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Chapter 1 – Three to Dine

Conversations stopped as we entered the restaurant.  I was escorting two strikingly beautiful women.  One blond, one red head.  Every head in the room was turning to us.  There was literally a cone of silence around us.  As we passed near their tables, every man lusted and every woman hated.  We were the sole focus of the room and both of my women were basking in the attention.  Even waiters paused to watch; Hot plates still in their hands.

My dates soaked up the adoration.  They basked in it.  It was like a drug.  It made each of them even more stunning as they held their heads a little higher, stuck their tits a little further out and put a little more swing into their asses.

Mel, my lovely red headed wife, was used to this kind of attention, as was I when she accompanied me.  We have been together about two years and we loved each other desperately.  Mel had been an ugly duck in high school and developed late.  I did not know her at the time, but I have been told that she was gangly and flat and pimple faced.

She never had a boy friend and though horny as hell, hadn’t even been kissed.  She spent her entire high school life, shuffling around hunched over looking down at her feet, so she would not have to make eye contact with anyone.

The summer after graduation her body went through a transformation.  She lost her awkwardness and her skin turned alabaster. Her breasts swelled from buds to soft, firm mounds that bulged and drew glances from strangers.  She liked what she saw in the mirror and it gave her confidence.  She started to stand taller and walk straighter.  Her high cheek bones and long neck were no longer hidden behind pimples or posture defects.  She was a swan and she wanted to fly. 

Mel got a job as a hostess at a classy bistro which forced her to overcome her shyness. The proprietor was an older man.  He was dignified and assertive and he helped her learn to dress and present herself.  One night after closing he came up behind her and slipped his hands over her tits and pulled her to him.  She melted as he fondled her breasts tenderly and toyed with her nipples.  She could feel his cock rubbing against her butt and she responded by thrusting her ass into him.  

“Oh God Pete, that feels so good” she moaned.  

He pushed her gently forward and she leaned on the bar.  He lifted her dress and pulled down her panties and panty hose, but they remained tangled around her ankles.  He ran his hands over her cunt slit and fingered her a few strokes. 

Mel responded with moans and moisture.  Then she stiffened as he drove his cock home.  He pumped her incredible butt for less than a minute.  She tried to spread her legs wider, she wanted to meet him thrust for thrust, but her legs were bound together by her panty hose.

“Oh God Pete.  Fuck me, Fuck me. I have wanted a cock for so long” she pleaded though her moans and gasps.

Her urging excited him more and he pounded faster.  He was slamming her ass violently and clinging to her tits like they were handles.  She squirmed and gyrated and moaned.  

“Oh God Fuck me hard.  Fuck me hard” she sobbed.  Tears fell down her cheeks.  It was her first time.   

Alone in her bedroom, Mel had discovered the joys of a vibrator and had carefully mapped her pleasure spots, but she had never been fucked by a real cock.   The cock gave her a different sensation and Mel loved the feel of another body urging hers to responded.  She matched him stroke for stroke, pleasure coursing through every cell in her body.   She could feel a climax building.  It started with just a tingle somewhere deep inside her and then started to grow and expand.  Oh God, she thought, I am going to cum to a real cock. 

Suddenly it was over.  She felt his load shoot up inside of her and gasp as she waited for more.  She prayed for his next thrust.  But it never came.  It was over.  His dick had shriveled and fell out.  She lay panting her tits crushed against the bar, her cunt still fully exposed.  She could feel the cum dripping down her leg and her pussy ached for more, but there was no more.

“You are so beautiful Melanie” Pete said wheezing for breath.  He had dropped into a nearby chair and was zipping up his fly.  “Thank you dear” he said. 

That's it.  That's what all the fuss is about, thought Mel.  No second act, no after-sex fondling, no parting caress.   Just Wham, Bam, thank you Mam.  Literally.  Melanie was both pissed and disappointed.  There had to be more.  That night on the way home, she realized she still had never been kissed.  Cum was still dripping out of her love box, but her tongue had still not seen action.  Life was shit.

I walked into her life several months later and we have been fucking like rabbits ever since.  

Melanie is one of those women who is both beautiful and sexy in equal measure.  She is a slim five foot seven and moves with a sensuous, graceful flow.  She has a slender, willow frame, punctuated by generous, prominent breasts.  Her hair is a deep auburn that flows in curls and waves around her shoulders, offsetting a model's face.

Tonight she wore green a mesh top, that could have been mistaken for lingerie, except for it elegance.  The material was a completely sheer fine mesh with a deep plunging neck line.  It clung to her curves like a second skin. Spots of the material that were slightly more opaque formed a pattern that seamed strategically placed to protect her breasts from total exposure.

You could see her tits, but you couldn't quite see her tits.   That top was specially designed to make men crazy with lust and insane from frustration.  Emerald earrings dangled from her petite ear lobes and a large emerald solitaire rested just at the edge of her cleavage.

The jewelry, the mesh top, the red tints in her hair the gray-green eyes all looked as if they had been color coordinated for a movie scene.  She wore an off-white pleated skirt with a hem at least four inches above her knees.  It danced around her legs in rhythm with the swing of her ass, exposing a liberal amount of thigh. 

Her green high heels were a perfect color match to her mesh top.  The heels were at least four inches and caused her calves to flex and dimple in front.  She was every man's fantasy and she was mine.  Though not quite all mine.  

By any definition she was a world class cock throbber and she knew it.  When she glided through a room such as this restaurant and she could hear the conversations lull and feel the lust of the males, it made her wet.  She had been the ugly duckling for so long that she fed off being the swan. 

Mel loved to tease men. To watch their reactions and to think about their cocks growing inside their pants.  She could feel their eyes on her every movement and she imagined their cocks knocking at her love gates, stiff and hard, begging for entrance.  Desperate to penetrate her.  Their hard manhood teasing her cunt lips apart or her puckered asshole or rubbing against her red lips and then pushing into her mouth.  It gave her a physical rush and sent sex fluid oozing down her leg.

The blond was Mel's niece, Cheryl and today she was legal.  We were celebrating her 18th birthday and she and her aunt Mel had decided to have a coming out, so to speak.  

Cheryl had been hanging around since Mel and I got together.  Over the last two years she had grown from a cute teenager to a sexual tigress.  At times she had driven my hormones wild and took my self control the right to the edge.  She was always lounging in skimpy clothes, her ripe young body constantly on display.    But I kept my hands, if not my thoughts, to myself.

The older she got, the more sexually frisky she became and the more willing to display her feminine wares.  She seemed committed to wearing next to nothing and she was driving my libido wild. Tops that easily fell open, thin t-shirts with no bra, her huge nipples always poking out, shorts that rode up her ass crack and skirts too short to hide her panties.  

She also liked to initiate physical contact, like tickling or grabbing my hat or some other object and playing keep away.  Sometimes she would spontaneously just join in, when Mel and I were playing a little grab ass. 

However it started, it always seemed to end up in a wrestling match between Cheryl and me with her lithe young body crawling all over me.  It was more that a man can stand, so I had been keeping my distance.

She dated a lot of guys and I figured she was fucking at least one of them.  Whenever they dropped her off at our place, she always came in disheveled.  Hair mussed and lipstick smeared, with her face a little flushed.

She often had friends over in our pool and wore skimpy bikinis that flaunted her fabulous body.   She was never shy about getting pawed by the boys.  In fact she seemed to delight in the attention.

They all copped a feel when they cavorted with her in the water.   They would palm a handful of tit or grab her thigh, right up next to her snatch or cup her butt.  Some of the bolder ones, even pulled her in close and rubbed their stiff cocks against her butt crack. 

All by accident of course.  It made my crotch tight, just to watch.

I figured Cheryl was getting more than her share of hard stroking, but Mel says no.  According to Mel, Cheryl is saving herself for someone special, but she won't say who.  Mel thinks it’s me.  A tight young eighteen year old with the body of a fitness instructor is of course every man’s wet dream.  But an affair with Cheryl could be a big complication in our lives.

Mel and I are a sex team.  We share everything, including our fantasies and our secret sexual obsessions.  Sometimes we act on them, but we act on them together.   Melanie tells me when some guy makes her pussy pulse and then she either fucks him and comes home to tell me all about it, or arranges for me to watch while she seduces him.  I do the same.  Whether we are being participants or voyeurs we share the experience.

Cheryl could be a third wheel.  Then there is the family angle.  Mel's sister hates me already.  Fucking her daughter would be bad enough, but taking her virginity?  That's another level.   So I am playing it cool, as hard as that is to do.  

In my brain it’s all laid out logically.  Don't touch Cheryl.  Keep everything the way it is and let her find her own sexual adventures.  My cock, however, has its own plan.  Mr. Penis thought that Cheryl was one of life's sweet offerings and saw no reason not to fuck all three holes and then do it again.

Mel took Cheryl shopping on my credit cards and when they returned the teenager was gone and the woman crossing the room was borne.  Cheryl is almost five nine.  Her blonde hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back and front.  She wore a yellow halter top, with only a single thin string around her back to hold it to her body.  Her midriff was bare and her stomach muscles as tight as the surface of a kettle drum.  Each of her huge tits were covered by narrow strips of silk that started wide at the midriff and narrowed considerably, before meeting behind her neck.  To call her top a bra would be a misnomer.  It was more of a holder for her magnificent cones.

Her breast swayed when she walked and stiff nipples were clearly visible through the thin silk.  The material was not wide enough to fully cover her and the sides of her giant tits popped in an out of view as she walked.    

She wore a black choker around her neck with a large white sapphire gleaming just below her Adam’s apple.   Most people assumed it was one of the largest diamonds they had ever seen.  Her white skirt was tight enough to see the muscles in her ass tighten and flex with each step she took.  The skirt ran to mid calf in the back, but was slit in the front at mid thigh.  Both legs flashed bare thigh when she walked and when she sat, her thighs were exposed to within inches of her crotch.

This was Cheryl's first experience with mass male adoration.   I am sure she got a lot of lustful looks in high school, but tonight she had two or three hundred adult males following our every move.  I knew she was hopping at least some of those stares were for her.  I was certain they were not all looking at Mel.  

Cheryl was not as beautiful as her aunt Melanie.  Not even in the same class.  But her body was younger and tighter and her tits were half again as large.  Mel has a sexy and a saucy swing to her ass, but Cheryl's action was more fluid.

She was a pretty girl, but only to the eight or eight point five level; Mel was only a few points shy of a perfect 10.   A couple of inches taller than her aunt, Cheryl had long toned legs, a taught butt and large firm breasts.  She oozed sex appeal and flowed when she moved.

Every male in the room, assumed I was going to take these sexy morsels home and fuck them until my dick fell off, because that is what they all wanted for themselves.  Cheryl looked so sophisticated that I had no problem ordering wine for all three of us.  The waiter took one glance down her cleavage and that was that.

Melanie looked around the room.  “Everyone keeps staring over here.  I think they think we are both with you.  I'll bet every guy in the place has a hard cock, thinking about a three some with us” she declared.

“Mel!” Cheryl exclaimed

“Well it’s true” she countered. “You liked that walk in, didn't you? You were loving it.”

“It was awesome” admitted Cheryl.  “I could feel all those eyes on my.  The guys in high school leered a lot, but these guys were pretty intense.  I was torn between running from the room and sticking my tits out further.”

“You did just fine.  Every woman should have such moments” I announced.  

She leaned forward and whispered across me to Mel.  “It made me wet” she admitted.   Her halter top fell away from her body and I could see most of one massive breast.

“Come sit where I am” said Mel turning her chair around so it was close to mine and slanted toward me.  She seated Cheryl with her legs exposed to the room, not hidden under the table.  

“Now cross those legs and act like you can't keep your eyes off of Ryan” she commanded.  Then Mel positioned herself on my other side.

Cheryl sat with her skirt resting just an inch or so from her crotch, but showing nothing indecent.  Anyone nearby was treated to an enticing view of her long tanned elegant thighs.     

“Now what?   Am I supposed to throw a shot” asked Cheryl.

“Lord no.  Just wait” advised Melanie.

Soon there was a steady stream of male traffic past our table.  Somehow our out of the way table had become the path to the bathroom  Men would walk past then in a few minutes return in the other direction.  Cheryl was delighted.

“God what a bunch of horn dogs” she observed.  

“Fun huh?” asked Mel.

“They are really looking at me, not just you” she exclaimed.

“Darling, with you are out there on point, they don't even notice me” assured Mel.

“That's hot” Cheryl said and began to experiment.  She crossed her legs as the men approached.  She discovered that she could actually change their walking speed by how she positioned herself.  One hot guy was coming by and she crossed her legs and then she leaned in to touch my arm and gave the guy a brief view of one breast as her halter top partly fell away.

“That was clever” Mel quipped.

“That made me wetter” Cheryl giggled.  “Did you see the bulge in his pants?”

“So big I almost wanted to chase him down” answered Mel. They both giggled like school girls.

“Don't get carried away girls” I declared. “This is not a private party.”

Mel was leaning close to me and she fed me a strawberry.

Cheryl looked around.  “Why don't we give them a little show?”

“Like what?” asked Mel.

Cheryl scooted her chair closer to me and made a big deal of draping her arms over me and kissing me sensuously on the cheek.  

Melanie did the same, except she pulled my lips to hers and kissed me softly on the mouth.

Not to be out done, Cheryl pulled my head around and did the same.  Only she pushed her tongue into my mouth invitingly.  Her lips were soft and warm and her tongue was everywhere.  It was all I could do, not to grab one of those beautiful tits.

“Well that was a little much” observed Melanie when Cheryl finally let me go.

“Sorry, Mel, Can I help it if you have great taste in men” she responded.

“As long as you remember that I saw him first.”

“I know you guys have something special, but he is so hot. Would you share him just a little” Cheryl pleaded.

“Wow, Cher. We are growing up quick tonight” exclaimed Melanie.  

Cheryl was enjoying being on the same plain as her aunt.  For the first time in her life she was feeling like a grown woman, not a school girl.  Men were admiring her and lusting after her.  Mel was right.  She was hot and at least some of the erections in the room were for her.  

I know that a lot of the men in the room were aching for Mel, that was normal. Men always lusted after Mel.  But this was new to Cheryl and she was a little drunk on the attention.  She kept crossing and re-crossing her legs and shifting in her seat.  I was not sure if she was trying to warm herself up or cool herself down.  However, every time she rearranged her legs, that slit up the front of her dress gave me perfect view of her sweet honey pot.

Mel was death on panty lines and if Cheryl started out with panties, I am sure Mel nixed them.  She was wearing a pair of sheer nylons, but they did not have panties built-in. They were completely sheer.  I could clearly see a mat of soft curls and pronounced labia lips.   

Mel slipped her hand under the table and stroked my thigh.  She ran her hands up and down my inner thighs, with a soft but firm touch, while gazing lovingly into my eyes.  Then she moved her hand to my crotch and slowly stroked my swollen cock through my pants.

Cheryl leaned into me and her tits wrapped around my arm.  She slipped her hand under the table and put a hand on my thigh and rubbed it firmly, insistently. Slowly she began to edge it toward my crotch.  

“I think that probably far enough” I scolded.  But Cheryl pushed her hand higher to cover my crotch, but her hand closed over Mel's.

She jerked her hand back and looked at Mel who winked at Cheryl.

“Be careful, little girls that play with fire, get burned” she warned.

“Now girls, this is a birthday celebration” I noted.

“Yes and I want Cheryl to enjoy it thoroughly and if she wants to stroke your cock under the table she is more than welcome.  I just don't want her to be a woman unless she is ready” said Melanie.

“I love you Cheryl.  But you are not seventeen anymore and teasing has consequence.  You are a woman and when you grab a man’s cock, under the table or elsewhere, you need to be prepared for what he does with it next.” She continued.

“Sorry Mel.  I love you too.  I was just playing around” said Cheryl.

“Experiment all you want Cher.  It’s safer with Ryan than anyone else I know.  But he has his limits.  I should know.  If you tease him too much, you are going to get yourself fucked and fucked hard” Mel declared.   

“I don't want any misunderstanding. Ryan is not like other guys.  He doesn't shoot and fall asleep.  He turns you over and fucks you again and again and again. After his cock gives out, he uses his hands and his mouth until you don't have a twitch left in your cunt” continued Mel.  

“That's very flattering Mel, but awfully graphic” I said.

“Hush Meat! “I am talking to my niece” snapped Mel.  

Meat is a term of semi-endearment Mel uses to emphasis my role on some occasions.   It denotes my status as the pleasure giver, who should not be intruding on the more important aspects of life.  It’s exactly the way some men treat their women and Mel enjoys taking control now and then and acting like a female version of a male chauvinist pig.

I did as instructed and shut up.

“I understand Mel. All these grown men checking me out.  It’s exciting” said Cheryl.

“They’ve been checking you out for years, just not in the same way.  Last week you were safe. They could stare and move on and maybe fantasize about you later that night.  Buy now you are a legitimate target and they will be knocking at your door and if you let them in, they are going to want the whole package.   Not just some heavy petting in the back seat” declared Mel.

“I know Mel.  I'm ready.  I have been ready a longtime” asserted Cheryl.

“You don't have to rush it Cheryl.  Your time will come soon.  It's not too far away.  Every guy in the room is trying to figure out whether they want to fuck me or you” observed Mel.

“You really think so” asked Cheryl.  

“I do.  Except for ones who are bold enough to want the both of us” Mel quipped.

They both giggled and I had to laugh at that one too.

“It’s exciting to be watched like this, but it also seems awfully crude and impersonal” said Cheryl.  

“That's what life comes down to, hormones!” said Mel.  “You are young and you have this amazing body and you love the attention.  But it can get you into trouble very quickly, if you are not careful.

“Maybe one or two of these guys wants to get to know you.  The others just want to stick their cocks in you. They don't care anything about you.  Who you are? What you are studying in school? How you make a living?  If you have dreams for your life? They just want your body and your beauty and to blow their loads” Mel stated.

“You make it all sound so vulgar” commented Cheryl.

“It is vulgar and harsh, but true.  As a beautiful woman you have to get things in perspective.  It could literally mean life or death for you.  If I picked some guy in this room at random and offered him a choice between getting to know me or getting a quick blow job, what do you think he would say?” asked Mel

“I think you would be down on your knees pretty quick” replied Cheryl.

“See, you already know the score.  You just have not put that revelation into perspective” answered Mel.

“This is you coming out night. The first night you are a woman, not just an oversexed teenager.  Enjoy it.  You don't have to rush it and you don't have to compete with any woman in the room, especially your aunt Mel.  But please understand the rules.” Mel pleaded.  

“Sorry Mel, I was kind of challenging you.  I should know better” said Cheryl.

“I love you Cher.  I'll draw in my claws” assured Mel.

“Now that is settled, we can either relax and have a nice normal dinner or we can pretend to be having a competition over Ryan, just for fun” Mel offered.

“I like the teasing idea” Cheryl exclaimed.

“Me too, but let’s not get territorial” said Mel.

“Can I talk now” I asked.

Mel responded with a sweet smile and touched my inner thigh for a moment. “Of course darling, you are the life of the party” she soothed.

“Oh I love this song.  Come on Cheryl, let’s show them how it’s done” exclaimed Mel as she popped out of her chair and grabbed Cheryl by the hand.  The two girls headed for the dance floor.

I turned my chair and watched as a Cheryl and Mel flaunted their wares.  

They were a real pair of show offs.  Mel is a great dancer and it must run in the family because Cheryl was incredible.  Her long legs snaked out of her open skirt and her big breasts swung with the beat.  I’m sure I was not the only guy in the room that almost came in his pants just watching them.

I saw Mel motioning me to get up, so I joined them on the dance floor.  All three of us danced together for a minute of two.   The girls took turns rubbing their bodies against me and grinding their butts into my groin.  They had just started to sandwich me between them, when the music stopped.

The next was a slow one and Cheryl demanded her birthday dance.  She slipped her arms around my neck and pressed her body into mine.   Her huge tits crushed against my chest and her crotch searched for mine.

We were not dancing as much as swaying to the music and she was massaging my cock with her pelvis.  It was clear to anyone watching that there was more dry humping than dancing going on. 

It was a long dance and my cock loved it.  However, the better half of me was anxious to put some space between us, because I was almost out of reasons for restraint.

She hung onto me after the music stopped and did not show any sight of letting go.

“My turn Cher” announced Mel in a gentle, but insistent voice.

Cheryl let go and stepped back.  Partially bowing   “He is all yours” she replied as she strutted back to table, her tits swaying and long tapered legs flashing with each stride.

Mel slid into my arms as if she was born there.  She is unbelievably flexible.  She has a way of literally melting into me, like she was clay and I was the mold.  She did that now on the dance floor and I could feel every curve and crevice of her body press against me with sexual intensity. 

“Cheryl give you that hard cock?” Mel whispered in my ear, her breath warm and moist.

“No that is for you my dear” I lied.

“Bullshit.  She turns you on” she asserted.

“She is a beautiful girl” I admitted.

“Who is now a woman” she observed “nice and legal”.

“She wants you” Mel whispered.  “Ohhh!  That made you a little harder.”  Mel flexed her pelvis to massage my cock a little.

“She wants you.  You can fuck her if you want” declared Mel speaking directly into my ear.   He voice low and breathy.  The sound of pure sex.  Her warm breath on my ear made my whole body shutter.

“She is your sister's kid and I love you.  I don't want to cause trouble” I objected.

“I said you could fuck her, not have her” teased Mel.

“What if it gets out of hand?  What if we get involved a little?  What if your sister finds out?  Are you prepared to let her in on our little sex games or share me with her some night?” I asked.

“No!  You are right, we have to be careful.  But I think you are hooked.  She wants you bad and you might as well relax and enjoy her sweet young pussy.  I will draw the lines after that” Mel assured.

“Let me think about it” I said.  

“You’re a sweetheart for even worrying about this.  Most men would just jump her bones and the devil be damned” declared Mel.  

“I love you and I don't want to complicate our life, no matter how hot she is” I replied.

“She is pretty hot. Huh?  observed Mel.

“Smoking” I agreed.

“Let’s hope it does not get her into trouble” answered Mel.

We danced close and held one another.  Two people existing as one.

Mel broke the silence “Just make love to her.  She's played around a lot, but she is still a virgin. If you don't do it someone with less talent and finesse soon will.  I don't want her first experience to be like mine.  I want you to take her to bed and drive her crazy. Use those marvelous hands and that magic cock and that talented tongue and give her a birthday gift she will remember her whole life.  I want her to know a good lover when she finds one, so she never has to settle for less.  I don't want her ending up like her mother, just a beer slut.”

“What's a beer slut” I asked.

“Buy her a beer and she starting thinking about taking off her panties” answered Mel.

“I want Cheryl to know her worth and to demand high standards from the men she meets” declared Mel.

“Geez, you make it sound like a favor” I teased.

“It is darling.  It really is” Mel assured.  “My sister hates you anyway and it won't get out of hand.  I've marked my territory and will keep staking my claim.”

“Is that what that was all about” I asked.

“Mostly” she answered.

“And the rest?” I pressed.

“I thought you might appreciate it if I brought out the competing woman in here.  She is bound and determined to be as sexually aggressive as I am.  Aren't you enjoying it?” she asked.

“I love you” I whispered, squeezing her tighter.  She turned her head up and slipped a tongue in my mouth.  The music stopped just in time to prevent a full on sexual display for all to see.

We returned to the table holding hands.

Cheryl fanned herself with her hand.  “That was hot watching you too” she exclaimed.   

“Cool down darling, we have a long meal ahead of us” I said as I casually touched one of Cheryl's thighs.  I really was not intending to make a move.  I was simply going to give her a light pat.  Maybe my subconscious was looking to sneak a feel, but not me.  Honest!

It was a nylon clad thigh and the minute I made contact I knew I had made a mistake.  Her skin was warm and inviting and instead of a patting as I had planned I grasped it fully and gave her a tender squeeze.  Somehow my hand slid off the top of her thigh and wrapped my fingers around her inside thigh.  When I squeeze it was electric. She placed her hand over mine and slid my hand straight to her crotch.   

“Cooling down is kind of the opposite of what I was thinking” she said.  Looking me directly in the eye, she held my hand firmly against her love box.  She was moist and getting more moist.  She was not a shaver.  She had some fur mashed inside that nylon membrane, but it did not feel like an over abundance. I moved my fingers a little feeling up and down her slit.  She had large external labia lips and I wanted to rub them between my fingers, but the nylon was stretched too tight.

I regained control and withdrew my fingers and put my hand on the table.

I looked at Mel.  She winked at me and felt my cock under the table.  “That's what I thought” she noted.

The food started to arrive and the girls took turns feeding me shrimp.  They flirted with me like wanton women and draped themselves over me.  From time to time I would get a kiss on the cheek or the lips.  There were a few passes at my cock under the table, but for the most part they kept it fairly clean.  

Every time Cheryl leaned into me her tits wrapped around my arm or smashed against my side and it was all I could do, not to grab them.  I loved Mel's tits, but Cheryl's were a real prize.

Mel noticed it early and slid her hand under the table and over my cock. “Do that thing with your tits again” she ordered Cheryl.  

“What thing?” asked Cheryl.

“Don't act innocent with me.  Every time you feed him you rub your tits on his arm.  Do it again” she demanded.

Cheryl dipped a shrimp and leaned against me to pop it into my mouth.    Both of her lovely tits straddled my arm.  I could feel them slide apart as the halter top fell away a little.  

Mel gave my cock a squeeze and laid her hand back on the table.

“He bulges every time you do that” she declared.

“I want to feel” she blurted.  Then she corrected “I can't feel him and touch him at the same time”.

Mel smiled.  “Let’s see if he likes my tits as much as yours?”

“Now ladies” I objected.

“Hush Meat”, said Mel.

Mel put her hand on my cock and leaned into me pretending to whisper in my ear.  Her breasts jammed up against my arm, soft and pliable.  Some of my favorite toys of all time!  

She straightened up and laid her hand on the table.  “You asshole, you like Cheryl's tits better than mine” she judged.

Cheryl giggled  “Really!”

“Sweetheart a man's cock cannot be held accountable.  That’s a longtime rule.  Cheryl's are just new to me” I pleaded.

“Shut up Meat!” grinned Mel.


Chapter 2 – Time for Desert

The waiter brought our entre and cooked it in front of us and finished in off by flaming it with cognac in a pyrotechnic show.  We had a lovely dinner and chatted about a variety of topics.

At one point Cheryl got a little bold and began to stroke my cock in earnest under the table. The waiter was hovering around and Mel was ordering and Cheryl was smooth as silk. She was discussing desert options with the waiter, leaning forward a little to give him a peek and unzipping my fly all at the same time.  She definitely shared a gene pool with my Mel.

The owner dropped by and shook my hand and asked if we were enjoying the meal  He must have noticed that he could have a good view of the girls tits, but because he stood directly beside me so he could look down both Mel's and Cheryl's tops.

Cheryl popped my cock out and immediately went to work on it.  It stood straight up.  She ran her palm over the head and moved her fingers it up and down its length.  Her fingers proved to be as flexible as they were long and she massaged me like a pro.  It was obvious that she had done this before.

There was little I could do to stop her.  I could not get up. I could not grab her hand without the owner realizing what was going on.  So just I sat there and pretended to me engaged in the conversation.   I think Mel was afraid he would figure out Cheryl was underage, because she really turned on the charm.  They talked and flirted a little for at least five minutes.

Cheryl had switched to long slow sensuous stroke.  I spread my legs, not to give her more access, but to push my heels together tight enough to distract me a little. Otherwise I would have exploded.  I grabbed the left side of my chair and squeezed as hard as I could.  I smiled and nodded.  Someone had asked me a question.  What the hell was it?

Cheryl was leaning into the conversation looking across my body, smiling.  The owner had a perfect view of her tits and she was making it easy for him to see most of them down her top.  

I was in serious distress.  My cock head was wet with pre-cum and Cheryl used it to swirl her palm over the head a few times.  That is an extremely sensitive area for me.  I leaned back, trying not to show my anxiety.

When the waiter returned with desert, he told the owner he was needed in the kitchen I took the opportunity to grab Cheryl's hand.  Then managed to put myself back together without anyone, except Mel realizing there was a problem.

Under the table Mel put her hand on my crotch and felt me up a little.  Taking a quick check of the condition of my package.  She leaned into me, whispering in my ear. But not before, she darted that incredible tongue in an out once.

“Did she do what I think she did?” Mel asked.

“I nodded slightly”

“That little minx” she quipped.

“I want one last birthday dance” demanded Cheryl.

She grabbed my hand and we walked to the dance floor.  She draped herself over me and pressed her body against me.  Her breasts were larger than Mel's and I could feel them spilling over my chest.  My cock was straight up in my pants and she pumped it through her skirt.

“This is not the way an uncle dances with his niece” I observed.

“You are not really my uncle.”  She had a husky voice.  “You’re nailing my aunt and you and I are not related” countered Cheryl.

“That does not make it ok” I replied.

“Mel's fine with it” Cheryl declared.

“Mel has not thought it through.  Her sister, you mother, would be mad as hell” I said.

“She has no room to talk.  She's so easy.  When she goes out with a guy, she expects to fuck him, like she has no choice” answered Cheryl.  

“But I want to be like Mel” she continued.

“And what is Mel like” I asked.

“She's sophisticated and stylish, but not ashamed to be sexy.  Men look at my mom and think trailer trash.  Men look at Mel and think, what an incredible woman” answered Cheryl.

“Buy my mom a beer and a hamburger and it’s guaranteed entry.  A guy could buy Mel a million fancy dinners and he'd get nowhere if she didn't want him to.  On the other hand, she might grab his dick five minutes after they meet if she likes him enough.  But in both situations, it would be her choice” said Cheryl.

“Well you have that pretty much figured out” I agreed.

She gave her pelvis a twitch and stroked my back.  “I heard the back was on erogenous zone” she said.  “Is it the upper or the lower? I forget which.”   She rubbed both firmly.

She rubbed my upper back, just below the shoulders and my cock pulsed. She responded by twitching her cunt at me “I guess it’s the upper” she moaned.

She leaned her head up and kissed me pushing her tongue in.  I felt her body stir and broke it off pretty quickly.  She hung on to me and sighed.

“You might as well give in; someone’s going to get it” she declared.

“Get what? I asked.

“My first time” she answered.

“Well it shouldn't be me” I said.

“But I want it to be you” she replied, pulling me closer.

Oh God, I wanted it to be me too! I thought.

“Remember today when you had your cock up against me.  I was so hot.  I am still hot about that” asked Cheryl.

There had been an incident earlier on the deck.  She was wearing an old shirt of mine that she had taken to lounging around the house in.  It barely covered her to mid thigh and it always made me wonder what she was wearing underneath.  Panties, bikini bottom, nothing?

I was wearing an African Caftan, an Americanized version.  The hem on those comes well to mid calf, so I usually go bare underneath.  She had lured me into a tickling match and suddenly we were on the floor with her legs wrapped around my waist in perfect fucking position.

She had no bra and only a thin pair of silk panties under the shirt.  Her legs were spread wide and my Caftan had gotten hiked up enough that my cock was fully exposed.  It was hard and getting harder as it pulsed at the gates of her womanhood.

She moaned and arched into me.  My cock was sliding up and down her slit.   My cock was actually partially in her, but blocked by her panties.  We were dry humping with only her panties preventing full penetration.

It happened so fast, I did not have to think.  One minute I was reaching around behind her, the next we were rolling on the ground ready to fuck.  My body reacted and pumped my cock along her labia.  I slid one hand under her ass and massaged her butt cheek, pulling her cunt more firmly against my cock.

She was busy too. She wrapped her arms around be and pulled my lips to hers.  Her tongue was warm and eager and she squirmed beneath me like she'd been shot with an electric current.  

I don't know how I stopped.  But I did.  “We can't do this” I said.  

She rolled off me and pulled the shirt down.  For a moment her legs were spread wide and her mesh panties offered me a full few of her sweet cunt.  I stood up, my cock raging and excused myself.   

“I wanted you so bad and you just ran off.  I thought I was finally going to get fucked and I ended up diddling myself with my whole hand just to calm down a little” she declared.

“Ohhh.  You like dirty talk” she said, twitching her ass slowing against me.  “At least your cock wants me.” 

“Time to go kiddies.”  Mel soft voice broke the spell we were slowly slipping into.

The girls grabbed their purses and we walked toward the exit.  It was same as when we entered.  A new crowd of patrons, but the same reaction.  You could feel the mass lust as both of my beautiful, sexy women strutted their stuff.

I had driven my little sports car with only two and half seats.  On the way over the girls had shared the front passenger seat.  On the return trip, Mel climbed in the back and scrunched herself up.  “Cher, you take shot gun.”

I turned my head to see if Mel was comfortable and was greeted with a delightful view of her butt and crotch.  Her legs were pulled up and her pussy and ass were exposed.  Her cunt was partially covered by a two snap flap that joined her mesh top at the crotch.  She stroked my neck lightly.  “Concentrate on Cheryl sweetie” she directed.

Cheryl climbed in and swung her long bare legs in to the seat.  She partially turned giving me a great view between her legs, which she left partially spread the short trip home.  

Periodically I reached over and caressed her elegant thigh and once or twice ran a finger the length of her slit.

When we got to the house, the car rolled to a stop and I got out to open Cheryl’s door.  Mel scrambled out of the back and rushed into the house.  “You kids have fun” she called.

I open Cheryl’s door and offered her my hand.  My car is a little low to the ground and can be difficult to get out of in a skirt and heels.

Cheryl spread her legs wide and with the slit in the front of her dress I had a perfect view of her nylon covered cooz.  She held her pose for a moment.  One foot in the car and one foot out.  Smiling seductively as she displayed her pussy shamelessly.  

Sometime after dinner I had decided what the hell and was fully prepared to sink my cock into whatever holes she offered and for as long as she offered them.  I pulled her to me as she exited the car and our bodies wrapped around each other.  

I lifted her onto the front of my car and she wrapped her legs around me and jammed her pussy against my cock.  Her fingers fumbled at my belt and zipper as my hands freed her breasts from her halter.  

God they were incredible.  I had one huge tit in each hand and when I rolled my thumbs across her nipples her whole body twitched.  I ran my hands up and down her breasts and she arched her body, pushing them against my hands.  

We were locked in a deep endless French kiss and her hands had freed my cock.   She was rubbing it against her nylon covered opening and thrusting her pelvis.  Reluctantly I released her tits and slid my hands up under her skirt and pulled her pantyhose down her legs.  She raised her ass to help and the violently kicked them away as they fell to the ground.  

“Fuck me Ryan.  Fuck me hard’ she begged. “Do it now” she demanded.

I grabbed her legs and slid her toward me, dumping her onto her back at the same time.  I laid my cock against her cunt lips and teased her opening.

“Don’t tease me.  Fuck me” she demanded.

Then she rolled over and vomited her dinner all over the hood of my car.   Then she continued to heave and spew dinner and dessert.


Chapter 3 – Cooling Down

Mel slipped into bed next to me.

“Well Cheryl is going to be fine.  She just needs to sleep it off.  Too much wine.  She wasn’t used to it” she announced.

“You disappointed?” Mel asked.

“Ya, a little, but I think it will be better for her a little more sober.  We got a little carried away out there and her first time should not be a hurried cock ram on the fender of a sports car” I said.

“Sounds like fun to me” Mel teased.

“I’ll get out of here tomorrow night and you guys can fuck each other’s brains out” Mel offered.

She reached out and stroked my cock.

“That dinner was fun.  Cheryl looked fantastic.  Those guys didn't know which of us they wanted to fuck” she commented.

“I am so randy” she exclaimed as she lowered her lips to my cock and sucked it to full life.  I felt myself building and she clamped it down.

I pulled her head gently back to me and kissed her soft sensuous lips. Her mouth always tastes diffent after it has been on my cock and it always excites me a little.

“Don't tease me darling I am too horny” I pleaded.  

She responded by straddling me and lowering her wet cunt down over my cock. Then she stretched her body out smashing her tits against my chest and sucked on my tongue like it was a miniature prick.

Mel worked her ass like a jack hammer.  I drove my hips up to meet her, my ass hardly ever touching the bed.  She screamed and threw her ass around and I blasted into her in great heaving thrust. 

She rolled off and grabbed my cock and pulled me on top of her.  I was hard again quickly and I slid into her with long powerful strokes.  She spread her legs wide and thrust up to meet me.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” she came, but I did not.

I flipped her on her side and pushed one leg high in the air.  I slid up behind her and slammed my cock all the way it.  I pumped my ass furiously, then settled into longer strokes pulling my dick almost all the way out on each thrust then ramming it back in.

I found her tits with my free hand and massaged and squeezed them roughly.  I palmed them with my full hand then pinched her nipples. She reached down and stroked her clit.  Sliding her hand up and down her channel between her clit and my cock.  

She was moaning and grasping with each of my power strokes.  Her fingers returned to her clit and she brought herself off quickly.  “AAAAAAAAAAA Oh God Ryan.  Fuck me Funk me hard” she demanded.  “Harder, fuck me harder” she urged, jamming her body into me.  “Split me open with it” she yelled.  “Oh God” she gasped as she thrashed about beneath me, her whole body in motion.

She had gone off again at least once, maybe twice or more.  I lost track.  I was concentrating on my own climax.  I pulled myself to my knees to thrust harder and deeper. I forced her leg high in the air holding it against my chest and grabbed her lower leg and pulled her into me.  I was slamming into her with powerful hip thrusts and pulling her to me with every stroke like she was a fuck toy.

Mel was panting and moaning.  “Oh God  Oh  God! Ryan, Ryan Ryan. You’re a fucking animal” she yelled.  Sweat was pouring off of both of us and Mel was whimpering each time I rammed my cock forward. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” Mel came in spasms and collapsed twitching.  But I was in control of her body.  I kept pumping and pulling her ass into my cock as it pumped in and out and in and out. I was straining against her, trying to go deeper in with every thrust.  I was almost there a dozen times, but it kept slipping just out of reach.

Mel was finished.  She just lay there like a ragdoll letting me fuck here. “Oh Ryan Oh Baby.  You have to stop.  I'm done.  Please stop, honey please stop.  Oh God, fuck me honey,  fuck me” she whimpered.

Her cunt was as wide as I had ever seen it and pulsing moisture like a broken faucet.  I changed my angle and bent her leg back against her.  I was now on top of her again, her left leg between our bodies running up to her shoulder.  It was half a split and my cock was now ramming straight down the back of her cunt wall.  She moaned in small gasps and raked her nails down my back, first lightly and then she dug in.  I bucked and started to cum.  She felt it and dug her nails into my ass enough to draw blood. I rammed in harder and she arched and we both came together.

Mel's arm fell back against the bed when she came.  I felt her cunt flex and squeeze my cock in spasms, but the rest of her body was spent.  She made an attempt to press her hips against me, but stopped after a few half hearted thrusts.   I shot buckets into her, before I collapsed on top of her, my cock still throbbing and pumping new loads deep inside her.

We both lay exhausted, sucking in air.  She pushed me off, panting for breath.  “Can't breathe” she gasped, her wonderful breasts heaved as her lungs filled.  I watched them rise and fall.  I wanted to touch them, but my arms would not move.

After a long while, Mel said “Jesus Christ Meat.  That was incredible”.  She also calls me Meat when she has just been fucked royal.  It’s her supreme compliment and she uses it sparingly.  

“I had trouble finishing for some reason.   I just could not cum” I wheezed.

“I'm glad” sighed Melanie.

“You were probably confused about who you were fucking.  I am the one with the red hair and the smaller tits” she declared.

“You are such a tease” I answered between gasps.

“Little Cheryl really turned you on.  You do that to her tomorrow night and you might break her or spoil her for life.  She’d measure every man she took to bed against that and die an old maid” she said. Then she rolled over and melted into the bed.

“Cover me up Meat” I'll see you in the morning. 

I rose and covered her gently, then bent and kissed the back of her neck softly.  I love this woman.   She was more than my wife.  She was my mate.

Chapter 4 – Blond in the Bikini

Early afternoon the next day, Cheryl was lounging by the pool.  She had on a white bikini.  It was low across her hips, barely covering her pubic area. The top looked like half of it was missing.  Her breasts bulged out on both sides and it rode up on the bottom.  The base of her tits were in clear view

She lay on her back, arms stretched out behind her.  Her tits were puffed out and her flat stomach taught.  There was not an ounce of pudge on this girl.  Her legs were spread and the lower portion of her bikini, where it met at the crotch narrowed and barely covered her womanhood. If she moved part of her labia was bound to peek out.

She saw me and smiled.  Just in time to put some lotion me.  She sat up and crossed her legs.  The movement stretched her suit tight across her cunt lips and the material clung to her slit as if it was form fitted.  I was standing above her and when she leaned forward her breasts were almost in full view.  

My own swim trunks were not much more that a bikini brief.  Not as skimpy as Cheryl’s, but not by much.  It was obvious to Cheryl that I had a full erection.  She could clearly see the outline of my cock as it strained against the thin fabric.  She said nothing, but locked her eyes on it more than once.  It was not entirely new to her.  I had noticed her watching my crotch on more than one occasion during the last two years.

I moved around behind her and straddle her.  I squirted lotion on her back and spread it in and around.  Her skin was like silk. Warm and inviting.  I massaged the oil in with my palms and ran my hands over her shoulders and her upper arms.

She reached behind her back and pulled the string to her bikini top.  “I want to get rid of my tan lines” she declared as she tossed the bikini top and her breasts sprang free.

I was behind her, so I missed the show, but I imagined those magnificent knockers jiggling to a stop, like two huge pendulums.

“Can you do my front?” she asked.

I reached around and rubbed her belly and upper chest and the front of her shoulders.  I grabbed a new handful of oil and grasp both tits at the same time.  She signed when my palms rubbed over her nipples and she leaned back into me.  My cock was stiff and right up against her ass.  My shaft was throbbing, but I ignored it.  I had been craving these tits and I wanted to enjoy them without distraction.  

I rubbed and massage her breasts with all the skill I had.  There was no longer a pretext of applying lotion.  I was making love to those wonderful orbs.  I ran my hands firmly over each and played with her nipples with both my palms and my fingers.

She liked both, but I could feel her tense and lean into me when I covered them with my palms and pulled her whole body back into me.  Her nipples were as erect as my prick and as hard as walnuts.  I could feel them swell as I pinched them between my fingers and she moaned when I worked the very tips.

I took one tit in each hand and starting at the base worked my hands forward as it I was training them to stand straight out.  I did that repeatedly until they were almost too tender to touch.

When they became supper sensitive, she stopped me by covering my hands with hers and pushing my hands hard against each orb.  “Wow!  That's never happened before” she exclaimed.

“Did you let many guys play with your tits?” I asked.

“Not as many as you might think.  Most guys go right for them, but I hardly ever let them inside my bra.  You have incredible hands.  My pussy is soaked” she declared.

“I lowered my hands to her stomach with a fresh handful of lotion.  God her stomach muscles were tight.  She almost had a boxer's muscles.  The kind that stretch so tight, that blows bounce off.  I spent some time on that stomach.  I had never felt a sexier or a flatter tummy. 

I slipped my fingers a few inches under the hem of her bikini bottom and rubbed oil across her groin.   My hands brushed soft curls and I wanted desperately to plunge my fingers into her cunt and up inside her.

But now was not the time.  When I did that, I wanted to have plenty of time to make love to her.  To bring her to a peak and keep her there for hours, if possible.  A quickie by the pool, what not what she needed and it was not the way Mel wanted her first time to go.  

So I cooled it, but before withdrawing my hand, I thrust my fingers nearly to her asshole and then pulled them back along her slit. “Oh God!” she moaned and tensed.

“Mel said you were a real tease” she said.

“Teasing has its place in sex.  The best sex is not rushed.  The best sex builds gradually to a level of high excitement and then stays there until you are exhausted.  Now spin around.  I need to do your legs” I ordered.

I took my time with her legs and massaged them lovingly.  She had long powerful muscles and they gave her legs a firmness that was sensual as hell.  

I picked up one leg and bent it back toward her body until her knee touched her chest.  This raised her butt and stretched out her thigh.  I pressed my palms firmly into her taught upper thigh and brushed her cunt lips with my fingers.

With each down stroke I increased the pressure a little and teased her labia by running my fingers under the hem of her bikini bottom.  Her cunt we oozing moisture and she tensed each time my hands started toward her crotch.  I could hear her breathing change as she anticipated my fingers making intimate contact.

I worked the other leg in similar manner, then straightened them both out.  I wrapped my hand around each ankle, encircling her leg with my hands, then worked my hands to her crotch.  My hands slid smoothly with the oil as lubricant and I teased her at the end of each stroke, by giving her cunt lips some brief attention.

“Now it’s my turn you need lotion or you'll burn” she stated.

“I think I am fine” I answered.

“No Mel said not to let you burn” she replied.

“OK” I agreed.

She knelt and squirted oil on my back.  Her touch was intoxicating.  She rubbed my back up and down, sensually.  When she got to my waist she teased the hem of my trunks and slipped her fingers in a few inches and ran them across my body.  Then she reached her left had inside my trucks and massaged my bare butt.

“No Cheryl.  That's enough” I warned.

She ignored me and ran her fingers down the crack of my ass, before she withdrew her hand.

She moved to my legs and spent quite a bit of time on them.  She quickly finished with my calves, but lingered over my thighs.  She mimicked the way I had worked her thigh by wrapping both hands around one thigh and massaging up and down my thigh each time her fingers got a little closer to my crotch, until she was brushing up against my suit.  

Right at the juncture of my thigh and trunks, she would twist her hand a few times, keeping pressure against my crotch.  God her hands felt good.

My cock twitched on each upstroke and I knew she could feel my thighs and gluts tighten in anticipation.  Then I felt a finger slip inside my trucks and trace along the base of my balls.  

“Now Cheryl” I said.

“Well you did it to me” she pleaded.

“Just once” I warned.

“Okay just once” she agreed and quickly stuck four fingers under the hem and felt up my balls.

“Turn over” she commanded.

“I flipped over and she straddled me right at the waist.  She lowered her barely covered cunt right on to the bulge in my suit and ground her womanhood into my hard cock.  She pumped her hips a bit and I hardened even more. 

“Behave yourself” I demanded.  Definitely related to Mel I thought

Cheryl leaned forward and spread oil all over my chest.  “God I love your chest.  So many muscles” she exclaimed.

She reached up and massaged my shoulders.  When she leaned forward her tits were on full display dangling just above my chest.  The nipples brushing over my chest like hot coals.

They shook with each movement of her hands over my body and I reached up and massaged them both.  She scooted forward and lowered them into my mouth.  I sucked in the nipples and fondled them with my lips, and took as much of one into my mouth as possible.  

My cock was stretched to its limit and I was losing control.  I pushed her tit out of mouth and put my hands on her waist.  She scooted back down until her cunt lips made contact with my rod. She leaned into me and kissed me deeply, exploring my mouth thoroughly with her tongue.

My cock was throbbing and I pushed my hips up and lifted her off the pool pad.  She was sitting directly on my cock and her cunt lips were wrapped around my cock shaft through the material of our two suits.  I could literally flex my cock and cause her entire body to rise slightly.  

She moaned as she slid her cunt lips up and down my shaft.  “Please fuck me” she pleaded.  “I don't want to wait.  I want to feel you inside me.  Please Ryan Take me.”

It took all the control I had, but I pushed her off.  “I promised your aunt; I would not get carried away.  I promised her that I would make it special” I said.

“It will be special.  My cunt has never felt like this.  It aches.  I am so hot” she declared.

“Just another few hours sweetheart.  It will be worth the wait” I promised.

“Do the fronts of my legs, you don't want me to burn” I ordered.

Cheryl massaged oil into the front of my calves and thighs.  She moved, quickly, as if she was in a hurry.  But she slowed down when she got to my upper thighs and worked the oil in all around my crotch area.  She brushed her fingers against my balls rhythmically and then put her hand over my cock and rubbed up and down its length. 

Before I had a chance to object she had my trunks down and my cock in her hand.  She stroked it’s full length with her fingers loose and then with them wrapped around it in a fist.  She ran her palm over my pee hole as well as worked it with her thumb.

This was obviously not new to her.  She was looking for what turned me on and she was very good at several of her techniques.  I just relaxed and enjoyed the ride. Then I felt her lips close over the tip and her tongue swirl around my cock head.  I tensed.  She pushed her whole mouth over it and pumped up and down, reinforcing each stroke with her closed fist around the base of my cock.

I closed my eyes and focused on the pleasure she was giving me.   Then she suddenly stopped and asked.  “You have some left right?”

“Why would you ask that?” I raised my head to look at her.

“I heard Mel screaming a lot last night.”  

“Did that bother you?” I asked.

“No, I just stuck my hands in my twat and pretended you were fucking me” she replied.

There is something seriously wrong with the women in your family” I declared.

“Am I doing it wrong?” she asked.

“No.  You are great I was kind of lost in it” I assured.

“Aren’t you supposed to cum by now? she asked”

“How many times have you done this? I asked.

“Allot.”   

“What is a allot?

“Eight, maybe ten” she claimed.

“Times or boys” I asked.

“Boys, some of them five or six times each” she declared.

“God, I'll bet you were real popular” I observed.

“I'm not a slut.  I just wanted to practice.  To get really good so I could please my lovers” she explained.

“Well you are really good.  You can probably stop practicing” I said.

“Then why don't you cum?” she asked.

“Because I am not a teenager in the back seat of a car.”

“I usually did it in the front seat” she protested.  At this point got tired of holding my head up and shoved a rolled up towel under my head for a pillow.  My cock was losing its edge and shrinking a little. Enough talk it was screaming, but I ignored it.

“What else did you do with all these guys?” I asked.

“You think I'm easy like my mom” she accused.

“No I think you are a sweet young girl trying to find yourself” I answered.

“I really haven't done that much.  They all want to fuck me and they beg me to take my panties off.  If I had a dollar for every time I heard that my college would be paid for.  If I give them a hand job or a blow job, it cools them off and they don't pester me about the rest.”

“They don't go down on you” I asked.

“I tried that.  None of them knew what they were doing.  My neighbor ate me out about a year ago and I came like crazy.” She announced.

“He didn't try and fuck you”

I got scarred when I started coming one after another.  I lost total control and it frightened me.  So I went home” she answered.  

“So basically the guys play with your tits and get a blow job” I asked.

“Pretty much.  I let some of then put their fingers in side of me, but that seems to cause more trouble than it’s worth” she observed.

“Do you let them cum in your mouth?” I asked.

“Once or twice by accident, but I spit it out pretty quick.  Usually they just shoot all over the car or my clothes.  Mom found cum stains on my jeans and grounded me for a month.”

“So what am I doing wrong?”  You promised Mel to teach me” she demanded.

“You are not doing anything wrong.  You are just rushing it.  Sometimes it takes more than thirty seconds.  You have to concentrate on each step of the love making process.  You can't rush anything” I instructed.

“Like you have been doing to me?”

“Exactly” I agreed.

“I have been rushing things and you have been taking your time and driving me nuts” she said.

“When I massage you, I pay close attention to your reactions. I may start one way, but change it because of how you respond.  I am always looking for what brings you the greatest pleasure” I directed.

“I understand” said Cheryl as she reached for my cock and began to bring it back to life.  She winked one of those beautiful blue eyes at me and lowered her ruby red lips over my cock.

She took her time and moved slowly, like a master lover.  She built me up gradually.  She used her hands to rub my balls and explore my butt and groin. Always rubbing gently, insistently.  

She worked my cock with her mouth.   Running her tongue up and down my shaft and then over the head, she did the same with her lips.  Then moved her mouth to my balls and sucked them gently as she massaged my cock with her hand.  Then licked all over my groin and ventured her tough up my ass crack. 

When she tasted my pre-um she lowered her whole mouth over my cock and pumped it up and down, the pressure of her lips providing constant friction.  When my shaft throbbed and twitched her lips responded with a change in pressure.

I was rock hard and the pleasure was almost unbearable.  I was grabbing the sides of the pool mat to keep from throwing my body around and writhing frantically.  She was working her mouth like a jackhammer now.  

Her lips pumping up and down on my cock.  She was taking it all in on every stroke.  I was trusting up to meet each of her downward slides.  Her mouth was like liquid fire, soft and warm.  The friction of her lips tight against my cock as she pumped up and down and up and down was almost too exquisite to stand.

“I am coming” I warned.  “I am going to blow.”

She quickened her pace and wrapped her fingers around my shaft to encourage me.  She pumped me with her mouth and her hand.  The other hand explored my balls and massaged my butt hole.  

This was much further than I had intended to go. But I did not care anymore.  I had imagined those marvelous red lips on my cock for too long and now she was sucking my dry.  I had to have a release.

I reached down and touched her head and forced her deeper.  I jammed my cock into her face and thrust her head further into my groin. I heard her choke, but I just fucked her face faster.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”  The neighbors seven blocks away must have heard me.  I spasmed and pumped load after load up into her throat.  I gyrated my hips with each new load and she sucked every ounce out of me. 

I felt like my cock was attached to a vacuum cleaner.  I half rolled on my side and held her head tight to my cock as I pumped and pumped all I had into her mouth.

She sucked most of it down, but some was streaming out of her mouth.  She licked her lips and smiled at me when it was over.  “Oh God that was great” she laughed.

“I love your cock” she exclaimed as she took a hold of it and pumped a little life back into it with a few strokes.  Then lowered her lips to the tip and sucked the last drops into her mouth.

“I'm sorry.  Did I get too rough?  I got carried away. You were so good, I just lost it” I said.  

“It was fine.  I loved it.”  She grinned at me, my white cum dripping from her lips.  She laid against me.  Her massive breasts crushed into my chest.  She slid a hand down to my crotch, searching for my cock.  She encircled it with her thumb and forefinger and began a slow massage.  “Please fuck me” she pleaded.

I sat up and gently repositioned her. “Tonight” I promised.

“Do you need time to recover?” she asked.

“No!  Not with you as a stimulus, I am good to go.  But Mel will be home anytime” I said

“She said we could” she answered.

“Yes and I am sure she meant it.  That does not mean she wants to come home and see it.  Your are still her niece and your mom is her sister.  We have to keep that in perspective” I said.

“Then when?” she pleaded.

“Tonight.  Mel's having dinner with your mom and they are going to a show afterward.”

“You and I will have the house to ourselves.  We'll have a romantic dinner and see where that leads.”

“I know where it’s going to lead. Maybe we should just start now.”

“This is your first time.  Let's make it special.”

“I can see why Mel loves you so much.  Any other husband would have poked me a dozen times by now” she declared.

“You lay here and bake that lovely body.  I have a few things to do in the house, but for god’s sake, don't burn.  I plan on touching every part of you” I warned.

“It’s about fucking time” she replied as she rolled over and stretched out, exposing as much of her body to the sun as possible.


Chapter 5 – First Time

Cheryl and I had a quiet dinner on the deck. It was simple fair of mushrooms, a few shards of apparass and a petite steak.  We prepared the food together and cooked it on the grill.

Cheryl wore a short black skirt and a tan top with a scoop front.  She was braless and her nipples were clearly outlined through the thin cotton material.  Her panties were white and shear and she made sure I glimpsed them often as she displayed her long, tanned thighs.  

Mel popped her head out the door and said I'm off.  You kids have fun.  Don't hesitate to use the bed; I'll slip into one of the guest rooms.  See you in the morning as she blew me a kiss.  Happy birthday Cheryl!

I love you Mel.  Cheryl called as she left.

One of a kind I said

She is so cool Cheryl said.

I rose and started clearing the table.  I am going to clean this mess up.  Why don't you go slip into something more comfortable?

I'll do just that giggled Cheryl, her eyes twinkling.

She had been trying on Mel's things rummaging through her closet and her drawers. Each time she found something she liked she would model it for me.  She was not just putting on dresses, she was changing outfits, right down to new panties and bras, if she wore them at all.  Then she would model them for me.

I had seen everything Cheryl wore on Mel and they invoked memories, sexual memories.  I have fucked Mel in everything she owns.  We had a very active sex life.

Cheryl put a different slant on each outfit.  Her tits were half again as large as Mel’s and Cheryl was noticeably taller and her muscles more naturally toned.  She had the advantage of youth and it showed in her presentations.  The rage in my cock grew with each display of her charms.

She finally settled on an outfit and our evening began.  She leaned over and inserted her movie into the machine.  Her dress was short and rode up her butt.  She wore no panties and her labia were in full sight.  The lips were large and pouted outward and encased in light curls.

My cock pulsed to full erection and my balls ached.  If I had any lingering doubts about sliding it into that sweet, sweet cooz, they vanished in that instant.

She turned and joined me on the couch.  She wore a very short pink cotton stretch dress that clung to her curves like a surgical glove.  She was obviously braless and her massive breasts swayed as she moved.

The hem of her dress was just inches below her crotch.  Her cunt was not visible when she walked, but the promise of catching a glimpse of her cooz added to the allure.

She sat next to me on the couch and leaned into me.  I slipped my arm around her and she melted into me.  I am not sure who made the first move.  I went for her tits and she went for my cock.  I have no idea what movie she had started.

God I loved her tits.  Soft and big and sensitive.  Did I mention big.  Her nipples were hard and she moaned when I squeezed them.

She was fumbling with my zipper and belt and managed to pull my jean shorts and my briefs down my legs. Then she grabbed my cock with both hands and literally worshipped it.   While she was making it even harder, which I did not think was possible, I kicked my legs and freed myself of my shorts and underwear.

She sunk her mouth over my cock and I pushed back until I was prone the length of the couch.  She kissed the tip of my shaft and licked the pre-cum, then straddled me and rubbed her cunt channel along the full length of my shaft.  

She reached down with one hand and brought my prick head to the entrance of her cunt.  She teased her doorway with my cock and moaned with each new rub.  Then she slowly lowered herself onto my shaft.

My cock slid in slowly, her cunt walls were tight, but accepting.  She gasped as it slid in past the head, then moaned continuously until she was fully penetrated.

“Oh God” she exclaimed. “Oh fuck, that feels amazing.  Much better than a dildo.”

She rocked back and forth, moaning as my cock rubbed different parts of her cunt wall.  “Oh God why did I wait so long?”

She lifted herself off and slid it back in.  She did that several times.  “Holly shit!” she cooed.

I pulled her toward me, leaning her over until her tits brushed my chest.  She ripped off my shirt and I mean ripped and rubber her nipples across my chest.

“Move up ass up and down” I suggested.

She pumped her ass.

“Oh God” she moaned and started to pound up and down on my cock.  Periodically she would stop and shudder and then start again.  She must have had half a dozen of her mini-orgasms.

She was pumping my cock with her ass and moaning constantly.  I was massaging her breasts with both hands.  Her large nipples hard as carrots against my palms.

I was doing my best not to blow and ruin her fun, but my cock was on fire.  Her vagina was tight and warm and felt like a thousand fingers massaging my shaft and teasing its head.

“I don’t think I can hold it much longer” I whispered.

“That’s OK” she moaned.

I started driving up to meet her downward plunges, lifting her off the couch with the force of my thrusts.

“Oh shit that’s deep” she cried. “Fuck me Ryan.  Fuck me hard.  Ram your cock into me.”

We both started thrusting harder and faster.  My cock was pulsing on the verge of explosion and Cheryl was gasping and moaning and pumping her ass like a jack hammer.  Her moans were getting loader and more urgent.

“Don’t stop.  Harder.  Harder baby.  Don’t stop.  Please don’t ever stop” she pleaded.

I rammed my cock up into her with one great powerful thrust that propelled her off the couch and almost off my cock.  When she slammed back down she went off.

“AAAhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” She screamed at the top of her lungs and then let out a string of explicatives “Oh God, Fuck, Fuck, Holy shit.  Jesus. Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

When she came down hard on my cock, there was a searing stroke of intense pleasure, like tape ripping off a wound, only with pleasure not pain.  That caused me to lose it and I shot my load into her virgin pussy.

She collapsed on top of me and shook.  She clung to me, gasping for breath, muttering “Oh God Ryan, hold me.  Hold me baby.  Hold me.”

My cock was still pulsing and pumping thick wet cum against her pussy walls.

“Oh God I can feel your cum flowing inside me” she gasped.

We were both spent and we lay together a long period, breathing deeply and basking in the heat of each other’s bodies.

“That was incredible” exclaimed Cheryl. “Can we do it again?”

My cock has slipped out and she searched for it.  She found it and stroked it with her fingers.  It responded and sprang to life.

“I love this thing” she murmured.

While we were locked in passion I had fingered her ass and she had responded with additional ardor.  I pulled her around until her cunt was just above my mouth and began to eat her out.  

Her pussy was soaked and full of my cum.  While I was using my mouth on her cunt I tested her anus with my fingers and succeeded in shoving first my thumb and then my longest digit all the way up her ass.

Cheryl had worked her way over my cock and was sucking away.  She came first and I cut her oral short, not wanting to waist a shot on her mouth, but my cock was rock hard.

I retrieved an item from a storage section of the end table and showed it to her.

“What is that?” she asked.

It was a string of large beads on a string like a necklace.  

“I am going to fuck you and periodically I will jam one of these up your ass.  When we cum, I will jerk the string and they will all rip out at the same time.  “You will love it, if you can stand the pleasure” I promised.

“I’m game” she agreed.

I grabbed both legs and held them high, spreading her cunt lips wide.  My cock was ready and I jammed it to the hilt.  I pulled her toward me locking one leg in each arm, pumping my cock in and out, never missing a stroke.

Her pink dress was around her waist and her sheer pull ups still covered her legs from mid thigh down. I pounded her hard and every dozen strokes or so, I would pull her ass off the couch and stick another bead up her butt hole.

Her tits flopped and shook as I drove into her and watching them spurred me on.  My cock was rock hard and pulsing from the tightness of her semi-virgin cunt.  Cheryl lay on the couch and met me thrust for thrust.  He hands grasping the couch as she constantly moaned and rolled her head.

I know she came a few times.  From my position it was hard to tell when and how many times, but she was definitely enjoying a state of sexual bliss.  Pounding the object of my hidden desire and the feel of her surrendering beneath me, her body begging for my cock, it all drove me to an extreme and I thrust hard enough to shove her body across the coach until her head was resting part way up the arm of the couch.

Her constant moaning urged me on and the sound of my cock sloshing in and provided additional inspiration.  I pounded her hard and fast, propelled by sexual frustration.  I could not come and had to keep driving myself to a higher and higher level of sexual aggression.

I was nearing exhaustion.  Pounding her with long power strokes and gasping for air each time I drew back.  Cheryl was just a whimpering lump that came every dozen strokes or so, then built up again.

Finally the release.  I did not feel it starting, I just exploded and my cum splashed into her and she screamed.  I pulled her leg tight to my chest, lifting her ass off the couch and rammed my cock in deep, empting my load in a series of spasms.

When the last bits of cum was seeping out, I pulled the cord and the beads ripped out of her anus and landed on the floor.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Jesus” she screamed and arched her body as she came again in one great convulsion.

“Oh Fuck.  That was incredible” she groaned.

I staggered and fell to the floor, my cock still leaking.  My lungs heaving.

After a quick break for some ice cream, which we ate entirely nude, except for her nylons, we moved to the bed and resumed our passion.  We fucked and sucked for half the night and finally fell asleep from sheer exhaustion.


Postlog

Sunday morning, Mel found us sound asleep, entwined in each other’s arms.  She whispered in my ear “Hey stud, you want breakfast?”

I stirred and slid from the bed.  I had morning wood and Mel asked “What’s the protocol on this situation”

What do you mean?

“I mean, who gets that?” She pointed to my hard cock.

I thought for a moment and answered “The toilet.”

When I came out of the bathroom, Cheryl was stirring. She threw back the covers spreading her legs to me.  She was still completely nude.  I approached the bed and she grabbed my cock and began to suck on it.  In seconds it was hard.  She spit it out and rolled on her back, legs spread wide.

“Fuck me” she begged.  “Fuck me hard.”

I came down on top of her and slid my cock up her cunt.  She was wet and waiting.  Her body responded instantly and she closed around me like a giant clam. 

“Oh God!  Fuck me hard” she moaned, pushing her pussy over my shaft.  She grabbed a pillow from beneath her head and jammed it under her ass.  I went in deeper and pounded against her furiously.  It did not take long for us both to cum.  We came just seconds apart and she screamed her lungs out, before we fell apart panting.

Mel had breakfast ready and we were starved.  

“You kids have fun?” Mel asked.

“We had a blast” exclaimed Cheryl.

“I loaned you my husband for the night” declared Mel.

“From the screams I just heard, you snuck another one in on me this morning” Mel accused.

“How was my mom” Cheryl asked, changing the subject.

“Suspicious” Mel said.  “I told her you had a date.”

“You have to go home to day.  I want my husband back.  He is my fuck toy, not yours” Mel demanded.

“I know.  I never thought it could be that good.  I feel different” Cheryl declared.

“You probably feel sore” quipped Mel.

“I do.  I can hardly walk, but it is a good sore” replied Cheryl.

“Is his always like that?” she asked.

“Most of the time” Mel answered.  “But I think you really pushed him to new heights.  You missed a good one last night.”

“I heard you fucking him after I puked?” said Cheryl.

“Of course!       You revved him up and I took advantage.  One of the best fucks I have ever had.  I thought he was going to devour me” Mel declared.

“Sorry I missed it” responded Cheryl.

“Well now that you know what to look for, you need to go find your own lover” said Mel.

“How?”

“Look around.  Selectively try a few out.   When you find a guy like Ryan, that can fuck you half the night and still have enough punch left to give you a little hair of the dog before breakfast. Consider keeping him around” declared Mel.

“Guys I am right her!  Can anyone see me?” I interrupted.

“Shut up meat” they both said almost in unison.
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Taking the Supper Club Wives  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance 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 six books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah: #5-Carol  & #6-Monica ; #7-Trudy)

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?

Taken 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 blond 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.

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.  Linda’s older sister is looking to protect both Linda and her mom and offers her lovely body as an appeasement.   If Vincent can manage to keep these women from comparing notes, he can enjoy all three.

Cash is an Aphrodisiac    Candy is dandy, liquor is quicker, but cash is the fastest of all. Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting good girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

The Stud Club    Ellen Freez is a strikingly beautiful brunette of thirty six with a filthy rich husband and the lifestyle of the rich and famous.   She is traveling with her sexy, but naïve, eighteen year old niece who is fresh out of small town America.    Ellen wants her niece to experience a master lover, but Ellen also has needs of her own.   Fortunately, Ellen is a lifetime member of the ‘Stud Club’, a secret organization offering well endowed lovers worldwide.

Taking the Babysitters  (A Players Erotic Adventure.) Ryan and Melanie Phillips have a family vacation planned to Hawaii.  They decide to take a babysitter along so they can have some free time to play.  The Phillips have two regular sitters and when Ryan announces that one of them will be going to Hawaii, they both make it clear, with their intimate charms, that they are eager to be chosen.  Unable to decide, Ryan invites both.  Is Ryan headed for trouble or paradise?  

Taken by the Tag Team  Rafe is hunk of a man with a jumbo member and a fleet of sports cars, but he is tongue tied in front of women.  Freddie can’t hold a job, but is devilishly charming and gets more action than a rock star.  Rafe and Freddie formed a tag team.  Rafe fronts the money and the lifestyle and Freddie ropes in the women, paying special attention to hotties  who are keen for oversized meat.  Freddie has never lived so well and Rafe has never slept so well.  What could possibly go wrong?

The Imitation Masseuse  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is absolutely smitten by a stunning blond he sees every morning, but all attempts to meet her go astray. Desperate, Lance takes a crash course in massage techniques and then shows up at the girls door, massage table and accompanying oils in hand, pretending that she is the winner of a free therapeutic massage.   Will she let him through the door?   If she does, will Lance get to rub more than her back?

Taking the French Planter’s Grand Daughter    War is a poor place for romance, but sometimes love is where you find it.  When Daniel Porter burst through the doors of the old French plantation house he was expecting a squad of VC, not a frightened girl.  Battle weary and no longer the man who left Iowa eight months before, can the carnal charms of the enemy save his soul?

(A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with NightTablePress.com for release dates or look them up on amazon.com.
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