my neck, relaxing me with her touch. Her fingers moved to the v in my blouse, slowly undoing the buttons, lower and lower until she had them all undone and was pulling the fabric out that was tucked in my skirt exposing my front to her.


Again, her fingers danced lightly over my skin moving back up to my decent size breasts enveloped in my sheer flesh coloured bra. My nipples pebbled hard under the gauzy translucent fabric and her knuckles skimmed tantalisingly over them, the pads of her fingers fondling the flesh above the top of the cup of my bra. My heart was beating furiously, my pussy felt wet and my cunt ached unbearably, I felt drunk, partially from the wine but predominately from her attention.


Lynn moved forward again kissing me open mouthed, inviting me to explore her with my own tongue. Hesitating nervously, she sucked my bottom lip with her own, releasing it with a sigh, I flicked out my tongue and licked her lips, finally plucking the courage up to venture my tongue into her mouth. Our kiss was luxurious, a slow dance of tongues, helping me to relax further.


Her exploring hands moved back down to my nipples, circling the aching buds, scratching across the knotted flesh, the sensations ricocheting down to my clit as I moaned into her mouth. Moving across to the catch at the front of my bra she released my breasts, the material springing away releasing my mounds Gently she moved the material out of the way, cupping one of my mounds, rolling the nipple between her finger and thumb twisting and pulling at the sensitive flesh, then moving over to treat the other one the same. My nipples tightened further, my clit was now throbbing achingly, her splayed fingers slid lightly over the protruding tightened teat, vibrating as each digit rubbed past. The sensations where so erotic, I wanted more, needed her to help stop the ache, the incessant throb in my clit.


I moaned into her mouth again, she stopped kissing me, moved back and looked into my eyes,


‘Tell me……. is this what you want?’


‘Yes, please……’ I whispered in response.


Kissing my neck, her tongue licking behind my ear, I could feel her quickened breath on my skin. Her hand left my breasts moving down, seeking the hem of my skirt, pulling and tugging until the material was bunched around my waist exposing my panty covered crotch. Her hand moved down to my knee closest to her, applying some pressure as she drew circles on my inside leg with her fingers. By now, overcome with the urge to sate my need, I didn’t hesitate to open my legs for her, pushing my knees as far apart as the sofa would allow.


Achingly slowly her fingers inched up my thighs in tiny increments, teasing me beyond words, I wanted this so, so bad, my breath coming in short pants. She cupped my mound, the heal of her hand against my pubic bone, her fingers resting lightly against my slit and her fingertips against the wet material of my crotch. She continued to caress the skin on my chest lower and lower until her mouth closed over one of my nipples, drawing the tingling flesh into her mouth, sucking hard.


The welcomed contact caused my hips to buck into her hand pushing her fingers tighter against my slit, her mouth alternating between suckling and flicking each of my nipples with her tongue. Never, in all my years had I wanted to come so bad, even masturbating holding a vibrating dildo against my clit watching lesbian porn had brought me to this wild heightened state. I didn’t know what to say, I wanted more, so much more.


‘Pleeease, pleeease…..’ I whined at Lynn.


She still didn’t move, continued to lavish her attentive mouth on my breasts, her hand so tantalising still against the front of my pussy.


‘I need you……I need you to…………make……….me………..come! Please Lynn, I need you so badly!’ I gasped.


She dragged her fingers up and slid them into my panties, parting my labia, one of her fingers probing my wetness, stroking up and down, avoiding my clit. I gasped at the contact bucking up again and again circling my hips to increase the pressure of her finger on my most sensitive parts.


‘Shhhh…..relax baby…..take it slow…..let me show you how good it can feel…how it should feel…..you need to realise how good I can make you feel.’ She whispered against my breasts. She dipped her fingers into my wetness pooling at the entrance to my cunt and then touched my clit, starting to slowly apply pressure, circling her fingertip over the nub, over and over, massaging it back and forth, at the same time she continued to suckle my nipples alternatively.


The touch and speed of the circles on my slippery flesh became harder and faster as the pressure of my orgasm built, my body tightening, my fingers digging into the plush cushions of the sofa. Her mouth sucked harder, biting the sensitive flesh and then soothing the bite with the swipe of her tongue. Her finger now flicking so fast over my clit, sensations shooting across my body in so many directions, as I was tipped over the orgasm ledge. I wailed loudly as I came so hard, never had I been the recipient of such a climax, my body spasmed and I felt my cunt walls contract and pulse. Lynn slowed the massaging of my clit as I panted through the intensity of my orgasm, my legs felt like jelly and I felt so relaxed.


‘Hey, earth to Caroline?’ Lynn whispered looking deeply into my eyes. She kissed me again, passionately, her tongue caressing my mouth.


‘Are you okay?’


I nodded dumbly in answer to her question.


‘I haven’t even started to show you how I can make you feel. Stay with me tonight, please?’ she pleaded.


Suddenly embarrassed at my nakedness I was unable to answer. Lynn stood up quickly, reaching for my hand, she pulled me to my feet. My skirt fell back down as I stood but my blouse remained open with my unfastened bra draped to my sides. I looked down at my exposed breasts, she put her fingers under my chin and pulled my face back up to meet hers, stroking down the slope of one breast to circle my nipple, the flesh tightening in response, she quietly said,


‘Baby, don’t be shy, you have a beautiful body, I so want to explore it more…’


Grasping my hand again she pulled me out of the room, up the stairs and into her bedroom, closing the door behind us. Pulling me deeper into the room until we were next to her bed, she pulled my blouse and bra from my shoulders, letting them drop to the floor. She pulled her own jumper over her head, revealing small breasts which showed off her taught protruding nipples, moving forward she embraced me and kissed me hungrily.


Breaking away, she reached behind and unzipped my skirt letting it fall to the floor, the knelt at my feet and pulled my panties down and off my feet. She leant forward, breathing against my mount, kissed my slit and returned to stand to face me. She then proceeded to unzip her trousers, sliding them down her legs to reveal her naked, bald pussy to me, kicking them off her feet as she moved in to kiss me again.


Our kisses became more passionate as she started to pay attention to my breasts, rolling and pinching the nipples between her fingers and thumb. Emboldened I reached for her breasts, relishing in the softness of the skin, the nipples hard as I rubbed my palm against them. She pushed me down on the bed on my back and moved to straddle my hips, instantly I felt her wet pussy against my mound. I looked down and could see her labia shiny with her juices. She leaned in again to kiss me, our tongues dualling, teeth banging as she rubbed herself against my pubic bone and moaning into my mouth.


Manoeuvring herself further back, hooking her right leg underneath my left one until our pussies were kissing and she started to rub herself against me. The sensation was electric, our wet lips slurping against one another, she pulled my left knee up to her chest and started to ride me hard. Our clits rubbed against each other, sliding over our soaked pussies, grinding down against our pubic bones, our orgasms building as we mashed our bodies together.


We were both covered in a sheen of sweat as we panted from the exertion of chasing our orgasms, the slurping of our pussies against each other echoed loudly in the room, the noise exciting us further. As we both reached our climax, we cried out simultaneously, clinging to one another as our exertions slowed, grinding out the last throes of our orgasms.


Collapsing on the bed, Lynn and I laid side by side, breathing hard with our legs still entwined, I kissed her and moving to lay on my back, I said,


‘Thank you….words cannot describe how enlightening this has been….I had no idea it would or should feel like this. I’m blown away.’


‘You’re welcome. You have no idea how much I have wanted to do this to you for.’


Was her reply.


I must have drifted off for a while, I was awoken by Lynn suckling on my breasts, I lay still with my eyes closed absorbing those wonderful sensations once again, appreciating those little sparks shooting down to my pussy making me wet. Her tongue circled over each of my nipples, pinching tightly between her teeth, sucking and pulling the flesh taught, over and over again she repeated the attention on each breast. I felt like I was so close to orgasm from just her attentions to my tits but that elusive orgasm just wasn’t quite within reach, by now I was panting from her teasing, my juices trickling down my slit.


Her mouth left my breasts, she kissed and licked her way down my stomach, moving over to suck on the flesh covering my hip bones. I felt the bed move as she manoeuvred herself between my legs, pushing them wide apart until the side of my knees touched the mattress. I sat up on my elbows, my heart beating faster and faster as I watched her mouth move closer and closer to my pussy.


‘You are so wet.’ She exclaimed.


I gasped as she drew the flat of her tongue from my opening all the way up to my clit. The feel so electric and the sight so erotic as she paused over my clit to look up at me and show my creamy juices gathered on her tongue before taking them into her mouth to savour them before sweeping back downwards. She continued to lap at me, her mouth and tongue licking and slurping up my copious juices as strings of grool stretched between her mouth and my pussy. The sensations ramped up as I watched her devour me, then she moved to my clit, pushing my pubic mound upwards to tighten the skin and pull the hood back to reveal that special knot of nerves. Her tongue darted out and flicked the hard nub back and forth, the ripples of pleasure causing me to buck my hips up to increase the contact.


Laying her other arm over my stomach to steady me, she placed her mouth over my clit and sucked hard rubbing the distended button with her tongue. She continued to suck and slurp as my hands knotted in fists against the sheets as my orgasm built, by now I was moaning so loudly, encouraging her to up her efforts. I pushed my hips up, driving my clit harder against her sucking onslaught, my orgasm broke, my muscles tightened everywhere, my skin skittering little electric shocks across my body.


She continued to suck, even as the orgasm subsided and my flesh was so sensitive, I was struggling to stand it, she pushed and pushed me as the pain altered to build into a second orgasm. Gasping for breath the second peak rushed through me even more sensitive than the first, my moans now wails as I crashed over. She eased off the pressure and gently lapped at the juices secreting from me as I tried to regain my breath.


She moved back up to lay beside me, pushing my hair from my sweaty face and kissed me gently. I tasted myself on her lips and in her mouth, savouring my musky flavour and licking my juices from her chin. I reached over and started to caress her breasts, feeling her nipples harden as I stroked the back of my fingers over them, gently rolling the buds between my fingers enjoying the sensation of tightened teats and tightly puckered flesh of her aureoles.


She moaned into my mouth, arching her back into my hands, encouraging me further. She broke our kiss and rolled onto her back with her arms above her head, offering me unfettered access to her body. Leaning my head on my hand, I watched myself stroking Lynn, relishing in post orgasmic bliss, feeling another woman’s soft flesh under my fingertips, finding it unbelievable that my fantasy was far better in reality than I’d ever imagined.


Drifting my exploring hand down between her breasts, over her belly button until I reached her bald pubic mound, my fingertips stroking her plump slit not applying any pressure enjoying teasing her.


‘Open your legs for me…..let me touch you…….I want to feel you.’ I urged.


Lynn moaned in response opening her legs immediately, I moved down the bed a little, sliding my fingers between her labia, instantly feeling her wetness, the slippery softness of her hairless pussy as I caressed up and down her slick folds spreading her copious juices around. Overcome by the urge to taste her, I scrabbled over and put myself between her legs and moved my head to her pussy. What a sight! Completely hairless, pale outer lips, pulling them apart with my fingers to reveal deep pink inner folds, shining with her juices, pulling wider to reveal her cunt opening secreting thick creamy juices and a gorgeous delicate pink clit peaking out from its hood.


I tentatively stuck my tongue out to taste her, she tasted very similar to myself yet slightly different, musky, salty and sweet all at the same time. I lapped at her juices enjoying the flavour and listening to her moaning at my attentions.


‘More…..give me more…..slip your fingers into my cunt, pleeease!’ She gasped.


Sucking my longest finger into my mouth to wet it, I then slid it slowly into her vaginal opening, delighting in the slickness of her pussy walls and her internal muscles clamping against the intrusion trying to pull my finger in deeper. I slowly pumped my finger in and out, watching my finger disappearing back and forth.


‘No, more…stretch me with your fingers.’ She instructed.


Emboldened, I inserted my index finger alongside the other and then a third, feeling her cunt walls open to accommodate my digits. I started to pump my fingers, knuckle deep into her, the squelching noises as my knuckles slapped against her juice coated labia exciting me further.


Leaning over, I sucked her clit into my mouth and drew the flesh in, trying to match the jamming of my fingers into her cunt with the drawing movements of my lips and tongue on her nub. Moaning and hissing her encouragement at me demanding more and more, I just couldn’t seem to fuck her with my hand hard enough.


She reached over to her bedside drawer and produced a dildo, it was bright pink, substantial in length and girth, offering it to me.


‘Shove it into my cunt, turn it on and fuck me hard!’ She ordered.


Without hesitating, I grabbed it, removed my fingers from her cunt and immediately placed the head against her opening which was gaping from the absence of my digits. I watched in awe as her cunt took the vibrator without any resistance, sliding in to the hilt, as deep as I could get it. I flicked the switch at the bottom to the maximum setting and felt the base buzz into life.


‘Oh god! Yes that’s it, now fuck me with it! Hard!’ She moaned loudly.


I started to slide the pink phallus in and out of her, twisting it at the same time. The pink plastic was marbled with her creamy juices, the opening of her cunt the flesh dragging back and forth over the object. I leaned forward again and sucked her clit into my mouth, sucking on the nub and pumping the false cock into her faster and faster.


‘That’s it Baby. Fuck it harder and deeper into me…….Suck me……harder….more…..Oh yes, just like that…….don’t stop.’ She was gasping now, bucking up to meet the dildo pounding into her cunt. Her body tensed, her hips remaining in the air as her orgasm built. I was euphoric, not only had I orgasmed, unbelievably twice from her but now I was successfully helping her, I felt so powerful to be able to do this, I don’t know who was more turned on, myself or Lynn.


As her orgasm broke and I slowed down the pumping of the dildo into her cunt and eased off her clit, I watched her juices push out around the pink plastic, dribbling onto my hand holding it. Never had I seen anything so erotic, the cream oozing out of her, I pulled the dildo from her making a popping sound and brought it to my mouth. I sucked her juices from the plastic and licked her cum from my hand, tasting her richness and Lynn watched me as she recovered from my attentions.


‘God that is sooo sexy. Watching you clean my juices, sticking my dildo, which was moments ago buried in my cunt, into your mouth to suck off my cum. Come here.’ She whispered.


I moved back to lay down beside her, my head resting on her shoulder, her arm around me and my hand palming her beautiful breast. Lying there quietly for a moment, thinking, I quietly said,


‘I’m done with Peter, you have shown me what I need, probably what I have been seeking and didn’t realise it was there all the time. I’m going to leave him, do you fancy a lodger?’


‘No, I don’t want a lodger. I want you in my bed, every night, as my lover. I have so many more things I want to do with you and share with you. Will you be that person?’ She inquired.


Without hesitation,


‘Yes.’ I replied. 








Working Late




My name is Allison, and Im 19. I'm about 5'6" in height, with auburn hair and brown eyes. I have a lean figure with D-cups and dimples in my back, just below my spine. It was Autumn, and I was starting my very first internship at the White House. Yes, I said the White House. I remember feeling anxious, yet excited as I entered the giant building, following the man who was showing me around. His name was Mr. Hill. He brought me to the press secretary's office, where I would be working. This is where everything changed.


The press secretary was on the phone when we arrived.
"...No, no. This is unacceptable. We need this by Thursday, no later..." I heard her say. "Alright, I'll take care of it. Bye." She hung up the phone.
Mr. Hill knocked on the door. "CJ..."
The woman looked up as we stepped inside of her office. She had a pretty face and light hair that was cut at her shoulders. "This is Allison Lewis, she's the intern I was telling you about." He said.
"Oh, right." she rose to meet me and smiled, offering her hand. "I'm CJ Cregg, press secretary and Deputy Chief of Staff. It's nice to meet you." she said.
I grasped her hand and shook it lightly. "I'm Allison. Pleased to meet you, Ms. Cregg."
"Call me CJ." she insisted.
While she was standing, I instantly noticed that she towered above me at an impressive six feet. She was tall and slim with long legs. She couldn't have been more than 40 in age, but was still very attractive.
"Well, CJ can take it from here, as you'll be working with her. If you have any questions, I'd be glad to help." Mr. Hill said before stepping out.
"Alright, we'd best get started then." CJ said.


A couple of weeks went by and I was already used to my job. I would run around, keeping notes and things. Often times I found myself in the press room, observing as CJ took on the overwhelming amount of questions from reporters. She was very nice, and was only really scary if you got on her bad side. I seemed to be doing okay.
Eventually I started spending most of my time in her office. The more I did, the more I got to watch her. She really was very pretty.
There were some days she wore these tight skirts that hugged her hips. Those were my favorite days. She would be on the phone, legs propped up on her desk. I would pretend to look over my clipboard when I would actually be eyeing her toned legs. God, she really looked sexy in heels...
I guess she saw me looking because she suddenly took her legs down. Wait, was I checking her out?


I spent a lot of my work time trying to convince myself that I wasn't attracted to CJ, but it was hard. More so when she would bend over, causing me to glance at her rear. I could tell that her ass was tight and completely perfect. For a brief moment I found myself fantasizing about throwing her across her desk and spanking her... But I snapped out of it when she sat up again. Looks like these next couple of months are going to be long ones...


There was no denying it; I wanted CJ Cregg. At night I would dream about having her submit to me right there in her office, and vice versa. But I knew that wouldn't happen. If only she would notice me the way I noticed her. Over the next few days, I changed my wardrobe, wearing a shirt that was cut just low enough, or a skirt that gave a good view of my legs. I could have sworn she glanced at my chest a couple of times, but it was hard to tell.


One evening I was working on a paper with Mr. Hill that I had recently finished. I attached it to my clip board and made my way to CJ's office. Her door was open and I knocked, but no one was there. I decided to wait for her, sitting on the couch against the wall and watching the news in the meantime. A few minutes later, CJ rushed into her office and shut the door. She apparently didn't see me, as I was sitting in the corner. I went to speak when I noticed she was unbuttoning her blouse. I froze, eyes widening at the sight of her black lace bra popping out of her shirt. I knew I should say something, let her know I was there. So I cleared my throat.
"Jesus! You scared me." She said, jumping.
"Im so sorry Ms. Cregg, I-I..." I averted my gaze.
"That's alright... You need something?" she asked.
"Yes, I uh- these, umm... Notes. I have your notes and I came by but you weren't in here so I was going to wait and-" I rambled on, nervously. What could she be thinking? "Notes for the presidential ball?"
I nodded, looking down.
"Here, I'll take them." CJ stuck out her arm, shirt still half unbuttoned. I got up and handed them to her, catching sight of her firm breasts. Before I knew it, my pussy was throbbing and my cheeks reddened.
"....Sorry." I said before rushing out.


I made it safely to the ladies room and sat in the stall. It seemed there was no one else in the bathroom. With a hand in my panties I felt just how wet I had gotten, and I knew it was from CJ. The anticipation of watching her undress had really turned me on. I soon started to rub my swollen cunt, slipping a finger inside of me. It felt so good to satisfy that aching. I couldn't stop.
Sliding my finger out, I began to rub my clit rapidly. "Ohh CJ, that feels sooo good." I moaned quiety, pretending it was her instead of me. I gasped and came, throwing my head back. I had never cum so quickly in my life.


Lunch was being served, and afterwards I returned to CJ's office to receive my next assignment. CJ was at her desk, reading something. She didn't look up but she knew it was me. "Close the door." she told me.
I did as I was asked, wondering if I had done something wrong. "Is everything alright?" I asked, sitting on the couch.
She took her glasses off, holding them in her left hand.
"I should be asking you that, shouldn't I?" She got up from her chair and sat beside me. My breath nearly caught in my throat, I hadn't really been so close to her until now.
"Forgive me, I'm not quite sure what you mean."
She was inches away from me and I drank in every detail. Her eyes were Hazel and she didn't appear to wear any makeup. Her lips seemed soft, a warm, pink color to them. I came to the conclusion that she was naturally that beautiful.
"I heard you in the bathroom earlier."
I tensed up, blushing. I could have sworn I had been alone. Embarrassed, I put my head in my hands. "Oh God, I... I'm sorry CJ, I don't know what I was thinking... You're just really pretty and I-I-I..." I had no clue what to say, couldn't bring my eyes to meet hers.
"I'll leave, I'm sorry if I caused any trouble ". I went to exit the room and she stopped me, a hand on my shoulder.
I turned to face her and suddenly she leaned forward and pressed her lips against my own! I wasn't sure that this was real, but I didn't resist. When she pulled away, I was speechless.
"Why don't you come with me to my house later. We have some... Work that needs to be taken care of." she said, going back to her desk.
I nodded, breaking into a smile. "Yes ma'am."


~~~~~~~~~~ PART 2 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~


After this incident, CJ took me to her house to work alright! I had then begun to sleep with her for quite some time. We were pretty good at keeping this a secret, but there must have been something that gave us away. There were three guys who worked with CJ named Toby, Josh and Sam. They began to suspect something. A rumor then started amongst the three of them, that CJ and I were having at it (Boy, were they right!).
This was something that remained only between them, especially since they weren't sure. Toby kind of shrugged it off, Josh really wanted to know and Sam was determined to find out. An overeard two sentences set off what became a very interesting plan.


"...It just can't be done in time. This could take all night to complete." CJ sighed. "We'll do what we can now and finish at my house. How's that sound?"
I agreed.


Josh was passing by when he heard this and immediately shared it with the guys. At first they joked about sneaking into CJ's house and discovering the truth, but it quickly became a serious idea. "Fuck it, I say we go."
after a long discussion, they decided.
"I'm in. We leave in an hour".


Very Early, they left and snuck into CJ's home. Toby was someone she trusted so he knew where she kept her spare key. They looked around for a place to hide, and settled on the bedroom closet. Soon after, CJ and I arrived and got straight to work. The guys sat upstairs, cramped and patiently waiting. They listened to our conversation downstairs until we finished our project. It was 10pm by then, and I was staying overnight. The guys perked up when they heard us coming upstairs. I got ready for bed and CJ sat in bed, reading.
"CJ, you need a break. You're still in your work clothes."
"I was doing some reading for the ball." she said.
"Just relax, you're doing too much." I knew she was simply trying to be prepared.
"Come on". I said, getting up and sitting beside her.


'Hey wake up, something's happening.' Sam whispered from the closet, poking the guys.


"Im fine, really. After this, I'll stop." she insisted.
I rested my hands on her neck and began to massage her shoulders. Her muscles were tense, and she practically melted as I worked out the knots. Bending her head forward she said, "Mmm, okay, you win" and closed the book.


The guys shared a look as I stopped and sat before her again.


"Better?"
CJ rolled her shoulders back and nodded. "Much, thank you."
"So what are you going to do now?" I asked.
" I had a little something in mind." she replied.
"yeah? Like what?"
She giggled and leaned forward, kissing me lightly. "You know exactly what".
I parted my lips lightly as she did so.


The guys' eyes grew wide as our minor kiss turned into a more passionate one. CJ drew in my bottom lip as my tongue danced with hers.


'Holy. Shit. We were right." Toby whispered.


Our kiss lingered on, my hand on her neck as she ran her fingers through my hair.


The boys were in disbelief. "I knew it!" Josh said


"Do I make you hot, CJ?" I asked her.
"God, yes."
There I was, 19 years old about to please the woman of my dreams, yet again.


"This... This is just... Incredible." Sam said.


I licked at her neck, kissing the same spot. She caressed my side, tracing the line of my spine. My nipples were hardening through my shirt, showing just how aroused I was. "This needs to come off." I said, tapping the button of her blazer. As simple as that, the blazer was off. She was in a plain t-shirt and a black skirt; the one that I favored out of the others. I let my fingers trail their way up her bare legs, as it would be torture to look and not touch.
"That too." CJ crossed her arms and lifted her shirt off to reveal a purple bra. Then She pulled at the string of my pajamas bottoms. I pushed one of her straps to the side and kissed the smooth skin of her shoulder. She ran her fingers through my hair once more and told me to sit back, so I did. My pajamas were off in an instant, and luckilly for her, I wasn't wearing a bra.


Because of the bed post, the boys couldn't see anything above my knee, but they heard every word we spoke. "Jesus Christ, is this turning anyone else on? I'm hard as a rock." Toby admitted.


CJ brushed her lips over my collar bone and stopped above my breasts. She rolled her tongue over my nipples, and then kissed her way down my belly.


"Fuck. I'm sorry guys." Sam said as he unzipped his pants. He couldn't handle wht he was witnessing and needed relief. They all did.


She traced the line of my panties before sliding those off too. Now in between my legs, she blew lightly against my throbbing cunt. I knew she was teasing and sat there, drawing in staggered breaths of anticipation. I was finally rewarded by the feel of her tongue running up my slit. I laid back completely as her tongue went deeper inside of me. CJ's head moved in slight circles and I moaned. "Ohh CJ..."
She sucked up my clit, flicking it furiously with her tongue.
"I want you to cum so hard." she told me, sitting up.


The guys observed CJ sticking her middle and ring finger in her mouth. "Do you think she's gonna-"
But his question was answered when she slid her fingers into place.


"I know you like it deep."
I moaned again, biting my lip in satisfaction.
"Why don't we make this a bit more fun?" she asked. CJ reached for her nightstand drawer, and pulled out a clear, glass dildo. "Shall we?"
She had a seductive smirk on her face as she began to thrust fast, the smooth, cold glass sliding in and out with ease.


Sam was pounding away at the sound of my moans growing more frequent.


"You're so close... And so wet, I absolutely love it."
I spread my legs wider for her. "Oh fuck, Oh yes. CJ, I'm gonna cum!" I groaned.
She used her other hand to rub my clit in circles. "Then cum for me baby, cum for me".
She moaned with me as my pussy contracted and I came hard. "Oh, yes!" she said as she watched, still working my clit.
"How was that?" she smiled down at me.
"...amazing" I managed. She slid the dildo out and used her mouth to clean it.
"Oh, you're turning me on all over again." I said as I watched her.


"Me too." Sam said quietly, who already spurted a load in the closet. Toby and Josh were close. Watching CJ suck anything could really bring a guy over the edge.


"Your turn!" I said happily, leaning her back against her pillow. Her lingerie was thrown to the floor and I was left with my eyes glued to the gorgeous, six foot tall woman in front of me. People were often intimidated by her height, but she was none-the-less astonishing.
I started down her body, kissing every inch of her that I could. I took my time, coming to her chest and taking each of her smaller breasts into my mouth. CJ let a soft moan escape her. I ventured on across her belly and thighs, lips working around that perfect little slit of hers. Where was the fun if I didn't tease her back?


Sam was stroking his hard cock, attempting his second orgasm as Toby and Josh came at the sight of the exposed flesh between CJ's legs.


"Please..." she begged me.
I shoved my tongue as deep inside of her as she did myself, and she breathed a sigh of relief. I used my other hand to apply pressure to her clit as she closed her eyes. CJ was just as slippery and sweet as she usually was, and I loved the way she tasted.
I sat up, two fingers now replacing my tongue. CJ panted, hungry for the climax she so desperately craved.


"This is so fucking sexy." Josh said from the closet. It was his biggest fantasy to spy on two females as they pleased each other.


I leaned forward and kissed her neck again, a highly sensative spot for her. Her words were only just audible. "...Talk to me."


"God yes, talk dirty to her." Toby pleaded silently.


"Claudia Jean Cregg, you've been so naughty lately. I love it when you misbhave, wearing those short skirts to work. It makes me so wet."
CJ's eyes were still closed as she listened. I figured that since she was in charge so often, she liked the idea of being submissive every now and then. Although she did have fun being the dominant one...
"You know, I have this fantasy where you call me into your office, and you're wearing a low-cut tank top under your blazer and showing off your legs while you're sitting on your desk..." I began, still pumping her pussy. I aimed upward, searching for her g-spot. It would be a real treat if I'd found it!
"... And you command me to do things, and in the end I have my tongue buried in your cunt and the President himself walks in as you're brought to orgasm and he doesn't even realize it." I continued.
"...Don't stop." CJ panted.


"Holy fuck, I can pitcure that scene perfectly". Toby said as he imagined it.


CJ groaned, her legs bucking. If there's one thing I learned about her, it's that her legs buck when she's close.
"I think my favorite thing is that after this is over, I get to lap everything up".
"Yes." she moaned.
"Are you gonna cum CJ?"
"Uh-huh." she nodded.
I rubbed her clit in wild circles. "Cum for me then, you can't fight it. I can already feel your pussy tightening around my fingers."
"Oh, God!" she moaned.
"And now you're almost intoxicated by that unbelievably delicious feeling that's been building up in the pit of your stomach. And when it erupts, you'll be left a breathless mess on your bed as that wave of ecstasy hits you over and over again."


CJ's legs jerked once, twice as she let out a cry, completely euphoric.
She pushed back, body digging into the mattress. Her muscles contracted and she exploded, squirting all over my hand and the bed.


"Jesus!" All three men came as they watched CJ soak her bedsheets, laying there in a vulnerable state.


She was breathing heavily.
"you're absolutely... brilliant."
"I should say the same for you, Ms. Cregg".
I fell beside her as she finger-combed her ruffled hair into place and kissed me for the last time that night.


The guys sat, mystified until Toby broke their silence. "Okay, we know we're right... Now how the fuck do we get out of this closet?" 




















Chilly Tilly

Tilly was a cop, daughter of a cop, a sister to cops and cousin to many cops. A few months before her thirty-sixth birthday, she was slim, standing five foot nine with the wide shoulders, flattish chest, and slim hips with the incredibly powerful thighs of a swimmer. She loved water, and still swam when she got the chance. She had short unruly dark hair that was normally brushed carelessly back. Her most memorable feature were her eyes. They were large; the colours of a misty sea, sometimes gray, changing to jade green, depending on her mood. With classic cheekbones, a beautiful face, slim body, she still got carded when entering a bar where she wasn't known.


She helped the vice squad out from time to time, stake-outs, dressing in a plaid micro-mini and stiletto heels and halter-tops, long wigs, padded bra and tons of make up; it was not something she overly enjoyed. Being a detective, she loved, solving enigmatic robberies, catching "scam-artists", that flocked to Vegas, getting them "off the street". This was her life. She enjoyed most other aspects of her career, as a peace officer, the camaraderie, the sense she was making a difference. Like most cops, she hated the necessary paperwork and endless court appearances that went alongside any arrest. In addition, she shot "Sniper" with her custom Winchester 30.06 and was a member of the prestigious S.W.A.T.


She had been born with a heart defect, simply put, it beat ten to fifteen beats a minute slower than average. Heart specialists had no cure for the defect. The slower heart rate had given her a solid phlegmatic outlook on life that even her failed marriage and divorce could not shake.


Tilly was late. The traffic on the freeway was light, almost non-existent, so she pressed the gas just a little harder. The 1963 Jaguar E-type was her only extravagance. It had cost her a fortune to rebuild from the hulk she had discovered at an auto graveyard in the desert just outside of the city. The twin chromed exhausts spat and growled as the sleek car shot forward at a greater pace. The monthly backyard family barbeque at her parent's house, with her brothers and cousins was something she hated to miss.


She had restored the British sports car herself; her brothers and dad spent countless hours helping her to recreate it, to the point it had first been driven off the factory lot in Coventry England forty odd years ago. The paintwork gleamed British Racing Green. Each piece of chrome had been re-chromed and burnished until they shone. The Engine and running gear had been sent back to the Coventry factory where it had been blueprinted and retooled to accept the higher octane, lead-free gasoline of the time, rather than the leaded pollutant it had originally been created to run on. The leather of the interior was buttercup brown, an exact duplicate of the later '80 models, with soft as a glove the comfortable bucket seats that enveloped the person sitting in them. The dashboard and steering wheel had gone to a Jaguar specialist in California, the walnut refurbished, gauges replaced, and the leather re-stitched so that it appeared new and unblemished.


Her concentration was shattered by the squawk of a siren behind her, the red and white revolving lights on the cruiser lit up behind her, stabbed her eyes in the rear-view mirror and she lifted off the gas and coasted to a stop on the shoulder of the road.


The cop who exited from the cruiser looked like a poster-girl for female cops everywhere. Tilly estimated her to be about five foot ten inches. She filled the khaki uniform, as if she had been poured into it. There was not a single wrinkle in the starched khaki uniform, which she could see. The basket-weaved double-clasped "Sam Brown" leather belt around her trim waist slanted down on her left side, and supported a holstered semi automatic pistol and pouches for spare ammunition and regulation handcuffs. Her blonde hair was tied back, as per the regulations, in a ponytail, that flowed out of the back of her baseball cap. Mirrored "aviator" Raybans hid and shielded her eyes from the desert glare, making it hard to estimate her age.


"I clocked you at seventy six miles per hour, Ma'am. The speed limit posted for this section of the freeway is fifty-five. May I see your license and proof of registration please?"


Tilly fished in her purse and withdrew her wallet and handed it to the officer, gold badge open, identifying herself as a fellow peace officer. "Hi", she greeted, "Tilly Smits, Metro office, " she said brightly.


The cop looked at the offered badge, handed it back to Tilly. "License and proof of ownership, please, Detective Smits", she asked again.


Tilly sighed, leaned over to the glove box and withdrew the pink ownership papers and handed them to the officious woman, along with her plastic drivers license card.


"The speed I clocked you at is above the level I can issue you a speeding ticket for. Regulation 47 of the bylaws concerning vehicular traffic on highways of Nevada state clearly states that when a vehicle is measured doing a speed in excess of twenty miles per hour over the posted speed limit, it be impounded and that a summons be issued to the driver for a court case. I have to impound this vehicle, and issue you a warrant to appear in court, Detective Smits. Will you step out of the vehicle please? I will radio for a tow-truck to take your vehicle to impound. Do you need to contact anyone for alternate transport, or shall I drive you to the nearest bus station? Perhaps you would prefer it, if I called you a cab?" the blonde cop stated blandly.


Tilly was aghast, "You are joking, right? I'm also a cop, how about a little professional courtesy?" She asked.


The blond patrolwoman answered sarcastically, "Were you being professional by breaking the speed limit, Ms. Smits? Or are you chasing a suspect in your private vehicle? Perhaps you're being chased?" She looked around hastily for the offending vehicle.


Tilly shook her head resigned to the fact that the policewoman was serious. She dug into her purse and pulled out her cellular 'phone, while unbuckling her safety belt. She pulled herself out of the seat and stood beside her beloved Jaguar. She punched buttons of her 'phone, and waited till the party she called answered. "Hi Mom, is Dad there? Yah, yah, I know everybody is there. I know I'm late and that the burgers are on the barbeque. Can I speak to Dad please?"


She waited, holding the phone to her ear. After a few seconds her dad came the phone. "Hi Dad, can you fetch me? I'm on highway thirty five about five miles from you? No, no, the car is fine, in fact your traffic patrolwoman, um..." she squinted at the gold badge above the khaki uniform pocket, "Officer Fields, has just impounded it and is going to have it towed. Yes, okay Dad, hold on."


Tilly handed the cellular phone to the blonde policewoman." Its Deputy-Chief John Smits. He would like a word with you."


Hanna Fields took the offered phone and spoke. "Hello this is Officer Fields, Deputy-Chief. Yes sir, but... but I have followed the correct procedure in this case. I clocked the vehicle at seventy-six miles per hour. Yes sir, Chief. I understand. Thank you sir." She flushed as she handed the Motorola back to Tilly.


"You are free to go officer Smits. My apologies for detaining you." She turned, stalked to her patrol car with as much dignity as she could muster, climbed in, revved the motor and proceeded, with a squeal of rubber, to make an illegal U-turn over the painted median and head back the way she had originally come.


Tilly waived in mock friendliness at the disappearing squad car, as she climbed back into the cockpit of her jag, and sped off to enjoy her family barbeque.


Her dad and brothers, most of her cousins, as well as many other relatives were on the force. The merriment of the occasion was not lost on her family. Her dad admonished her for the phone call while her brothers teased her all afternoon. Chilly-Tilly became Leadfoot and Speed-demon.


As the afternoon slowly descended into early evening, and the barbeque transformed into a game of family touch football, Tilly turned to her father. "Dad, can you get me Hanna Fields' home address?" She handed him her cellphone. Her dad punched in his office number and spoke to the clerk on duty. He wrote the address on a sheet of his notepad, and handed it to Tilly.


Dusk became evening as the various family members began packing up and her parent's driveway and front yard no longer resembled a parking lot. Tilly headed back towards the city, at the posted speed limit. She made a short stop at an all hours liquor store, and the florist alongside it. The Jaguar coasted to a stop outside a small home in a middle-income area of the city. The garden was sparsely populated. A white Honda still displaying New York plates was parked in the driveway. Tall unmowed grass showed that the occupant spent little time "smelling the flowers".


Tilly stepped up and knocked on the front door, holding the bunch of red roses in front of her. Hanna was no longer in her uniform when she answered the door, Tilly noted that Hanna's eyes were china blue. She was dressed in a pair of cutoff jeans and cotton T-shirt with the red apple logo for New York emblazoned on the front. Her bare toes coated with coral nail varnish peeked up at Tilly, giving the illusion of vulnerability.


Tilly offered the blonde the flowers. "Peace offering," she stated sincerely.


Hanna accepted the flowers. "Thank you, Deputy-Chief Smits' daughter," she answered levelly.


"I really am sorry, Hanna. I can call you Hanna, can't I?" Tilly asked.


Hanna shrugged as she answered, "I guess, although it still doesn't make it right, thought. You abused the system. This is my first week on the job here. I have been the butt of so many jokes from everybody in the department since I got here. I thought you were just another part of my initiation," she said grinning. Your sarcastic lil wave as I drove off.... ugh!" she grunted.


Tilly followed her into the sitting room. Cardboard boxes were strewn unattended on the floor, some still unopened. It was obvious that Hanna had not gotten unpacked yet. She handed Hanna the roses and wine.


"Let me find a vase and put these in some water. Look in that box." She pointed to an unopened box near the chair Tilly was sitting on. You should find an opener and glasses in there, probably near the bottom."


Hanna rummaged through a half empty carton, and extracted a simple glass vase for the roses. She walked through a door to the kitchen. Tilly could hear her filling the vase from the faucet.


Tilly found the glasses and opener in the box, and proceeded to open the wine. Hanna returned, arranging the roses in the vase as she walked. She placed the flowers on top of the TV set and settled onto the chesterfield across from the chair Tilly was sitting on. Tilly reached over and handed Hanna a glass of wine, then holding up her glass in a toast. "To you, Hanna, a new beginning and my humble apologies for abusing the system."


They drank in silence.


"Do you like music?" Hanna asked, pointing to an expensive-looking black-faced stereo and huge box speakers. It's all I managed to salvage from my divorce." She slipped onto the floor in front of the stereo and selected a CD from a pile alongside the unit.


Soon strains of "Smoke rings in the dark" filled the room. "I love his slow sensual rhythm," she said.


They sipped their wine and listened to the music, Hanna sitting cross legged in front of the stereo and Tilly on the chair next to her. Their interpersonal ice began to thaw and they began to discuss their careers – the job, the city, crime and their lives. The level of wine slowly dropped until the last drop was deposited into Hanna's glass. Hanna shrugged herself up onto her feet and weaved her way back into the kitchen. She returned with another three quarter filled bottle of wine she'd retrieved from the fridge.


The level of the second bottle dropped steadily until it too was empty. By this time both girls were more than a little tipsy and they had begun telling each other little secrets about their pasts. Hanna had admitted to Tilly that she had not had sex with anybody since she had begun divorce proceedings from her ex-husband a New York lawyer who had "gotten it all, 'ceptin this goddam stereo", in the divorce settlement, six months ago. She had moved to 'Vegas to begin again, she was twenty nine. So far she hadn't found anyone interesting enough to consider a bed partner.


Tilly admitted that she hadn't had sex with anyone since she ended the relationship with her ex-husband ten years ago. Her problem was, because of her slow heartbeat, she'd never achieved an orgasm during intercourse with her husband or any man for that matter. The only way she could orgasm, was through lengthy sessions of masturbation, which left her emotionally and physically drained. Some mornings after "pleasuring herself" she was so sore "down there" it hardly seemed worth the effort. Her nickname in the department was "Chilly-Tilly" because it seemed that she had no interest in any of her male colleagues.


Tilly rose unsteadily to her feet, peering at her watch. "I really should be getting home," she said."I have to be on duty in little over five hours.”


"You can't drive in that condition," Hanna said, looking very official while sprawling barefoot on the floor in front of her stereo. "Gimme your keys," she said holding out her hands.


"No way you're taking my car away from me, Hanna. You tried that once already today," Tilly replied.


Hanna struggled to her feet, and walked to Tilly who still was rummaging through her purse for the keys. "You cannot drive drunk, Tilly. If you want, you can stay the night." She pointed at the chesterfield. "You can spend the night on my couch, or you can sleep in the bedroom. It's a big bed and I'm sure we're both too drunk to fool around."


Hanna led Tilly to the bedroom. "I'll set the alarm for six. That gives you time to drive home, shower and put on clean undies, brush your teeth and stuff." She pushed Tilly onto the bed, hastily pulling off her own T-shirt and jeans. She climbed onto the bed wearing only her panties, next to Tilly, who was struggling out of her clothes, and flicked off the light.


Sometime during the night their bodies connected. Dawn started to spray warm desert sunshine into the darkened bedroom, while the two women slumbered in each other's arms. Tilly's head nestled on Hanna's shoulder, and Hanna had her arms wrapped around Tilly, each hand resting on the taller girl's breasts. Tilly's nipples had minds of their own and were throbbingly erect, thrusting into her palms. Unconsciously, Hanna bent downwards and kissed Tilly's neck.


Instantly both girls were awake!


Their eyes flew open as they hastily disengaged from each other. Hanna rolled off the bed. "I'll get coffee. You'll have time to get home and get ready for work," she said, peering at Tilly still sprawled on the bed. She couldn't blot out the beauty of Tilly's eyes as the taller girl looked up at her, almost flaunting her taunt dark, hard nipples. She could still feel them pushing into her palms, that, and the warmth that Tilly's body had radiated.


With that, still clad only in her panties, she turned and walked to the kitchen and began rustling the coffee mugs and filters.


Tilly stood up and, similarly clad only in her panties, silently followed Hanna to the kitchen.


She approached Hanna from the rear, her heart pounding. She reached for Hanna, whispering to herself, "Here goes nothing." She snaked both her arms under Hanna's arms and then upward, her warm hands reaching up and encompassing Hanna's large warm breasts. She flattened herself against Hanna's bare back, her own engorged nipples pressing into Hanna's flesh. Her breath was coming in gasps from fear of rejection and fear of the unknown. She'd never ever even considered having sex with another woman. "What if Hanna starts screaming? Rejects my advances? Laughs at me? There are endless possibilities of things that'll go wrong!" All these thoughts flashed through Tilly's mind as she committed herself and body to this beautiful woman.


Hanna sensed Tilly coming up behind her and held her breath. "God what an idiot I am. She's gonna freak out, damn me!"


When Tilly's hands enveloped her breasts, and she molded herself to her back, Hanna's nipples responded instantly to the touch, warming and hardening, their areolae contracting as the nipples enlarged themselves and became rock hard, pressing themselves back into Tilly's palms. Tilly's mouth touched the soft silky nape of Hanna's neck through her mussed blonde hair. Soft lips kissed her, then Tilly's tongue began lapping where she had just been kissed. It sent tiny tingles of pure ecstasy down Hanna's spine. Automatically, heat and moisture began seeping between her legs.


Tilly whispered, "You'll have to help me, if you want this. I've never done this before." Then she began to knead the breasts that filled each of her hands.


"Neither have I," Hanna panted, her hands covered Tilly's, guiding her fingers and palms as she pressed her chest into those warm loving hands. Unconsciously, she pressed her ass backwards into Tilly's crotch, feeling the warmth radiating there. Wanting more, she released one of Tilly's hands and slid her hand into her panties. She slipped her forefinger over her clit, feeling it swell until she was sure it was at least three times its normal size! "It must be at least an inch long," she thought.


Tilly's hand followed hers down, pushing and questing through the blonde pubic curls until her fingers slid over Hanna's engorged clitoris. Tilly's fingers touched and circled her clit. This gentle touch overwhelmed Hanna. Her knees began to shake, her thighs trembled, an electrical tickle began deep in her belly, and her breath became gasps. Letting everything go, she grabbed the kitchen counter to keep standing. She arched her back as the first orgasm rocked her. She had always been quick to reach orgasm, but these last twenty seconds were a new world record. It didn't end with the first wave, Tilly's fingers entered her, and, achingly slow, two fingers penised their way into her warm wetness. The gush of her juice surprised her, her body responded to the invasive fingers like nothing that she'd ever experienced before.


Unable to keep herself erect, Hanna slid to the kitchen floor. Holding her thighs almost unnaturally wide, she lewdly pumped her pussy upward onto Tilly's rigid fingers her breath had become grunts of pure pleasure. Her back arched off the floor, and her eyes screwed tightly shut. Soon she felt Tilly's wet warm mouth and tongue on her pussy! The feel of her face, her soft cheeks, pressed in between her thighs was amazing. As her fingers flew into Tilly's hair, her whole body gave one mighty shudder and began delivering the most mind-blowing orgasm she'd ever experienced.


Tilly was intent on giving Hanna whatever she wanted. She'd followed her to the floor. The experience of her own frustration during her masturbation sessions gave her insight. She used every trick her own body had taught her to give Hanna an orgasm. Hanna's body began to spasm rhythmically, her pussy enveloped her probing fingers. Liquid, squishy sounds gushed – sweet smelling lubricant emerged that pooled in Hanna's blonde curls, and began running in rivulets down her thighs, Tilly's sensuality was now officially in overdrive. She lowered her face to meet the thrusts of Hanna's pelvis, her tongue tentatively tasting at the escaping juices, until unable to control herself, she pressed her mouth as hard as she could against Hanna's swollen lips alongside her flexing fingers and began to suck at the slick warm liquid Hanna's pussy was creating just for her.


Hanna's squeal as her orgasm overtook her frightened Tilly and instinctively she stopped, pulling her fingers free of Hanna's pussy with an audible 'plop' sound. But she was unable to move her head away. Hanna's fingers had dug into Tilly's hair, keeping her face captive between her heaving thighs.


Finally, totally spent, Hanna, reclined on the kitchen floor. Still gasping, she released her captive. While caressing her shoulders and playing with an available ear, she groaned to the still kneeling Tilly, "Boy, do you ever know how to cure a hang-over!"


Weeks and weeks later, at the station, Tilly was sitting in a toilet stall, as she listened to the two women who were chatting while putting on their make-up in front of the mirror of the ladies change room.


"So, what do you think of the new girl?" one asked the other.


"I sneaked a look through her file when she transferred in from New York. She seems to be a good cop," was the reply.


"So what's the juice then? Tell me all," the first woman demanded.


"She's divorced; no kids; been in three New York precinct houses since she left the police academy. She also has two commendations – one for bravery, one for merit. Her previous Captain in New York recommended her for sergeant, but she was passed over because she had marital problems, then she asked to be transferred here to Vegas."


"Marital problems, huh? So she screws around?"


"Can't say – that part isn't in her jacket."


"So what is in the jacket?"


"Well, she did see a shrink, but it didn't have anything to do with the job."


"Is that all?"


"Pretty much."


"Oh, then I know something you don't."


"What?"


"I hear she's pretty tight with the chief's daughter."


"Who, Chilly-Tilly?"


"Uh-huh, the ice princess."


"Wooo! Sounds like serious lesbo action."


"Oh come on now! All Chilly-Tilly ever does is work. I bet she can't remember who last touched her cunt."


"Oh? Why is her fancy English car in front of Fields' place every night for the last two months then, huh?"


"So Chilly-Tilly bought a strap-on and they're doing it, Big deal!"


"Come on, let's get out there, and save the world."


Tilly heard the two gossip's footsteps moving away and the door of the woman's restroom opening.


Tilly stood, flushed the bowl, smoothed down her skirt and opened the stall door. After washing her hands, she exited the washroom, and followed the two female uniform officers towards the duty desk.


She approached the desk sergeant, flashing her badge. "Hi, Bill," she said. "I'm looking for Hanna Fields. She finished her shift about half an hour ago," she stated.


Not bothering to look up, the balding overweight sergeant grunted something and jerked his thumb over his shoulder at the squad room door behind him, and continued to study the papers in front of him.


Tilly walked into the squad room and found Hanna at a desk, completing every cop's worst nightmare – the paperwork that follows an arrest.


Hanna looked up and flashed a wide smile, her luminous blue eyes lighting up. "Hi, Tilly. I'm just about done. Gimme five minutes, OK? I just need to finish this," she said, pointing to the report she was working on, "and I'm finished for the day." She grinned.


Tilly nodded and sat opposite Hanna, who scribbled furiously, and finished the report by signing it with a flourish.


"All right then," Hanna said, "Let's give this to the D.S., then gimme a second to change into civvies, and we're outta here."


Hanna opened a desk drawer, took out and holstered her duty pistol, rose, and headed for the door, followed by Tilly.


The white heat of the desert almost overwhelmed them as they stepped down from the stairs of the police station, into the sunlight. Almost simultaneously both woman reached instinctively for their sunglasses. Hanna's were the mirrored Ray-bans "Aviator" that hid her wide expressive blue eyes. Tilly's were the less concealing Gucci wrap-around, that shaded her best feature, her luminous green eyes, and framed her classic cheekbones.


The two girls walked side by side along the pavement, their hands "almost" touching. They made a contrasting pair. Hanna at five-eleven, the taller of the two by two inches, had a body that turned heads wherever she went. Her normally below the shoulder length natural blonde hair was pulled back, severely in a "pony-tail". She'd slipped into a white midriff tank-top, which displayed her flat stomach and cute belly button and showed her lush 36C breasts to their best advantage. The faded Levi denims she'd put on looked as though they were bought a size too small and had shrunk in the wash.


In contrast, Tilly's short, unruly dark hair was brushed carelessly back off her forehead. Simple little gold hoops pierced the lobes of her ears. A designer label crème blouse accentuated her shoulders without the aid of shoulder-pads; three of its buttons were open at her neck, displaying the outline of a pair of 32B cup breasts, without flaunting any inadequacy. Her narrow waist was cinched with a wide western leather belt and Navaho belt buckle. A gray-green skirt ended just above her knee, giving people who bothered to look a glimpse of well-developed thighs, calves and delicate ankles. Both women wore comfortable, though unfashionable, running shoes.


As they reached Tilly's '63 racing-green E-type Jaguar, Tilly unlocked the passenger door and held it open for Hanna, before moving to the driver's door and slipping behind the wheel. She moved the car into the late afternoon traffic, heading towards Hanna's house.


She described the conversation she overheard.


"So what? It's exactly what we're doing, Tilly," Hanna responded.


"But, I don't own a strap-on, and we're not lesbians," Tilly remonstrated.


"No we're not, but we can get a strap-on," Hanna responded. "Stop there," she pointed to a vacant parking spot in front of a well known sex shop. "Lets get one there," she demanded mischievously.


Tilly guided the Jag into the parking place, locking the doors after they had exited.


They walked into the large sex shop, hand in hand. A Goth-like clerk complete with pale make-up, darkened eyes, drab dark-gray dress, blackened hair, spiked bracelets and collar, disengaged herself from a co-worker and the magazine they were avidly reading. "Can I help you ladies?" she asked.


Hanna blushed prettily. "Um, my friend is looking for a strap-on," she said, pointing at Tilly.


The clerk nodded knowingly, "Any particular model or size?" she asked.


This time Tilly blushed. "Well no. Can you show us some?" she asked.


"They're all there," the clerk answered and pointed absently to a wall, whose shelves were laden with dozens of varieties of dongs and strap-ons.


Hanna giggled, "Holy shit, there's hundreds!"


Tilly whispered, "You choose. You're going to be on the receiving end."


Hanna and Tilly walked along the isle, picking up various models, reading the deions or advertising that was printed on the packaging aloud to one and other. Finally, Hanna held up an 8-inch model she had taken off the shelf, and brazenly asked the bored clerk, "What's this one like?"


"Ah," said the Goth girl clerk, sagely. "Good choice. It comes complete with a harness and batteries. It has a vibrating, molded head, sculpted shaft and has some really neat accessories."


"OK, "said Tilly. "We'll take it."


The two women giggled all the way back to the car, the discretely wrapped parcel clutched safely in Hanna's hands.


The conversation in the car was as light as the traffic was heavy. Amid sneak peeks and a lot of giggling, they arrived at Hanna's suburban Las Vegas home.


Once inside, they fell into each other's arms on the sofa, in the sitting room. Hanna's arms snaked around Tilly's waist, unbuckling the belt and tugging at the skirt. Tilly kissed Hanna, her tongue flicking at Hanna's teeth and her lips sucking Hanna's tongue. Furiously they tugged each other's clothing off until they both sat amid piles of discarded clothing.


Tilly's mouth sucked lightly on Hanna's neck, her wet warm tongue caressing the soft skin, her hands caressed Hanna's waiting breasts. Teasing her nipples with her palms, she took the now heavy nipples between thumb and forefinger and pulled and pinched the nubbins until they glowed like ripe strawberries, their areolae shrinking as they crinkled.


Hanna had begun to pant. Instinctively her thighs had spread themselves as wide apart as possible and her back arched, inviting her lover to take her. Slowly, teasingly slow, Tilly moved her head down across Hanna's shoulder, then she dragged her tongue down the valley between Hanna's breasts, across her belly. She stopped briefly to explore and probe Hanna's belly button with her tongue before heading down lower through the Hanna's course curly pubic hairs until she found the treasure she so desperately sought.


Tilly's mouth enveloped Hanna's plump pussy. She sucked hard, drawing the wet warmth of Hanna's lips into her mouth, her tongue pressed into Hanna like a tiny penis, its tip delving into the slit. She pressed her nose hard against Hanna's clit, and began to shake her head from side to side, pressing and squishing Hanna's engorged clit against her pelvis, at the same time making sucking noises as she slurped the lubricant Hanna's pussy had begun to produce, just for her.


Hanna gasped, arching her back further, thighs twitching faster and faster as Tilly's nose ground and squished her now super-sensitive clit. An electrical tickle began to expand from the base of her spine, tiny bursts of pure pleasure flowed upward from her thighs. She screwed her eyes tightly shut in concentration, her breathing becoming ragged grunts.


Tilly continued to make slurpy noises as she sucked at the juice that flowed freely from Hanna's pussy. With her head buried in Hanna's lap, Tilly could feel the strong muscles in Hanna's thighs contract with the building of an orgasm. Hanna's knees finally locked, her thighs pressing hard against Tilly's ears, her fingers digging into her short hair, pressing her face deeper into her lap, the electrical waves of pleasure overtaking all sense of decorum.


Hanna began to squeal, "I love you, I love you, I love you, Tilly, please, please," followed by a final long drawn out "Yessssssssssssssss," as the orgasm rocked her deep inside her belly and exploded with an ecstatic shuddering that took her breath away.


As her breathing slowly returned to normal, she opened her eyes and gave a mock sob, "Oh no, you forgot to use the strap-on," she wailed.


"I love you too, my baby girl," Tilly answered, lifting her head and licking her fingers like a cat laps at a bowl of cream. "Relax. We've got all evening to play. We'll use the strap-on after dinner."


"Then I guess we've become lesbians, Tilly," Hanna answered.


Tilly nodded. "Yes, my darling girl. I guess we have." She signaled her joy with a blissful grin. 





Holiday Girl

I had worked in several different bars in my first two years in Spain. The pay wasn’t anything to write home about but the perks were what made the job worth doing.


Of course, there was the usual sun and sea and that was great, but the perks I mean, was mainly the free booze, free meals but above all, the constant flow of holidaying guys. Guys with money to spend, take me out for a good time and then when I felt the guy was okay, whatever else that might lead to.


All in all, life was pretty damn good.


My present bar was okay, but I knew that the owner was taking advantage of how good I was at my job. Oh yeah, he promoted me to so-called ‘bar manager’ and he did pay me a bit more, but shit! I had to work my ass off, the bastard was never there, just left it all to me, most of the other staff, well, to be honest, they were worse than useless. Yes, they could pull a beer okay and smile nicely while they did it, but brains? No.


Today I really was feeling down in the dumps. Then in walked this guy, I already knew his name was Mike, he owned a bar a little way out of town. A big bar with a restaurant, swimming pool, the works, I’d seen him here a couple of times with my boss.


“Hola Angie, todo bien contigo hoy?” (Hi Angie, all good with you today?)


I told him I was great, even if I didn’t actually feel it. Well you have to, it was habit, but I don’t think my face agreed with my words.


“How’s the job going, you happy?”


Unusual question, I thought, “I’m a bit pissed off if you must know, haven’t seen Carlos for two days, must think I’m stupid or something.” Shit! Maybe I shouldn’t have said that, silly bitch. “Don’t mind me, probably had a few too many last night.


Mike studied me for a minute, then said, “Get us both a drink and fetch them outside to the patio, I’ll see you there,”


Armed with two beers, I joined him outside.


He didn’t mess about, came right out with it. “How would you like to come and work at my place Ange (my nickname), as my bar manager, with better pay than whatever you get here?”


I knew that Mike had one hell of a reputation. Yes, he was married but to a right moody mare from what I heard. He must have been in his late forties maybe even early fifties, but he was in pretty good shape none-the-less. I’d heard that he worked hard, but above all, he was fair with his staff, paid them well, good tips, and they liked him.


The girls said, he always tried it on a bit, but never pushed if he didn’t get the right signals in return, and he never tried twice with the same girl.


His reputation referred mainly to his keeping a steady number of holiday-makers happy, the female kind of course.


I could deal with that, it was the kind of place I had been waiting for, but never expected to find, then in he walks, and offers it to me. My day suddenly felt much better.


..........


Three months later, and the jobs even better than I expected. Mike was a great guy to work for, well, more with, really.


The bar really buzzed, especially in the evenings. Entertainment six nights of the week, Karaoke one night, Live singers for three, and Mike did a disco the other two, and he was good, the punters loved him.


But even more important, I suppose because I was happy, the customers loved me as well.


Along the way, I’d had some fun with two or three great guys. All in all, it was turning out to be a great season.


This afternoon had been steady, not too busy, just a nice pace. The latest arrivals were in. Flights mostly Sundays and Thursdays you see.


Four were round the pool table. One very, and I mean, very, colourful gay boy, and three girls. One of the girls was one of the ugliest girls I’ve ever seen, I almost felt sorry for her, but then again, she did seem happy. Another was just nonde, not a lot for or against.


The last one was kind of fairly pretty, a little over-weight, but not too much. I don’t know why, but it sort of registered that she was sexy rather than pretty. You know, the jumper just a little too tight and skirt a little too short. Yet, in a way, it was more than that.


Not sure what it was, but the guys noticed, of that there was no doubt.


I left the bar to collect some glasses. On my way back I heard one of the group comment that she’d never reach her shot without a rest.


Now I love my game of pool, so I turned to check out the shot. The girl, the sexy one, was bent half a mile up the table trying to reach. She had one leg high in the air, her other foot, barely touching the ground.


What drew my eyes though, was that her short skirt was riding up way over her ass. Two plump but totally gorgeous bum cheeks on view. More than that was the thong jammed tight up her crevice. As she wiggled her hips a little more onto the table, I actually saw her ass hole several times. I almost dropped the bloody glasses. Fuck! It did look sexy.


I saw the gay boy give me a glance and a small knowing smile, so I shot back behind my bar.


As I bent to load the dishwasher, I looked over the top of the counter. She was bending over the pool table again, and although I was now a bit further away than before, once again the thong was really grabbing my attention.


With a bit of a start, I felt myself flush, “Shit! Ange, you’re checking out a girls ass and knickers, What’s the fuckin’ matter with you?”


The game finished and the show was over. They came and sat at the bar, asked about the entertainment, swimming pool hours and so on. Then with a cheery “See you later,” of they went.


..........


We had a great evening, Mike totally rocked the bar, the punters spent a fortune, while we girls on the bar worked our asses off.


Sexy came up to the bar, “What time does the bar close, Ange?”


“No special time, when Mike feels like it, but he shuts the doors at one AM.”


I could see that Sexy was three parts pissed, looking at my sort of cross-eyed, with her tits resting on the bar top. “Did you like the show earlier? Toby told me that you were taking a good look at my ass.”


I was thrown, I hadn’t expected that one. “Your ass? No, I was watching you take the shot, it was a difficult one.” I stammered.


“Yeah, alright, pull the other one. Anyway, I don’t mind, you can check out my ass any time you like. That’s why I like my skirt short.” She started to walk away. but then turned back, “What about my thong Ange, nice or what a?” Then she was gone, with an exaggerated wiggle.


“Shit” I felt my pussy tingle, I don’t believe it! I’m getting wet for a fuckin’ girl, this can’t be happening. But somehow it was. I thought that she was most likely only teasing.


A couple of days later, another busy day, the pool nicely packed, ice creams going a bomb, everyone having a good time, I was pleased, best move I’d ever made coming to work here.


Sexy walked in, I saw her right away, well, you would. Her bikini was almost non-existent. All straps and just three tiny patches. Two over her nipples, the other trying to cover her pussy, and almost not doing it. My jaw dropped. Fuck! She looked good. I dragged my eyes away before she clocked me staring.


“Hi Ange, how about you make me a cocktail, whatever you recommend, I don’t mind,” but she looked at the list of what we offered anyway. “A ‘Tits Up’ sounds fun, would it suit me don’t you think?” She actually bounced her tits at me, I waited for the nipples to pop out, they didn’t!


“Coming right up, I’ll bring it out for you, if you’re going out by the pool,” I offered.


“That’s sweet, thank you, Ange,” her eyes sparkling.


The cocktail made, I went out to find her, it was easy, just follow the guys’ eyes and there she was. She took a sip, “Wow, that’s gorgeous, I love it, thanks again, Ange, by the way, I’m calling you Ange but I haven’t told you my name yet, have I?”


“It’s Trish,” I said, “I heard your pals call you by it.”


She looked up at me, “Checking me out again Ange, no sorry, I’m only joking, but hey, while you’re here, could I ask you to put a little lotion on my back for me?” She held a tube out to me.


I squirted some onto my hands, then spread it over her back, at her shoulders, I paused a moment. The tingle was back, more intense this time.


“What’s up Ange, you okay?” Trish asked, looking around at me and grinned.


I felt my face redden as I passed her tube back.


“That did feel nice, thank you,” she said, “I was going to ask you to do the back of my legs, but probably not with all these people about, anyway I know you’re far too busy to be wasting your time on me.”


I had to go to the loo, I needed to wipe my knickers, I could feel that they were probably about to start leaking, I was so wet. I dropped my jeans and lowered my knickers, they weren’t just wet, they were fuckin’ soaked. I gave them a good rub with the toilet paper, then took some more to wipe my pussy.


The first thing I felt was my clit sticking out, and when I looked, it was standing proud, like on guard over my hole. I realised this bloody girl had got me going, I needed to go and find a good looking boy for a decent fuck. That would sort me out!


Some of Mike’s Spanish friends were in that evening. They were a great bunch. One of the guys, Jose, was a Spanish Classical dance student, all the arm waving and stamping feet, he was fantastic, his girlfriend also did a mean Sevilliana.


At one o’clock, Mike had turned most of the lights down and closed the doors. Just the Spanish, a couple of other regulars and Trish with one of her pals.


Jose asked if we could go in the pool for a late dip. Mike did allow this sometimes, but only as long as there was no noise.


So, there we all were clothes off, stripped down to underwear and in the pool. We had a bit of lark about, all good fun. I became aware that Trish just seemed to touch me now and then, a brush against me, or a hand on my arm, accidentally or not? I wondered, but it was quite often. Was she flirting with me?


I stopped in a corner to take a breather. Trish’s head popped up out of the water in front of me, her breasts just touching my own, “Hi Ange, this is fun,” she gave me a quick kiss and was gone again.


My lips burned and I was shocked, I even felt embarrassed, I’d never been kissed by a girl before. I climbed the steps from the pool and went to find a towel. I was drying my hair when a hand landed on my shoulder, instinctively, I knew it would be Trish.


“I’m sorry Ange, did that bother you?”


I turned around, I meant to tell her that yes it did bother me, but before I could, she leaned forward and kissed me again, only a brief kiss before she pulled back, looking into my eyes.


I froze, my thoughts in a turmoil, this girl was becoming a bloody nuisance. I raised my hand, meaning to push her away, but before I could she had grabbed hold of them and jammed them to the bra covering her tits.


I looked down at them, horrified for a moment, but as she massaged her tits with my hands, I could feel a thrill surge through me. “Trish, what the fuck are you doing?” I gasped out.


“Ange, it’s time you woke up, admit it to yourself, you know you’ve been getting hot for me since you first saw me, I’ve watched you and it was so plain to see.” She paused a second or two, then, “I’m going to tell you something, I’ve never been with a girl before, I just love turning the guys on when I flash my ass, but I found myself feeling so turned on when I knew you couldn’t keep your eyes off of me. You haven’t been with a girl either, have you?”


I just shook my head, I couldn’t speak.


She moved closer, took my hands from her tits and shifted them to her ass, “Ange, I know you love my ass, why don’t you feel it.” My fingers seemed to have a mind of their own, I felt them grip her cheeks and squeeze. Fuck! They felt nice.


Her tits pressed into mine, her lips came up, and again she kissed me, I could feel her tongue just tracing along my lips, then she pushed, my mouth opened and her tongue dived inside. I was lost, my body reacted, I was on fire. A feeling of lust gripped me, as I fiercely pulled her to me.


She groaned as her arms went around me. Her hands did the same as mine, as I slipped mine inside of her knickers to fondle the bare skin of her ass.


I felt her fingers pushing down the cleft between my cheeks until a finger found my little ass hole and she pressed at it.


I pulled my head back from her, “I only live upstairs, you going to wait for me while we clear up?”


“Ange, I’m gonna fuckin’ help you clear up if it gets us upstairs quicker.”


One more lingering kiss, and then we dressed.


..........


After the clearing up was done I locked up, and grabbed a halfway decent bottle of wine, putting it on my tab.


Trish took my hand as we climbed the outside stairs to the upper landing, her other hand caressed my ass, as I struggled with the key, I didn’t usually have this trouble but my hands were shaking badly.


I had calmed down a little from my earlier feelings of passion and was now beginning to have doubts. Here I was, about to have sex with a girl, did I truly want that? Or had I just got carried away in the heat of the moment?


Inside, at last, I fetched two glasses and poured the wine.


I looked at her as I sipped. God! She was sexy, that I knew. She was sat with her short skirt, ridden up quite high, her legs were superb, and when she flopped back in the chair, I could almost see all the way between her thighs. I couldn’t take my eyes off until she spoke.


“Ange, you’re staring.” She spread her knees a little wider, “Is that all you’re going to do? Sit there staring at my pussy, or wouldn’t you like to touch it?”


She stood up and began to strip, never taking her eyes off me. Seductively, she slowly raised her top, angling it, to uncover only one bare breast. When she had dressed, she had taken her bra off. Her breast was larger than mine, by quite a long way. Then she continued up until both breasts were revealed.


Oh wow! I thought they are divine, and the nipples, perky and erect, I knew I wanted to feel them.


The top discarded, she unfastened her skirt, a little wiggle of her hips, then down it fell. Fuck! No knickers either! My eyes shot to her pussy, no hair at all, just a long, closed slit.


She stood still for a moment, letting me gaze at her body, then she did a slow twirl around, her ass I had seen before when she had the micro bikini on, but now completely naked, it was the total package, and waiting for me. “Well, do you like what you see?”


I stood on shaky legs and walked towards her, my doubts had evaporated, I just wanted to touch and feel this body being offered to me.


Now only inches away, she put her hands to my top, and taking hold of the hem, she pulled it up and over my head. She went straight to unfasten my bra clip, then she eased the straps down my arms, she paused as it caught on my nipples.


She leaned in and kissed the tops of my tits, tracing her tongue across the flesh. Her mouth pushed my bra clear and her lips found a nipple. First she bit, then pulled with her teeth, before kissing it tenderly. A groan escaped my lips, as my hands clutched her head and pulled her hard to me.


I felt her hands at the waist of my jeans, the button undone, and then the zipper lowering. Her hand went directly inside, to cup my crotch. Her fingers traced my pussy through the material, then pressed into me. I could feel my pussy tingling, as my body responded to her touch. I groaned again, louder, this time.


“You’re very wet down here, you know.” She said to me.


Then she was pushing my jeans and knickers down together. She bent down to ease my ankles free, then stayed where she was, peering between my legs. “The first one I’ve ever seen, Ange, it’s so beautiful.”


Her head came forward, her lips kissing my prominent pussy lips. Her hands gripped my ass and she wiggled her head, her lips mashing hard. She pushed her tongue out, easing my lips apart until she slid it around inside, exploring me. Upwards she licked before a jolt hit me, her tongue teased at my clit.


Again, I clutched her head, “Fuck Trish, that feels good.” I saw her eyes look up at me, then the warmth of her lips encased me, and she sucked, her eyes still glued to mine.


Her tongue teased, the sensations were the most intense I had ever experienced. I felt my legs shaking, then her hands were sliding up them. not to steady me, because they continued up, one going between my thighs to grab my ass, the other to explore at my pussy. Fingers pushed into me, sliding deep, to start wanking in and out.


I was going to Heaven, my body reacting to her touch, the feelings surging through me.


Still, her eyes were locked on mine. Her head came away from me for a second, “Cum for me, Ange, I so want to make you cum.” Her words were the catalyst, I ground my pussy to her face, trying to drive my clit into her mouth.


My body shivered, then I was leaning over her as the climax ripped through me. The longest orgasm I’d ever known shook me, I thought I would fall but somehow she held me until I began to come down from my high.


Tears filled my eyes, I was bloody crying! A hand tapped my back, bringing me back to reality. Looking down, I realised I still had her head clasped hard to my pussy.


She took a deep breath as she stood, then she raised her hand to my lips, pushing a finger in between, “Taste,” she said, “it’s you and it’s gorgeous.”


I pulled her to me until our lips met, and we kissed a long and passionate kiss.


“Ange, please take me to bed.”


I needed a quick slurp of wine first, I was still in recovery mode. Now Trish wouldn’t leave my side, playing with my tits, even as I drank. I took her offered hand, “Come on lover, let’s go and play some more.” I said to her.


She sat on the bed, I pushed her to lay on her back, legs dangling over the side, then I crawled on top of her, my mouth aiming for those beautiful large tits of hers. No messing about, I jammed my thigh down on her pussy, as my lips found a nipple.


Having now come to terms with the situation, I was feeling more my usual self, that is, in control. It’s more my style.


Her nipple was stiff, jutting between my lips, I revelled in my sucking at it. God! How come I’d missed this all these years.


I could hear her moaning softly, her eyes closed. She had one hand holding my head, the other gripping the pillow by her shoulder.


I felt her hips pushing up to my pressing thigh, I could feel the wet coming from her as she ground her pussy against my leg. “Ange, eat me for fuck’s sake!”


I didn’t mess about, no trail of kisses, I simply dived down to her. I had to taste my first pussy, I needed to see inside that narrow slit of hers. I gave her slit a quick kiss, then with my fingers I eased the slit open, she did have lips in there, they were hidden until you opened her. I feasted my eyes, then, “Ange!”


My tongue darted out and I sunk it down in between the lips. “Yes, oh yes, fuck that’s good, Ange.”


I licked at her hole, and as I pulled it wide her legs lifted to rest on my shoulders, now I could see deep inside, every detail, where her pee came from, but most of all, her little clit just showing under its hood. I moved my tongue until I could tease at the small button and was rewarded as it began to appear. I kept on teasing, sometimes licking, then sucking at it, all the time I could feel her arousal increasing.


I pushed my fingers between her labia, first two and then I added a third, it was tight inside there but her wetness eased the way. Her hips lifted to meet them, urging me ever deeper.


“Fuck me, Ange, fuck my pussy hard please.”


I plunged in and out as fast as I could, my mouth still working at her clit. Between gasps, I could hear her mumbling although I had no idea what she said.


My spare hand found her ass hole, I let a finger circle and press, it was wet from the juices running from her pussy, so when I pressed a bit harder, I felt her hole begin to open to me. Then with a final push, I was inside her ass, my finger sinking deeper.


She wailed, “Shit! When my finger, twisted in her, and then it was as deep as I could reach.


She was now bucking her hips fast to meet the thrust of my hand, I was finding it hard to keep mouth to her clit, as well as my lips taking a hammering from the hard ridge of her mound.


Loudly she shouted, “I’m going to cum, oh fuck, I am cumming Ange, fuck, fuck fucking hell!”


I looked up to see her face, but first I saw her tits bouncing furiously, then her face screwed tight. She yanked at my hair as her body convulsed over and over until finally, she flopped back with a groan.


I withdrew my fingers from her pussy and ass, then moved up beside her. She rolled onto her side and I drew her into my arms, with her head nestled into my neck. When I pulled her tight, I could feel small tremors shaking her body, she was gasping for breath. I whispered a whole load of nothing in particular to her, as she nuzzled and kissed my neck.


Eventually, she looked up, “You know its taken us five days to get up here, why the fuck did we waste so much time? That was the best, Angie. Can I call you Angie? I like it better.”


Her fingers were tracing little circles around my pussy as she spoke. The tingle was back!


“Trish, how would you like it if we nipped into town tomorrow? I know where the sex shop is, I’m sure that they will have some nice toys we could try. I’ve passed it a few times but been too shy to go in on my own, but together it would be nice, what do you think?”


“What a great idea, maybe we could one of those strap-on thingies, then you could fuck me properly.” She sort of trailed off, “I didn’t mean that didn’t just now, you fucked me good. Oh shit! You know what I mean.”


I laughed and cuddled her tighter.


Life just keeps getting better. 
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