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Chapter 1
 

My name is Rachel Kate.  I am not the most beautiful woman in the world, but I might be the horniest.  I have been married for almost fifteen years and after two kids my body shows a little wear.  Not so much that I don’t still get looks from men, both young and old.  I still have most of my curves and my tits are well above average.  I run and workout, so my body is still trim.

My last birth was difficult, and the doc was a little liberal with his episiotomy.    I ended up loose in the snatch department and am far from that tight virgin my husband married.  Steven, my husband, still seems to enjoy banging his hips against me and emptying his cock into me, but I have not cum in ten years.

Not from a man anyway.  Steven and I were high school sweethearts.  He popped my cherry three days before the wedding and his is the only cock that I have ever touched.  However, it’s a little small.  As least too small to give me any pleasure after the cutting.

The first night we did it I went off like a skyrocket.  It was fabulous; I came right down to my toes.  After that I couldn’t keep my hands off my favorite toy and I let him, actually demanded, that he stick it into every orifice I have.  I know we had a good sex life because I heard him bragging about me to his buddies more than once and he would roll off of me utterly exhausted as I lay panting and completely spent myself.

Since the Doc did his handy work, our sex life has waned a little.  Steven still pumps me like a mad man, but I am only faking it.  He just does not hit the right spots anymore.  The foreplay has been minimized and he can’t fill me up.  His cock is just too small for the new me.  I accepted my lot in life like a good soldier and focused on being a good wife and mother.  That all changed about a year ago, when a slick talking stud with a much bigger cock re-introduced me to the wonders of an orgasm.  Since then I can’t seem to keep my panties on.  I have this built in radar for well hung men.

I have become a crotch watcher.  Forget all those myths about the size of their thumbs or their feet or the distance between their fingertips.  It’s all bullshit.  The way to judge a man’s cock size is to flash him some skin and watch his crotch.  It’s a system I have perfected over the last few months and it has dramatically improved my outlook on life.

My system is not foolproof.  Occasionally I have ended up with a smaller weenie in my hand than I have at home, but on those occasions, my partners usually turned out to have oral talents that were noteworthy.  I am not choosy; after all I am a left over myself.

I look for guys that are relatively fit, well hung, adequately groomed and not too crude.  When I spot a likely prospect, I give them a peek down my blouse or up my skirt.  If the rise in their pants is sufficient to warrant further investigation, I arranged to brush against their crotch in the little kitchenette at work or a narrow hallway or wherever.  If it’s still a go I let them know I am interested.

I love the game of chase.  Men are so easy.  A little female attention, some eye contact, a few flashes of forbidden skin and most importantly, some unexpected touching.  I let my hands linger just a little longer than socially acceptable and make sure to lock eyes with them while I am doing it.  Innocently touching my tongue to my lips at the same time is a deal maker.

If they are really dense to my signals, I have been known to brush their crotches with my fingers and compliment them on their package.  That always works.  Do that to a man and I guarantee he will have his cock in you within thirty-six hours.  Five if it’s not his wife’s birthday.

Take Perry for instance, a nice guy with a constant bulge in his pants.  He went into the coffee area and I followed as quickly as I could without making it apparent that I was hurrying.  He was leaning against the counter sipping a fresh cup when I reached past him into the cabinet above and behind him.  My tits brushed his arm firmly as I reached.  I knew he could smell my perfume, because I was inches from his face and his cologne flooded my nose.

I smiled.  Sorry.  It’s kind of snug in hear.    I retrieved my special creamer and dumped some in my cup. I stood much closer to him that proper social convention allows.  Our eyes locked and I said you smell incredibly good.  What is that?  It’s intoxicating.

Before he could answer I ran my fingers over his crotch and up and down his stiffening prick.  I sipped my coffee, his gaze glued to my lips.

“I understand your wife is out of town.  That must be lonely?” I whispered softly.

That night Perry fucked me seven times.  Twice before dinner, thrice after and the rest when he woke me in the middle of the night and ravished me like I was his personal whore.  I usually don’t spend the night with my conquests, but Perry turned out to an exciting lover with an oversized cock, so I called my husband and told him I had an out of town emergency.  Then I rolled over and sucked Perry’s cock down my throat, again.

At first, I was not as discrete as I should have been and acquired a bit of a reputation at work.  That was not good, and I was getting hit on by everyone from the part-time retired janitor to the eighteen-year-old in the mail room.  One of which I took for one hell of a ride.  I guess I should say several rides, because unlike the roller coaster at the carnival, I let them go around as many times as they can.

Finally, I put the word out that I was only interested in men with girth.   I did not care how pretty they were, I wanted a big one or none at all.

One of the new guys nestled up to me and asked if I was free Thursday night.

“You know I am married?” I answered.

“So am I” he responded.

I didn’t answer.  I just scribbled a note and handed it to him.

“How big is it?”

“I don’t know?  Big enough!” he assured.

I wrote another note.

“Measure it!”

“Come back when you know.  Now scat, I have work to do.” I demanded

That sure got around and the skinny dick bastard never came around again.

Chapter 2

It all started when Steven and I went to an insurance convention in Cancun.   I dieted and worked out like crazy to get myself trim and sexy.  As sexy as a thirty’s mom can me.  Steven bought me a new wardrobe of cocktail dresses and evening wear that showed off my tits and long legs.  It was going to be a second honeymoon.  We even took some SCUBA lessons and earned our diving certificates.

Cancun was incredible, but within a few hours, my husband, Steven, was kneeling in the bathroom of our hotel room, hugging the porcelain throne.  He had the Mexican trots about as bad as it gets.  Steven was the only man I had ever been with.  Yes, I had let Joey Fisher touch my tits in ninth grade, but that was a bet and only lasted about twenty seconds.  I decided that if I was going to enjoy the romance of Cancun, I was going to have to think about a different cock.

I signed up for the diving tour and put on my new bikini.  I bought it for Steven and it was rather daring.  It barely covered my snatch, which I keep well-trimmed, but do not shave.  In the back it was little more than a string running up my ass and riding between my butt cheeks.  I worked hard in the gym getting that ass to display quality; I wanted to show it off.

The top was a good C cup, but I sport D’s that are right at the edge of D plusses.  The fabric covered my nipples, but not all of my tits. There was plenty of skin showing both in my cleavage and at the base of my tits, where they flared out from my chest.  Anyone standing beside me could get a clear view of most of my tit as it moved around in the thin fabric.

I felt terribly sexy and for the first time in a long-time, men were especially attentive to me.   Men have always been attracted to my big tits, but this was different.  They were looking me up and down and lusting after the whole package.  Some of the wives were not too happy with me and some of them were gorgeous.  The men were all dressed in bathing suits ranging from boxers to bikini briefs and the majority were sporting a little wood.

It was about a twenty-minute boat ride to the dive spot, which was in a sheltered part of the bay.  The dive master asked us to team up in the buddy system and there were two of us left over.  My husband was MIA in the bathroom and a hunk named Jason Evers was solo on the dive.

His wife was not a swimmer and he loved SCUBA.  We paired up and formed a dive duo.  Jason made it obvious that he was a fan of my curves and was unapologetic when he admired my body.  You are lovely he said.  My name is Jason Evers.  He extended his hand.  It would be my pleasure to dive with you.

We talked about diving and what I wanted to see.  This was my first open water dive, except for training and that was in a lake.  Today we were going to dive an ocean reef, with currents and waves and sharks and barracuda.  I was a little apprehensive.

Jason was an experienced diver and assured me he would take good care of me.  We made a list of what I wanted to see most and went over some signals in case one of us got into trouble.  I bent over to grab my SCUBA tank and Jake got a full view of my tits as they fell forward.  He leaned down to help me and got an even closer view.   He lifted my tank and we suited up.  Jason had no trouble with his tank; he slung it over his head like it was a feather, and then fastened the straps.

“How much weight do you need?” he asked.

“I don’t know.  This is my first ocean dive. “

“How much do you weigh?”

“Jason we just met.”

“I could guess but I would need a closer inspection” he teased.

“You have already inspected me close enough to make me blush” I quipped.

“I can’t help it.  You are gorgeous, and that suit calls to me” he replied.

“What does it say?” I asked.

“I think you know what it says” he answered.

“What would your wife think?” I asked.

“She would say you are beautiful and that she understands the male – female dynamic” he answered.

“Lucky you” I declared.

Jason picked up a weight belt and made a show of looking over every inch of me.  I blushed and poised for him, sticking my chest out.  We both laughed.

“What weight did you use in the lake?”

“Don’t remember.”

Jason grabbed some weights and make a guess.  It turned out to be a good guess, because when I got into the water, it was almost perfect.

Jake was behind me as we swam down to the ocean floor about sixty feet below.  I wondered how much of my womanly wares I was displaying as I kicked my legs back and forth.  That bikini was not much more than a string except for the part that covered my patch in front.  I don’t think they are designed to protect from prying eyes from below and behind.

We slowly worked our way around the corral head.  It was a wonderland.  There were thousands of fish in hundreds of colors and patterns.  A few barracuda hovered near the bottom; they just hung in the water like birds of prey.   I was watching a fish swim over the reef and suddenly it was in the jaws of a barracuda.  One single swish of its powerful tail had rocketed the animal twenty feet to grab the unsuspecting quarry.

The seabed was alive with life. Rays lay motionless in the sand and bottom feeders’ mover over the sand.  A shark cruised into view and just as quickly was gone.  A few minutes later a school of small dolphins cruised through.  I tried to swim with them, but they were too fast and quickly left the area.  I had barely made three strokes and they disappeared into the blue mist.

Jason was attentive and always nearby.  I know my suit was giving him ample opportunity to view my body in my skimpy bikini and I rather enjoyed his attention. Something happened as I rounded a corral head because the string to my top came untied and floated up toward the surface.  I was suddenly bare chested, my sizeable tits on full display.  My nipples stood up like tiny bullets.

Jason looked for a moment, obviously enjoying this unexpected surprise.  Then he retrieved my top and brought it to me.  I tried to put it back on, but the water and the lack of gravity made it much more difficult than on land.  Jason tried to help, at least I thought he was trying to help and ended up with a handful of my right breast.  He pulled his hand away like it was a hot potato, but not before it lingered just a few moments longer than necessary.

When we got back into the boat, Jason climbed in first and then helped me.  My top was not as tight as it had been before the dive, so Jason was again given a show.  He pulled me in, helped me off with my gear and we sat on the deck as the dive master collected our equipment and did whatever dive masters do.

I noticed that Jason had a slight problem and he sat down as quickly as possible.  He had a huge bulge in his trunks, which was not much more than a bikini itself.  Jason was ready to go and from the size of the bulge he was a world class competitor.  It made me wet to think that I did that to him.  I almost pushed my hand down my bikini bottom right there in front of everyone to rub myself.

I wondered how much room was in the ships head.  I think Jason would have headed that way if he had something to hold in front of him.

“That was incredible” I said.  “I want to go again.”

“Not today, we stayed down too long.  We have to let the nitrogen get out of our systems” Jason advised.

“Sorry about the show” I said.

“Don’t apologize, you are a beautiful woman and your breasts are delightful.  Glad I could help” he answered.

“You helped yourself to a handful” I teased.

Jason just smiled.

“Why don’t you join us for dinner tonight?  Come sit at our table and meet my wife.  You two will get along well” he assured.

“Let me see how Steven is feeling.”


Chapter 3

Steven was till hugging the plumbing facilities and did not seem to care about my ocean escapades.  I showered and spent some time making myself sexy and as presentable as possible.  I tried to tell Steven about my plans and he moaned a few Ok’s, but I don’t think any of it really sank in.

When I walked into the dining room, I wasn’t sure where this night was going to take me, but I was ready for anything and maybe anybody.  I glided across the floor, my long legs flashing from beneath my black gown.  It was ankle length but made of thin flowing material with a slit up the side almost to my waste.  Underneath I wore a thong that left almost no trace of a panty line.  I did not need stockings; my legs were tanned, and my skin had the olive hue of my Italian ancestors.

The dress did little to contain my D cups, that swayed as I walked.  The single strap over one shoulder was designed to accentuate my cleavage and to display my breasts whenever I leaned.  My dark brown hair, almost black, flowed around my shoulders.  I knew men were watching me and I concentrated on my poise and gave my hips a little extra swing.

Dinner was wonderful.  Steven’s company spared no expense and the chef put out a fancy feast.    We had several couples at our table along with Jason and his wife Jill.  Todd who was single and a young couple in their early twenties on their first excursion away from home, plus Adam and Shirley Fritz.

Adam looked like he just walked out of a GQ add and Shirley was a tall slim blonde the dripped sex appeal.  I however, had the biggest tits at the table.  The newlyweds seem to have eyes only for each other, but that did not stop the husband from rubbing his cock against me the one time we danced or from trying to sneak a feel of my breasts.

After dinner the band struck up and half of us headed for the dance floor.  Steven was not the only one sick, so there were random wives and husbands that were unattached for the night.  I spent most of the evening on the dance floor.  Every unattached male in the place made a run at me.  I had never had such attention and I drank a little too much wine.

I was so horny starting the evening that I was ready to fuck the next man I saw.  Our size problem aside, Steven and I had not made love in months.  He was so busy with business trying to qualify for this trip, that we just had no time.  So, there I was with a willing pussy and every loose male in the room was hitting on me and some of them were none too subtle about it.  Some would grind their hard cocks into my pelvis while dancing, others would pull me in tight and whisper filthy suggestions in my ear and a couple were just charming as hell.

To tell the truth, they all made me wet.  I just wanted a stiff cock that would fit better than Steven’s.  The rest was window dressing.   My body and my brain wanted to fuck like crazy, but the good girl in me kept screaming no!

The lust of my partners was contagious.  My cunt was literally oozing.  I kept expecting pussy juice to run down my leg and make a puddle on the floor.  I was surprised that my dance partners couldn’t smell it.  Maybe they could, they sure wanted to make their moves and I must have looked or maybe smelled like an easy target.  I had more cocks pushed up against me in that single night, that I had felt in my entire life.

I lost track of how many men I danced with and their faces all started to blur as did the feel of their throbbing pricks.  Every once in a while, Jason would cut in and check on me.  He was just as eager as all the others to hold me tight and sweep me out to the veranda for some quick action, but somehow, he was more polished about it.  I felt safer with him for some reason and I knew in my heart that if anyone was going to ram it to me tonight, it was going to be Jason Evers.

Toward the end of the evening most of my suitors had given up on me and found easier targets or went home dry or just sat down and got too drunk to care.  Jason was paying a lot of attention to me and I was practically melting into his arms.  We danced in a full body hug he ground his cock into my crotch, but not in a lurid or aggressive way.  He was gentler and more romantic in the way he did it.  In turn I worked my pelvis so that his cock was slowly massaged.

It stood stiff as a steel rod while we danced.  I slid both arms around his neck and crushed my tits into this chest.  His smell was a total turn on.  His male musk mixed with his after shave to give him a unique scent that spelled fuck me as it swirled around in my nostrils.

Jason let his hands wander up and down my back and dropped them to my ass periodically.  He never left them there, but he made sure to explore every inch of my butt cheeks.  His big hands felt incredible as they flowed over my ass and pulled our pubic areas even closer together.  I got a little carried away a couple of times and kissed his neck softly.  When his hands ventured over my ass for a quick exploration of my butt cheeks, I moaned softly.

Jason also liked to take liberties with my breasts.  His hands would slide up my side, brushing the sides of my breasts with the heel of his palms.  My nipples pulsed every time he did it.  I wondered if he could feel them pressing harder into his chest.  I lay in his arms floating in a cloud of sexual desire.  Jason was an excellent dancer and my body simply flowed with his every move.

My mind drifted and I imagined him fucking me.  That big cock of his satisfying me like I have never been satisfied before.  We were dancing slow, swaying to the music, but in my mind, we were going ninety miles a minute, filled with lust as he pounded into me without mercy.  I almost came right there on the dance floor.  I smiled at the thought of suddenly screaming and going into spasms right there in front of Steven’s whole company.

We were interrupted by Jill, Jason’s wife. “I am so sorry.  I got carried away” I declared.   My face flooded with the heat of embarrassment.

“Don’t worry about it honey, I’ve seen worse.  A bunch of us are heading out to a club.  You guys want to come?” she asked.

We all piled into a hotel limo and there were more passengers than seats.  Jill and Todd were already in and Jason and I were the last through the door.  Jason took the seat by the door and pulled me onto his lap.  The group was pretty drunk and pretty horny and more than a little liberal with their displays of affection.  I could feel Jason’s cock in his lap and I wanted to rub it in the worst way.

“Shouldn’t you be sitting with Jill?” I whispered.

“I think her focus is on other things” he observed.

I looked across the limo and Jill and Todd were deep in a French lip lock while his hands roamed freely over her ample bosom.

“That’s ok with you?” I asked.

“She does what she wants.  It excites me to see her having fun” he answered.

“So, who’s exciting you right now, my ass or her visuals?” I teased.

Jason laughed.  And pushed his hips up a little.  I felt his cock drill into my bottom. “That darling is all you” he declared.

Jason had his hand around my middle and began a slow massage of my stomach muscles.

“You have a nice tight stomach, you must workout” he offered.

“When I get the chance” I said.

In just a few moments his hands had moved to my breasts and massaged them with an expertise that I had never experienced.  My nipples stuck out like little springs and he pinched them between his fingers.

“Someone will see” I warned.  Pushing his hands down.

“No one is looking, and no one cares “Jason assured.

I looked around and everyone was making out.

I turned toward Jason and put my lips to his.  The first man besides my husband I had kissed in almost twenty years.  Our tongues flew past one another.  Mine plunged deep and explored his mouth eagerly.  He was much more expert.  I never knew there were pleasure spots in my mouth like there are in my cunt.  Somehow Jason brought me to a new level of excitement with just his tongue.

Then I felt his hand on my leg.  Jason has slipped his hand inside the slit in my dress and was massaging my inner thigh.  Way up my inner thigh.   I tried to protest, but his mouth felt so damned good.  His fingers moved up my thigh to my crotch.  He pushed my thin panties aside and ran his fingers along my cunny channel.

My pussy was on fire.  Jason’s touch was electric.  He pushed his fingers deep inside of me and I spread my legs to give him better access.  Our mouths were still locked in a deep French kiss, so all I could do was moan softly.

Jason had obviously done this before.  He knew right where to touch me.  He was amazingly tuned into my reaction.  He explored my cunt and quickly found just the right buttons.

Oh fuck.  I could not believe the sensations.  I had been fucking for fifteen years and thought I was pretty good at it, but Jason was evidently a master.  He chose one spot and focused all his attention there.  He was pumping his fingers in and out of me and hitting that same spot inside my cunt on each thrust.

Waves of heat flowed over me and I pushed my tongue as deep down his throat as I could.  I began to suck on his tongue like it was a cock and to move my hips to meet his thrusts.   We both increased the tempo and I could feel the sexual pressure boiling up inside of me, trying to erupt.

I was so far from the good girl that left Kansas two days ago.  I was in a car with people having sex or partial sex.  My legs were open for all to see and a man I had known for half a day was finger fucking me while I sucked on his tongue and pretended it was his cock.

“Oh God!   Oh God!”   I pulled my tongue back and buried my head into Jason’s neck pulling him tightly into me.  My hips shuttered and convulsed, and my cunt fluid flowed like a broken faucet.  I clamped my thighs together trapping his hand between my legs.  I may have cut off the blood flow to his hand.  My thighs muscles flexed into rock hard spasms.  They were so tight they could have easily cracked walnuts.

I was in a crowded car and I was cuming like a high school cheer leader.  In fact, I was a cheerleader and I never came like this.  This was a whole new level of pleasure and one that I never wanted to live without.  I realized that I had been doing it wrong.  Steven and I were not sexually compatible.  For fifteen years I had been missing the out and that was not fair.

“That was the first orgasm I have had in months” I whispered. “I am surprised it was not bigger.  It was intense.  So, fucking intense, but not as big as I thought it would be.  It was still the best I ever had.”

“I can make it bigger” he said, “moving his hand toward my pussy again.”

“No” I giggled and pushed his hand away.

“Maybe later” he whispered in my ear.

“Maybe” I said.  “Maybe”, but I knew that maybe meant yes.  It meant more than yes, it meant ‘you can’t leave me tonight until you fuck me for real’.

The night club was loaded and crowded, and the tequila flowed like water.  Never mix tequila and wine.  It makes you want to fuck anyone that smiles at you.

We danced for about an hour.  On the fast ones we rubbed bodies and were free with our hands.  On the slow ones we dry humped on the dance floor.  I danced with Jason most of the time, but Jill and I did switch off and I danced with Todd enough to know that his cock was even bigger than Jason’s.

It seemed to be understood that Jill was with Todd and Jason was with me, but that did not stop Todd and I from getting frisky when me partnered for a dance or string of dances.  Todd was light on his feet and could really cut the rug.  When we slow danced, I melted into him just like I had done with Jason and his hands roamed freely over my back and ass and the sides of my tits.  I felt his cock pushing against my crotch and I responded with equal pressure.

On one dance that was in between fast and slow I backed into Todd and we danced with my front to the rest of the dance floor and my ass shoved up against his cock.  I could feel his shaft slide up and down the sides of my ass cheeks and my cunt pulsed with need.  Todd slid his hands around me and explored my body from breast to groin.  He massaged my tits with total disregard for whoever was watching.   Then moved his hand to my crotch and pushed against my dress, massaging my clit.  I almost fell to my knees with pleasure.

I looked around and some people were watching, but most were doing pretty much the same thing.  The only person focused on us was Jason.  My first impulse was to push Todd away, but something in me wanted to show Jason what he was going to get.  To tease him and let him know the level of my arousal.

I locked eyes with Jason and he smiled.  I pushed my ass harder against Todd’s cock and increased the speed of my ass a little.  I put my hand over Todd’s hand on my tit and pulled it firmly to my breast.  I guided it over my tits and pulled it down so that it was cupping the right one.

I then grabbed his other hand and pushed it into my panties.   Todd played with my clit for a moment and then pushed his hand deeper.  Following the contours of my public region, he sank three fingers into my soaking pussy.  I arched into his fingers and reached my own hand around behind me and ran my fingers up and down the length of his cock.  I found that his suite pants were thin enough for me to massage the head of his cock with my fingertips.

The whole time Jason and I were locked in a lustful eye to eye exchange.  He liked to see woman at the edge of control and I was giving him one.  I was definitely at my tipping point.  The right words and the right touch and I would have kicked off my tiny panties and fucked any male in the room right in front of everyone.  When he was done, I might even have taken on the next and the next until I was completely exhausted.  I had never been so totally consumed by sexual urges and wanton desires.

The booze and the male attention and lust and my own unsatisfied needs had taken me to a place that I didn't know existed.  I was ripe for the taking.  Hell, I was begging to be taken.

Luckily the music ended, and Jill swung Jason around, so we lost eye contact.  Flushed with embarrassment and arousal, I thanked Todd and pushed his hands away from my private areas.  I also gave his cock one last loving rub.  Todd had grown during the dance.  I thought he was big before, now he was huge.

“Sorry” I laughed “I got a little carried away.”

Todd grinned.  “Anytime pretty girl.  Anytime!”

We sat down and ordered another round.  I was boiling.  I felt like a furnace was inside me.  I downed an ice chilled margarita must faster than I should, which only plunged me deeper into my sex crazed stupor.

“That was quite a show you and Todd put on.  I was getting jealous” said Jill.

“Sorry, Jill I just got carried away.  I’ve never felt this free before.  Steven would kill me for the stuff I have done tonight” I answered.

I was sitting next to Jason and I felt his hand on my bare thigh.  I spread my legs to give him better access and he pulled my black sheer panties down.  I raised my ass to help him and in an instant, they were laying on the floor under the table.

His hand returned to my crotch and he played with my pussy as I sipped what was left of my drink.  I slid my hand under the table and rubbed his cock through his pants.  Jill and Todd didn’t seem to notice or care.  They had their own hand games going and they must have been pretty good, because I saw Jill close her eyes and bite her lip.

Let’s get out of here Jason announced.


Chapter 4

We looked around for the others and they had either faded into the club or gone elsewhere.  So, Jason and I and Jill and Todd climbed into a Limo of our own and headed back. Jason handed the driver a $50 and told him to close the window and take the long way back.

Jill and Todd were already at it.  Her top was undone, and her tits were hanging out.  They weren’t as big as mine, but she had a great rack.  Todd’s mouth was glued to her breasts, flicking his tongue over her nipples and running his hands over whatever was not in his mouth.  Jill had hiked up her skirt and she was playing with her pussy.

Todd quickly replaced Jill’s hand with his own and was pumping away at her cunt with the same fingers that had been up mine.  I remember wondering if it had been washed or if my cunt juices were going into Jill.

I was sitting next to Jason; we were both facing Jill and Todd watching the show.  I had my head leaned against his shoulder and Jason had an arm around me and one tit in his hand, gently playing with my nipple.  He unzipped his pant and let his cock spring straight up.  God it was marvelous.

He was not that much longer than Steven, but he was a hell of a lot wider.  I could not close one hand around it and I have long fingers.  I immediately started stroking it, running my hand up and down.  It pulsed and throbbed in my hand and I could feel my cunt flex, like it was searching for something to fill it.

Jill had pulled Todd’s cock out and it was huge.  Thick and long and it put Jason’s to shame.  I almost felt like hiding Jason’s, so no one would see his tiny, big cock.  Jill teased it with her fingers, then leaned forward and took the whole thing into her mouth.

She shifted her position, paused a minute and plunged the full length of his cock into her mouth.  She went right up to the hilt; her lips were touching his pubic hair.  She had to have most of it down her throat because her mouth was not that deep.

I was on fire sexually, but I was not too far gone not to be amazed at the mechanics of the situation.  Jesus, Jill must be a real pro. I could never compete with her in the blow job department.  I could not figure out where the rest of that huge cock went.  It had to be down her throat.

Jill worked Todd’s cock a few minutes and it seemed to grow even bigger.  Jill was really getting into it, but Todd stopped her and raised her head.  That’s incredible Baby, but I want to cum in your pussy.  He did not have to tell Jill twice, she leaned back in the seat, spread her legs and guided that monster into her glistening hole.

She teased her opening with a few strokes and gasp from the pleasure.  She then nodded at Todd and said “Now big boy.  Give it to me.”

Todd flexed his hips and buried his impressive length into Jill waiting pussy.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh.”  She moaned and pushed toward him, taking him in a little deeper.  “Jesus.  That’s incredible” she gasped, grabbing at the limo seat upholstery; the look on her face was a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Todd set up a rhythm and ploughed in and out of Jill’s pussy.  She met every plunge with an up thrust of her own hips and whimpered each time he rammed in a deep stroke.

Jason was mesmerized, as was I.  I continued to stroke his cock but was somewhat distracted by the Jill and Todd show.  Jason’s cock was slippery from pre-cum and I wanted to put my mouth on it and lick it dry, but I did not want to take my eyes off the pounding Jill was getting.  Todd was a true cocksman and had a really big sword.

They fucked like that for what seemed forever.  He rammed, and she moaned and grunted and rolled her eyes.  Jill was in a trance. She was somewhere in sex land getting her pussy polished.  Where ever she was, she wasn’t in the car.  She seemed to be running on automatic.  Like when you get caught in a wind storm and there is nothing you can do except hang on and wait for it to blow itself out.

Well Todd gave no sign of blowing out.  The guy was an animal. Pound, pound, pound.  He just kept going, like he was a fucking machine and he would thrust until someone pulled his plug.

I started thinking about that massive thing in me.  Pumping in and out of my pussy.  Putting me in some strange sexual   trance.  Would I ever want it to stop?  Jason was a sexy guy, but Todd was a brute and I discovered that I liked brutes.  Especially if he could pound me into a sex coma.

I stole a glance at Jason and he smiled at me, but we both went right back to watching Todd pump Jill.  I hoped Jill could take the pounding.  She was not the biggest girl around.  Jill was actually kind of dainty.  I had no doubt that Todd could solve my size problem.  My new enlarged pussy would easily squeeze around old Todd and I would gladly make it worth his while.

I was getting very distracted and my hand was only giving Jason’s cock a perfunctory stroke now and then.   I felt Jason take over the task and begin to pump himself must faster than I had.

Eventually Jill opened her eyes and started to urge Todd on.  “Come on Baby.  Pump me.  Shove that cock all the way in.  Oh my god you are so big” she yelled.

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”.  Jill arched and spasmed and clung to Todd.

Todd kept pumping into Jill’s limp body.  In just a few seconds she recovered and was thrusting against him matching his rhythm.  “Cum for me Baby.    Shoot it all in.  I need it Baby” she demanded.

Jill slid her hands around and grabbed Todd’s ass.  She raked her nails in his butt cheeks and I could see the red traces of where her fingers had been.  Todd jerked at the pain and rammed Jill even harder.  Jill found his butt hole and worked her finger in.

“Oh, Jill I’m close I’m goanna cum” Todd moaned.

“Me too Baby.  Ram it in hard.  Give it all to me” pleaded Jill.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

“God, Fuck, Jesus”, their moans and shouts mixed in a chorus of expletives and whimpers.  They clung to one another.  I imagined what it felt like to have that giant cock squirting warm cum deep, deep into my channel.  They clasp their bodies together for a moment then fell apart and rested where they landed.  They were sweaty and spent and smelling of mixed sex fluids.  The whole back of the limo smelled like an orgy.

Jason was still stroking his cock and I pushed his hands away.  “Don’t waste that.  I need you to fuck me,” I demanded.

I kissed him torridly, hungrily.  Our mouths longing for intimacy.  My hand felt for his cock and massaged it slowly.  I lowered my lips to his cock and swirled my tongue around the head and gently sucked on it.  I pushed his cock as far into my mouth as I could and fucked it with mouth about five or six strokes.   I felt the gentle pressure of Jason’s hand on the back of my head, urging me deeper.

Instead I rose up, pushed the slit in my dress aside to expose my pussy and climbed on to Jason’s cock.  I took his prick in my hand and teased my opening.  Rubbing in up and down my cunt channel, letting my pussy know that intense pleasure was only moments away.  Then I guided it in and put all my weight on it.

I gasped as it slid in deep, forcing my cunt lips farther apart than they had ever been.  “Oh God.  Oh God.  That feels so good.  You are much bigger than Steven.”

Jason smiled and began to pump.  God, I had never felt such pleasure.  “Oh fuck.” I moaned as I came almost immediately.

It was not a big one, but extremely intense.  Just a short shutter in my body and a few spasms in my pussy.

“Oh God!”  I wondered how often those were going to happen.  They were not as long as the ones Steven delivered, but they sure as hell were better.  I wondered how many types of orgasm I had.

“Holly Fuck!”  Shivers of pleasure coursed thru me with every stroke.  I pulled up until Jason’s rod was almost out of me.  His cock head barely penetrating, just poised at my entrance.  Then I dropped down, shifting all my weight and feeling that incredibly thick cock plunge into me.  Jesus what ecstasy.

Steven would hit a pleasure spot inside me every once in a while, but never consistently.  But fucking Jason, was like sitting on liquid fire with every stroke.  My cunt walls gripped his hard cock and shot shards of ecstasy up through my body.

I closed my eyes and focused on the pure animal elation of fucking.  I started to understand where Jill had gone for a few moments and I hoped Jason’s cock was big enough to send me there too.

Sitting on Jason’s rock-hard rod, I realized that I was in control.  I could change the angle of penetration and reach different parts of my cunt.  If I leaned way back or thrust my hips forward at the right instant, Jason’s cock head would hit my G spot.  If I straightened up, it would go in deeper and if I leaned forward it rubbed against the back of my cunt walls.  That was not exactly the G spot.  But it was immensely pleasurable.

When I rotated my pelvis, I would get a very difference sensation.  I also tried rocking back and forth on his stiff prick.  That was fun and hit both the back and front cunt walls.  God I could do this forever.  How did I miss this?

Every girl should get fucked proper when she is young so that she knows what to look for.  If I had had a master lover when I was sixteen, Steven would have been toast the first time he touched my pussy.

I couldn’t believe that I had been fucking for over seventeen years and had never experimented with the simplest stuff.  I must have ridden Steven’s dick a thousand times and it never occurred to me to change the angle of penetration or change the pace.  Our sex had become so mechanical, it could have been computer programmed.

While I rode his cock, Jason busied himself with my tits.  He had unzipped the back of my gown and pulled it down to my waist.  My tits were swinging free and Jason was acting like a kid at Disneyland.  His hands and mouth were all over my breasts.

It was like he could not decide the best way to play with them, so he was trying everything.  He finally started to suck the crap out of them and filled his mouth with as much of my tit as would fit, while he massaged the leftovers with his hands.

Eventually I quit experimenting and began to ride Jason’s shaft in earnest.  I found an angle that rubbed his thick rod right over my G-spot and then I settled in for some serious fucking.

I hit it on both the up and down strokes and the pleasure built to an almost intolerable extreme.  The sensation became so intense that I had to change the angle on the outstroke to numb it a little, then use my weight to force myself down so that his cock head scrapped right along my inner cunt wall and hit the G-spot directly.  That left me shuddering on each plunge and my pussy constantly tingling.

It was also having an effect on Jason because he started to moan continuously and thrust up to meet me in violent jerks that lifted me off his lap.

I don’t know how long we fucked that way, slamming against each other in a sexual frenzy.

Jason had almost tossed me off and I was at the tip top of his cock head, when I felt him let go.  He yelled and held me tight as I slammed all the way down his cock length and when his sperm hit my pussy walls it felt like a fire hose had been turned on.

Somewhere on the down stroke I cut loose with my own climax and by the time my butt hit his balls I was jerking uncontrollably.  My cunt spasmed around Jason’s cock and milked it as it emptied into me in a series of high-powered squirts.

I clung to Jason and just shook.  I barely had the strength to hold myself up and my legs and groin area were quivering and trembling.  It took a long time for me to recover and I clung to Jason for support all the way back to the hotel.

When we got back to the hotel, Jill and Todd disappeared, presumably to Todd’s room for more sex. I was still shaking from the most powerful climax of my life and Jason had to help me out of the car.

We went to Jason’s room and fucked like teenagers.  He made me cum with his hands, his mouth and his dick and then did it all over again.  He even tried my ass, but I chickened out.  I thought his cock was way too wide for that trick.  However, he did shove a butt plug up my ass and then fuck me doggy style.

That’s when I came the hardest.  It made me understand why women rave about the double penetration.  Two cocks sliding along adjacent canals, with just a thin membrane in between.  God Damn.  Something like that could make you cum forever.  Just lay there in bed and spasm for the rest of your life.

It did make me think of a way Steven could make me cum.  If we stuck a big dildo in my snatch and needle dick pumped my ass that should work.  I seriously considered this solution for a few minutes until I realized it would be such a severe blow to Steven’s manhood that our relationship would never be the same again.

The best part of the evening was when Jason taught me to ride the rail.  God what fun!

I staggered into our hotel room at around 2:00 AM.  Steven was still sick but was well enough to have some questions.

“I was worried.  Where the hell have you been?” he demanded.

My cunt ached, and my legs were like rubber.  I reached out to steady myself on the dresser.

“Are you drunk?” he asked.

“Ya a little.  We all went to a nightclub and I mixed dinner wine with tequila.  I missed you so much honey” I gushed.

“Ok.  Sorry I am missing all the fun” Steven groaned and rolled over.

I stripped off my dress and stuffed it away.  Then I put on a respectable nightgown and crawled into the other bed.  With Steven so sick we had decided to sleep apart, until he was well.  I lay in the dark for a moment, thinking about what I had done.  My hand moved over my mound and across my cunt.  It was still wet and still oozing Jason’s cum.  I sighed and fell asleep.


Chapter 5
 

The next day Jason, Jill, Todd and I took a bus to the Maya ruins.  It was awesome.  An ancient city at the edge of an azure sea.  The central pyramid was almost a hundred feet high with steep steps all the way to the top. The view from the top was breathtaking.

It was an entire city of stone.  There were hundreds of rock buildings and dark tunnels.  The air was hot, as you would expect in Yucatan Mexico, but some of the tunnels were cooler.  There was also a sweat chamber. 

I wore a sundress that displayed my tits to the max as well as my long tan legs.  The sheer panties underneath were probably a little too naughty for the length of the dress, but what the fuck.

Todd could not take his eyes off of me and the more his eyes poured over me, the wetter my cunt got.  I was afraid all that moisture would start running down my leg.

When we got off the bus, I grabbed Todd’s hand and headed for the main pyramid.  Jill looked a little stunned, but I smiled and shrugged, and Jason said, “Have fun”.

As we walked away, I heard Jill say.  “Come on Hun, let’s find some place private and see if she broke your dick.”

Todd and I explored for about an hour and he put his hands on me at every opportunity.  We were climbing in and out of tunnels and through rock doorways and climbing steep steps, so there was plenty of chance for contact as we helped each other navigate the rock maze that was this ancient city.

We found a small chamber down a tunnel and both decided it was a perfect place to fuck.  Maybe the ghosts of dead Mayans were channeling us or maybe we both hit our horny limit at the same time.  For whatever reason, we were all over each other.  Todd loved my tits and quickly freed them for closer inspection and affection.  I went straight for that monster he kept in his pants.

I unzipped his shorts and began to massage it with both hands.  Todd moaned, and it grew even bigger.  In what seemed like one fluid motion, Todd skinned off my panties.  He pushed his fingers into my cunt and they slid in like a knife through butter on a hot day.  My cunt was already soaking.  I literally climbed on Todd’s cock, spreading my legs as wide as I could to take all of him in. “Jesus Fuck.  That is so big” I gasped.

Todd was halfway in and I thought that was all I could take.  He drew out a little and then pushed back in.   It went a little farther.   I was so horny I just kept pushing my cunt onto his cock.  Todd gave a powerful flex to his hips and slid all the way in.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Lord God” I moaned.

Todd started pounding his meat into me and I met him thrust for thrust.  Todd not only had a big cock, but he had stamina.  With the cunt pressure that must be on his cock, most men would be shooting on entry.  Not Todd.  He just rammed and rammed and rammed some more.  Every fiber of my body was screaming with lust.  I was fucking Todd with the same intensity he was fucking me.

His cock felt incredible.  Every cell in my cunt was tingling and shooting pleasure signals to my brain.  I started cuming.  Not a great big earth-shattering cum.  But little micro cums that lasted only a few seconds, but that were extremely intense.  So intense that they emptied my lungs.

I gasp for air at the end of each micro- organism.  They were coming faster and faster and I had trouble breathing I took deep breaths and sucked in as much air as I could, only to have my lungs emptied a second later.  My body began to spasm and tremble and Todd kept pumping.

“Oh God.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.   Ehhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Christ.  Fuck” My screams echoed in the narrow chamber and the sound was amplified.  It was all around us.

“I am cuming” gasped Todd.

Somehow, I found enough air to urge Todd on. “Fuck me Baby, Fuck me hard.  Fill my cunt Todd.  Fuck me with your huge cock.  Of Christ you are enormous.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

Todd gave one last thrust and exploded inside me.  His cum shot deeper into me that I thought possible.  I thought for just a second it might come out my mouth.  Todd carried quite a load.  I thought it would never stop.  His cock pulsed repeatedly and with every pulse more sperm filled my cunt.  It felt fantastic as it pressed against my cunt walls life a flexing fire hose.

We clung to each other.  Todd’s cock emptying into me.  I felt it stop pumping sperm, but it stayed hard.  I flexed my cunt muscles and they massaged his stiff cock.

“Oh my god.  Can you do that all the time or is that me?” I asked.

“It’s partly you.  It takes a really hot lover.  Jill didn’t do it to me” he answered.

“Well that is a nice complement, but my ass hurts from these rocks and my cunt has been stretched to its limit and it’s hot as hell in here and I could hardly breathe for few minutes there.  I need to rest and recoup, so tell the big boy to get back in your pants and let me tidy up” I said.

…………………………..

The Mayan city overlooked a sheltered bay that had a shallow channel and a number of reefs.  I switched into my bikini and Jason and I went snorkeling.

The reefs were awesome and there were a number of sea turtles in the area.  We swam with them for a long time.  They were so awkward on land, fighting for every step on the beach, but totally at home in the water.   They would cut effortless through the water faster than I could swim and then pop leisurely to the surface and lounge in the sun.

A massive manta ray glided past on giant silent wings.   It was huge.  Wider than my house. I wanted to ride it, but Jason stopped me.  We swam with it for several minutes as it slowly soared over the narrow channel, casting an ominous, but harmless shadow on the reef below.

Jason suggested we rest, so we blew enough air into our safety vests to hang at the surface and lay back and bask in the sun, just like the turtles.  I closed my eyes and floated lazily on the gentle waves.  After a while, I felt fingers working up my leg toward my passion pit.

Jason pulled me to him and I felt a hand close over my stomach, then quickly slide up under my bikini top and massage my breasts.  I melted into him and reached behind me to run my hand along his stiff rod and free it from his shorts.

Jason spun me around so that we faced one another, then pulled my legs wide so that they wrapped around his waist.  He pushed aside my bikini bottoms and rubbed my slit with his hard shaft.  At first, he just teased it, but suddenly I was impaled. He sank it in deep and started a long slow pump.  Something about the warm ocean water added to the spice of it all and his cock felt larger than before.

The water helped support us and we bumped and pumped against each other in long lazy strokes.  It was a position we could never do on land, but the buoyancy of the water made it easy.  It lacked the urgency of a normal fuck; each stroke was exquisite, and we savored every moment of his cocks prolonged journey up and down my love channel.

Eventually, gradually, lust began to overrule sensation and we began to pump furiously.  Flailing like two fish caught in the shallows.  I knew I was building to a special once in a lifetime climax, but it stayed just out of reach.

At the end I was really slamming against him, riding his cock like a crazed cowgirl and Jason was struggling to keep this dick inside of me. Every once in a while, I would gulp in some sea water and it would break my concentration.

“Oh God I am cuming and it is going to be giant”, I yelled.  Jason let go himself, when he felt me cut loose, but he was still hard, and I continued to ride him, but at a much slower pace and I squeezed my cunt walls to milk every last drop of his hot sperm.

We rested for a few minutes, then continued our exploration.  The tide was going out and the currents in the channel were picking up, so we worked our way toward shore and waded part of the way back to the beach.

……………………………….

Toward evening we were served an elegant dinner on the beach complete with torch light and beach campfires.  After eating our fill, Todd and I slipped off for a stroll in the moonlight and found a quiet spot to get naked.

I dropped my sundress and we used it as beach blanket.  I finally got a good look at Todd’s monster.  It had been pretty dark in the ruins.  Jesus, it must weigh several pounds.

I had barely reached out to touch it when it grew right before my eyes into something almost frightening.  I knew it would fit, because I had already enjoyed it, but it still scared me.

Todd went down on me to warm me up, which really wasn’t necessary.  I had been wet since I hit Mexico.  Todd might be hung like a stallion, but he was also no amateur in the tongue department.  It did not take him long to have me screaming and pushing his head into my gash.

Finally, I groaned.  “Fuck me, God damn it.  I want that monster inside me.”

That was Todd’s queue to bypass any further foreplay and go straight to fucking.  He lay the head of his cock against my opening and dropped on me with all his weight.  I gasped and almost came on entry.

Then we both began to thrust.  He slammed down, and I slammed up.  I thought my pussy was going to split, but it felt incredible.

I started to cum after only a few strokes, but Todd when into his power stroke mode and pounded me for several minutes.  I locked my legs around him, pushed my cunt up to meet him and came like a slut in a B movie.

Eventually Todd exploded inside of me and I had my big one.  Todd rolled off of me breathing hard.  The tropical palms swaying overhead, the ocean breeze cooling us off.  It was truly a moment to remember.

After a few minutes of rest, Todd stroked my pussy until it flooded moisture.  Then he rolled over and fucked me again.

On the bus home I sat with Todd behind Jason and Jill.  We were in the rear, pretty much by ourselves.  I was quiet and having a little discomfort.  My cunt was sore from Todd’s pounding and still dripping with cum.  I was feeling a little pain, but also thinking about what a slut I had become.

Jill turned in her seat and looked at me.  She smiled and said.  Hurts huh?

I smiled, then giggled and we all laughed.   Everyone knew Todd had fucked me royal.  I wondered who knew that I also fucked Jason.


Chapter 6
 

The next day I went diving again but was the odd man out.  Jason had gone off with Jill.  The dive master tried to team me up with a couple from Wisconsin, but I had other ideas.  The captain had been running around the boat for two days in next to nothing trunks that did little to hide a sizeable sausage.  So, I asked if he would dive with me.

“See Senorita.  It would be my pleasure” he responded.  “Give me a moment to suit up.”

Paco new the reef well and took me to some incredible spots. He showed me a giant purple sea face.  It was huge.  I started to go closer to get a good luck at its base, when Paco held me back.  I turned to where he was pointing, and I would have been inches from a giant moray eel, which was lurking at the entrance to a small coral cave.

Paco led me in an out of the rock and coral.  We paused and let a shark glide by.  Then swam under an arch filled with thousands of fish. I had never seen such colors.  Paco found an octopus and showed me how to hold it.  It tried to wrap around my hand, but Paco pulled it off and it jetted away in a puff of ink.  He was a wonderful guide and I got to see much more with him that I did when Jason and I were exploring hunt and miss.

When we surfaced, we had gotten to be friends.  I was not sure how that happened in a soundless world where we never spoke a single world.  But we were somehow much closer.  He asked me if I wanted to take a sunset cruise and I eagerly agreed.

The ocean was incredible that evening.  The sea had calmed, and warm tropical air rushed over us as the boat cut cleanly through the water.  I stood beside Paco on the upper bridge, the wind blowing my hair.   I had worn a gold bikini that accentuated my olive skin.  It was the skimpier of the two and left most of my tits exposed.

Paco slid his arms around me and ran his hands over my flat stomach.   I had spent a lot of time in the gym in preparation for this trip.  I pressed back into him and guided his hand over my breasts.  He seemed to love my jugs, because he spent a lot of time massaging them and playing with my nipples. They were rock hard, like two small penises.  They ached and pulsed, and I thought they were going to poke right through my bikini top.

Paco pulled my bikini string and it fell to the deck.  I felt behind me and slid my hand down into his trunks and wrapped my hand around his big brown cock.  He was uncircumcised, and it felt like a giant snake.  I held it for a moment.  Squeezing it gently and then I began to stroke it lovely.  Caressing every inch of it.

I felt Paco pull my bottoms down and I kicked them off and spread my legs.  He slipped it in easily.  I was soaking wet.  I leaned forward a little, bracing myself with my hand.  After that gentle entrance he began to fuck me in earnest.

Our bodies were locked in lust.   The boat speeding over the water, the wind blowing in our faces, my hair bellowing and swirling around.  He fucked me hard and long, his cock penetrating almost as far inside me as Todd’s.

Paco not only had a big dick, but he also had stamina and he took me in long powerful thrusts.  His balls slapped against my ass and his hands squeezed and massaged my tits the whole time. I don’t know how many times I came.  I remember screaming at the silent sea, my moans dashed away by the wind.

Finally, Paco hit me with a thrust that literally lifted me off my feet and he held me there, balancing on his cock, like I was straddling a fence.  I felt his warm cum fill my cunt and shoot deep into my cavities.  Like lava flowing from a great volcano.   Paco was not a big man and I wonder where he kept all that wonderful fluid.  It seemed to pump into me forever.

Eventually it stopped, and his dick went limp and slipped out.  I turned and gave him a deep kiss with lots of tongue.  Our bodies clinging together.  “You are an amazing lover” I whispered.

“And you Senorita” he replied.

Paco anchored the boat in a small harbor and we swam the hundred yards to shore in the nude.  We held hands as we walked a secluded beach, the sun set brilliant over the jungle trees.  We played in the surf and went at each other again right at the water’s edge.  We rolled around lusting after each other’s bodies, but I finally ended up on the bottom with Paco ramming his cock into me again with long, powerful strokes.

I felt like Debra Carr in “From Here to Eternity”.  Paco was not exactly Burt Lancaster, but he had his attractions and he definitely knew what to do with his big dick.  I spread my legs as wide as possible and wrapped them around Paco’s back.  About every third or fourth stroke he would ram into me at the same time as a wave washed gently over us.  His cock and the water would both hit my cunt at the same time, sending shivers of please pulsing through my body.

Oh God, Paco was a real animal.  He was a lot like Todd.  He just kept pounding that cock into my willing pussy again and again and again.  Over and over he rammed it to me.   I felt like I was fucking him and the tropic sea at the same time.  I came so hard my stomach muscles tightened in pain.  Like when you do too many sit ups.

…………………………………………………………

When I got back to the hotel, I buzzed our room to check on Steven.   He was still out for the count.  Then I called Todd.  This was my last night in Mexico and I wanted to make it memorable.  He was just dressing for dinner, but I asked if he had time for a quickie.  He said he was meeting some people but could be a little late.

Todd pounded me for at least a half an hour.  He loved my bikini and dove right in.  He begged for a titty fuck, so that is where we started.  Then he jumped on missionary, but soon flipped me over and went doggy on me.  He didn’t say anything about another’s man cum in my pussy, but he also did not go down on me.

I kissed Todd goodbye with the best tongue kiss I had and promised to see him next year.  My cunt was sore, my bottom bruised and my legs were rubbery.  All I wanted was to fall into bed, my bed.  Jason’s room turned out to be near mine, because I caught him coming out of it and we almost bumped into each other.

“I hope I will see you at dinner” he exclaimed.

“I think its room service, tonight” I declared.  “I have had quite a day.”

“But you cannot leave without at least one more little fling.” He objected.

Before I had time to think, he had reopened his door and pulled me into his room.  “Jill is out having fun” he said.

I immediately thought of Todd in a hurry and wondered if he had time to wash my pussy juice off his prick before Jill sucked on it.

It took Jason only a second to rid me of my beach robe.  “Oh my God.  I have not seen this one.  You look amazing.  You were made for bikinis” he observed.

I felt like a model, because I just stood there while he eye fucked me as he stripped out of his evening wear and then stood nude before me.  His cock standing straight out.  He took my hand and led me to the bed.

Turns out Jason was looking for more than a quickie.  He had some serious fucking in mind.   I wasn’t sure I was up to it.  If I had started fresh, I would have been more than willing, but I was tired and bruised and I thought, out of climaxes.

But Jason was an expert lover.  Much better than Todd or Paco in the technique categories.   I think their big dicks gave them an advantage, so they did not have to master those little subtleties that can send a woman screaming into a sexual rage.

It wasn’t long before Jason had me thrashing and climbing the walls and begging him to fuck me harder.  I don’t know where I got the energy, but there were a few moments there when Jason wasn’t keeping up and I was rather demanding about being properly serviced.

Jason stuck his dick in every orifice I had but refused to go down on me. There was no way he was going to stick his tongue into that witch’s brew.

I even let him ram his huge cock up my ass.  I got so turned on I said fuck it and we went for it.  Jason took his time and eased it in and I went wild.  God, I loved it.  Not sure Todd’s or Paco’s would have fit, but after the first thrust, Jason fit just fine.

We pumped and stroked and sucked each other for an hour and a half.  Took a break for a light dinner from room service and went back at it for another hour.

I barely remember returning to my own room.  I must have waddled, because I could not have walked.  My cunt throbbed from both pain and pleasure.  I crawled into bed, my cunt full of cum from three different men.  I remember thinking before I fell deep asleep.  Steven, get me home.  If I stay another night in Mexico, it might be four tomorrow.


Post Log

When we got back home, I tried to coax Steven into some experimentation.  I couldn’t just spring on him all I had learned.  But he showed no interest in changing our sex routine.

He likes the predictability of our little ritual. There is a shortage of foreplay, then he climbs on and shoots his wad and acts like he is a real man.  It’s great for Steven, but it makes me just a sperm receptacle.  One of those pussies in a tube would work just as well.

I bent over backwards to make sex work with Steven and in my heart, I want to be faithful to our marriage.  But I have desires and needs.  Especially now that I know what true pleasure is and how intense it can be.  I miss it and I need it and I hope I don’t have to choose between a little sport fucking and my life with Steven.

I love Steven and I love my kids and my life.  But I am a woman and I have needs.  Intense needs.

********

If you like my story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM
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Visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Other books by Johnson Stiff include the following:

Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined, and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series)

Taking the Supper Club Wives #1 – Beth, Business Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #2 – Jenny, Networking Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #3 – Page, Submissive Sex (Coming soon!)

Taking the Supper Club Wives #4 – Sarah, Sex Lessons

Taking the Supper Club Wives #5 – Cheryl, Fantasy Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #6 – Monica, Sneaky Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #7 – Trudy, Revenge Sex
 

Snowbound with Two MILFs (a Supper Club Sequel)   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  Two years later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried, they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.     

Taking the Niece (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  Ryan and Melanie Phillips are young, well to do and into sexual games.  Melanie’s niece Cheryl is almost as beautiful as Melanie, but she has a younger, fresher body.  Cheryl has turned eighteen and is now old enough to play with the adults.  Cheryl has always been hot for Ryan.  Is the stage set for sexual tension or adventure?

The Stripper Next Door  Julie Cox, the sweet girl next door and baby sitter to my two boys has turned into a stunningly attractive woman and is paying her way through college working at the local gentlemen’s club.   She has also made it clear that her sexual preference is me.   Julie is still a virgin, but if I don’t give in to Julie’s sexual demands, she will start passing her favors around at the strip joint.  To complicate matters, Julie’s best friend, who is even more strikingly sensual that Julie, is looking to turn Julie’s and my passion, into a three-way.

Taken in Cancun  A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

MILF at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt   Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

Double or Nothing  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blonde at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Punishing Kathy   Kathy is nineteen and a bit of an exhibitionist.  She interns at a powerful wall street firm and teasing the boss with her short skirts is one of her kinks.  Quite unintentionally, Kathy has made a few regulatory transgressions and jail could be in her future.  Because of the high cost of sexual harassment lawsuits, her boss has a rule about handling the help. However, pretty Kathy is no in a position to complain.  Will her troubles disappear if she lets him do more than look at her perfect ass?   (This is a short one – 2800 words – a Quick, but Hot Read).

Protecting Linda   Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long-toned legs.

Tonight, was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust. 


Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare. 

My Barber the MILF   Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns that she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.  

Doing Barbie   Jim and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Jim.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Jim was concerned.

Blonde in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for armed service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Vietnam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what Cheryl needs. 

Coaching Casey   Casey Stokes was a late bloomer and as she turned eighteen, she transformed from a geeky, gawky teenager into a beautiful, sexy swan.  Dan was her employer, her friend and a much older man.  Casey and Dan talked about everything: art, history, philosophy, music, science, computers.  But when the conversation turned to sex, a subject in which Casey was completely void of experience and perspective, things began to get out of hand.

Casey had never even kissed a boy.  She ached to be a player and her new wardrobe of short skirts and revealing tops were getting her a lot of attention.  But what Casey desperately needed was guidance and practice on carnal matters.  Who better to mentor her in the art of love and love making than her trusted friend Dan.

This is a quick, sexy read about loss of innocence and sexual exploration.  Enjoy.

Forgotten Desire   Angela is a busty blond MILF.  She has been a perfect wife and mother for more than ten years, but when she finds herself surrounded by an assortment of studly, young construction workers remodeling her pool area, she can’t resist greeting her guests in her skimpiest bikini.

A little harmless exhibitionism to spice up her dull suburban existence quickly turns a bit more carnal and who better to join the fun than her BFL from her wild college days.  As the girl’s progress from gratuitous flashes of womanly flesh to playful touchy feely, forgotten desires boil up and their games quickly become a full contact sport with everyone joining the party.

This is an adult read with graphic depictions of numerous sex acts, including sex with multiple partners.

Someone to Trade   If you are into brunettes, Maria Lee is your fantasy come to life.  Five eight or nine, long luscious legs, oversized breasts that hold themselves up as if by magic, bronze skin tone, waist length straight black hair, flashing black eyes, the high cheek bones of a fashion model and lips that were made to swallow a cock.  Maria is a walking wet dream.  Pure sex on the hoof and she loves to fuck.

The only problem with Maria is that she is married to my best friend, Jeff.  Imagine my joy when I discovered they were swingers.  Unfortunately for me, I am single, and I have no one to trade.

The MILF Twins   January and Julie are stunning brunettes.  They are hot, sexy and absolutely identical.  Jan has always been the more adventuress.  Divorced and jilted by her lover for a bi-sexual male, Jan envisions a future less eventful than her past.     However, after years of a stale marriage and an underperforming spouse, Julie yearns for some carnal exploits of her own. 

They switched in high school and they switched in college, why not switch again.  Julie realizes that she can live her every fantasy and have any man she wants.  Also, she has to do is act like her sister, literally.

My Hot Wife’s Dark Desire   Staci Roan’s career as a television reporter was flagging, until she treated her viewers to a peek at her white silk panties at the juncture of her long sexy legs.  As planned her ratings shot up, but so did her libido.  It excited Staci to display her personal charms.  However, when she flashed her guest Howard Winthrop, the black football all-star, turned billionaire and world class womanizer, Staci’s innocent teasing quickly turned into carnal cravings.    The lovely Staci had secretly longed to be taken by a handsome black man and to be completely dominated.   Howard Winthrop was as big and black and as dominate as they come and he found Staci, irresistible.

Melting the Ice Queen   Hillary Stone is a beautiful enticing woman, but she is also the neighborhood prude.  She dresses conservatively, shuns male advances and fakes her orgasms.  Hillary is especially scornful of bad boy Chuck Thane.

Handsome, rugged, charming and unconventional Chuck is every woman’s fantasy.  Chuck thinks Hillary ‘dost protest too much’ and that beneath her icy exterior, burns a carnal flame aching to be fanned.  One evening at a friendly suburban gathering, Chuck pulls the lovely Hillary aside and takes a few inappropriate liberties.   Hillary has never been in the arms of a man like Chuck and her disdain, quickly turns to overwhelming desire as passions, long suppressed transforms Hillary from prig to frenzied participant.

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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