
        
            
                
            
        

    
Double the Fun – Two Girls are Better than One

(The 70s were a time of short skirts, liberated women, and spontaneous encounters)

In 1970, I don’t remember the exact date, but I should. Every guy should know the date of his first threesome. It was sometime in the spring and all the women at the marine lab had broken out their skimpy finery. I was sitting in the front seat of a 1964 Ford. I was in the middle with a gorgeous, young sexy girl on each side of me. One blonde and one redhead. They both wore mini-skirts and the way they were sitting their hems were only inches from their prize. 

Pantyhose had recently taken the female fashion world by storm and the girls were all eager to compete in the sexy leg department. The driver, Shirly Robinson, had red hair that cascaded over her shoulders and framed a lovely face with piercing eyes that sparkled when she smiled. She had a sensuous sway to her movements that drew men like raw meat attracts flies.

Carla Funn was on my right. No kidding, that was her real name. Carla was a full-bodied blond with a nice set of tits and lips built for servicing a johnson. Both had blue eyes and dynamite legs. Both were married, but not to me. It was common at the marine lab for the town wives who worked at the lab to form dalliances with the scientists and support staff.

The lab was in what had been a very small town and like small towns everywhere, residents had naturally married their high school sweethearts.  Enter scientists and grad students from all over the world.  Despite being a bit geeky, the fresh meat was smart, witty, well-paid, sophisticated, and continuously returning from adventures in exotic locales all over the world. What bored housewife wouldn’t want to join the fun?

I had been fucking Carla for about three months and eye fucking Shirly for even longer.  Shirly had gone into a convenience store to grab a case of Rolling-Rock beer. It came in little green bottles and had the recently invented twist-off caps. We had planned to drink our lunch. When Shirly swung back into the driver’s seat, her skirt, as always, hiked up several inches past decent.

“Where to?” Shirly asked.

I was squeezed between the two girls, our bodies touching. I looked on each side of me and was treated to a view of exquisite thighs. I was hard-pressed to pick the most stimulating, but my cock was screaming ‘fuck them both.’ 

“I can’t figure out which of you has the sexiest legs,” I said. “You are both incredible. It is almost more than a poor guy can stand, being so close to such perfection and temptation.”

I have always been an advocate of bold action. No balls, no blue chips, and all that. I learned that lesson early in life. So, I reached out and put a hand on both legs closest to me, high on the thigh. One on Carla’s and one on Shirly’s. Carla was used to my hand on her upper thigh, but Shirly, not as much. However, we had flirted blatantly enough that she had no doubt that I dreamed about it being there. I also was not sure how Carla would take to me dragging Shirly into our private sport. So, there was a little tension in the moment.

So far so good. No one slapped my hand away. No one complained. Is that shock or consent? I wondered, then squeezed both legs and made full palm contact with their warm flesh. I rubbed gently down each leg toward the knee.

“God they are just lovely,” I announced. I was afraid to look at either girl, so I kept my eyes on my hands moving down their legs.

I only went halfway toward the knee and then reversed and rubbed back up to where I had started. But my original grasp was only an inch from the hem of their short skirt, so I just kept going until I reached the tender inner thigh right at the junction of leg and pussy.  No one said a word. Everyone was watching my hands. Would he or wouldn’t he touch the treasure? The only sound in the car was my hand rubbing over nylon. I don't think anyone was even breathing. I sure as hell wasn't.

I paused for just a moment, kneading the tender flesh of their inner thighs. I squeezed it softly and pushed my fingers a little further up their legs, very near where they merged with their butts. I was not touching their crotch, but I was close enough to feel the heat of both their snatches.

“I love this part of a woman,” I exclaimed. “This tender upper thigh. The skin is so soft and sensitive. I love the way it feels on my lips.”

Then I was there. My hands were fully covering their crotches, my fingers rubbing gently, but insistently through their panties. Carla had on mesh and Shirly some kind of silk lace. Carla was wet, I expected that, but Shirly was super wet. Sopping would be a better description.

The girls were moaning and sighing a little, but no one was objecting. Both girls had slumped down in the seat a little to push against my hand as well as spread their legs.

They both wore pantyhose, so absent my ripping out their nylon crotches or them slipping off their pantyhose I was at the limit of potential penetration.

Carla was the first to lift her ass and skin off her pantyhose. When I put my hand back, I realized she had also ditched her panties as well and her cunt entrance was ready and waiting. It literally sucked my fingers in and I fluttered them near her G-spot.

Carla lay her head back on the top of the car seat and let me finger fuck her as she moaned softly. It was not an easy task, because my hand was backward. It was more properly a job for my left hand, but that one was busy with Shirly’s lovely opening.

Shirly didn’t take off her pantyhose, but to my surprise, she put her hand on my crotch and dug urgently at my zipper.  I helped her out a little and she grabbed my cock like it was a life-saving device.

“Oh God,” Shirly exclaimed. “Carla, you bitch. You didn’t tell me how big it was.”

“I told you he had a nice dick,” she argued, still being fingered.

“If I had known it was this big, I would have been fucking him behind your back weeks ago,” Shirly declared.

“Well now is your chance,” replied Carla, sliding her left hand over my cock, looking for a place to grab it that was not occupied by Shirly.

“Don’t you think we should go to my place,” I offered.

“Damn straight,” replied Shirly, starting the car. “Where do you live?”

“Not far,” I replied.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she declared.

*****

I should probably give you some history.  There is a little backstory as to how I came to be sitting between two such lovely creatures. Shirly was a hot, hot redhead with flashing blue eyes and a tall thin frame. She had long, slender legs and enjoyed keeping my cock hard by wearing some of the shortest mini-skirts that Virginia law allowed.

Like most guys around the lab, I had been in lust with Shirly from the first moment I saw her perfect ass swinging down the hall. What a memorable view. All these years later, I can still see her firm butt muscles working inside her short skirt.

We were good friends and flirted outrageously, but we had never gotten down to business because I was fucking her best friend, Carla. The blonde on my right.

Carla was a full-figured blonde. Well not a complete blonde, because she had a black-haired muff. But her tits were real enough and her taut tanned thighs were as firm and luscious as a pair of legs could ever be. 

Both girls worked in the computer room. This was long before laptops or desktops. In those days a computer filled the area of a three or four car garage and had a raised floor to hide the thick data lines and power cables that connected the various computer support devices that filled the room.

It was the early days of computer programming and I was one of the few at the lab that had access to the big machine.  This gave me prolonged exposure and access to the lovelies that provided computer support.  It was a wild time. The computer girls were both lovely and sexually active. They loved to flirt and tease and fuck. It was the end of the sixties, and everyone was experimenting with their sexuality.  Especially small-town girls, getting their first glimpse of a bigger world.

I had the hots for Shirly and she seemed to return the feelings.  Of course, Shirly had the hots for a lot of the guys.  She was married but did not let that slow her down. It wasn't that we hadn’t played a few games. The computer systems were so large that we litterally walked around inside of it.  Not the tubes or circuit boards themselves, but all the connected panels.

Once Shirly and I were behind the last bank of cabinets. They were about chest high. The wall was to our rear and there were other people in the room, including Carla. I was standing next to Shirly, and she had worn an indecently short skirt and a pair of pantyhose.

The cabinets were chest high, and no one could tell what we were doing with our hands. She gave me one of her sexy smiles. The kind that said, “I know you want to fuck me.”  We had just finished our chore with the machine and I reached over and ran my right hand up her leg. She just looked at me as if to say “I dare you”.

That was encouragement enough and I slid my hand right up against her nylon-clad pussy and gave her a few strokes. I had a business-like look on my face and the top of the cabinet was open. Anybody watching would assume I was working on the machine, but I was actually working on Shirly.  Gently but firmly stroking her labia through her pantyhose and she was squirming and dripping moisture like an over-soaked sponge.

Shirly loved sex and it did not take much to get her motor running and it was racing for me at that moment. I saw her clench her hand on the cabinet top and I moved my fingers even faster. 

Shirly had spread her lovely legs a little and was kind of squatting on my hand, but I still was not getting the friction I needed.  So I stopped for a second and pulled the back of her pantyhose down.  She caught on fast and pushed them down as well until they were around her thighs.

That gave me full access. I pushed those thin panties aside and drove my fingers in as deep as I could reach.  I would have loved to just throw her down on the floor between the wall and the computer cabinets and go at it, but there were several people on the other side of the room. They were all engaged in their own tasks and had their backs to us, but someone would have caught on soon enough.

Shirly gave me a lustful look when my fingers went in and I saw her bite her lip to keep from crying out.  I put three fingers together and pumped that sweet twat and she flexed her hips and dropped her weight and bumped up and down on my fingers like it was a cock from heaven.  Shirly was an eager girl and she met my every thrust with one of her own.

It did not take Shirly long to cum. She tightened her grip on the cabinet and I thought her fingers would either turn blue or dent the metal.  Then she grimaced in a completely silent orgasm.

I pulled my fingers out and moved a few feet away, pretending that I was still working on the machine. Shirly pulled up her pantyhose, adjusted her skirt, and gave me a glower that softened my cock completely. Then she walked past me on wobbly legs and whispered. “You could have gotten me fired.”

That was the extent of our sexual relationship as we headed for my apartment with my hand in her panties one more time. It had been a couple of weeks since the incident and she had not hesitated to be alone with me, but the opportunity for a replay had not presented itself.  She did whisper to me that she would drop by one particular evening, but she never showed and never explained.  Maybe it was just some payback.  Who knows. Shirly was whimsical when it came to sexual matters.

Carla, on the other hand, was a regular. We banged a couple of times every week.  She had married an older guy and enjoyed the material objects of an established and reliable income.  But she was a randy young filly and I was a horny young stud and that was a much more appealing match than the one she had at home.

Evidently, Carla had her eye on me for quite some time.  We had flirted openly, but I do that a lot and didn’t think Carla was any different. I had been fucking a couple of other girls at the lab.  Well, more than a couple, and Carla had been following my exploits and waiting for an opening. 

When she made her move, she was not too subtle. She came into my office one afternoon, locked the door and turned off the lights, and then stood behind my chair. She leaned in and kissed the side of my neck and ran her fingers down over my chest, unbuttoning my shirt and sliding her warm hands over my pecs, skin on skin.  My johnson was standing straight up and when she stretched to feel its harness through my pants, her tits wrapped around the back of my head.

“Oh Wow. I think you like me,” she giggled her hands urgently, searching and rubbing my stiff dick.

That is when my boss called, and the phone rang. 

*****

The next day we both called in sick and Carla knocked on the door of my apartment at 8:30 AM. ready to fuck.

I was a little disappointed in her attire, but I tried not to let it show on my face.  No short skirt, no sexy top. She wore a t-shirt and a tight pair of jeans. They showed off her hourglass figure and her sweet ass, but little else.

It didn’t take us long to get down to business and watching her wiggle out of those tight jeans was a true treat.  She pushed them down over her milky white thighs, leaving her treasure barely covered by pure white silk panties that were cut way too narrow to hide all of her black curls.

She came into my arms like she hadn't been laid in years.  All urgent and lustful. I thought she was going to devour me and when I slid my finger inside of her she moaned “Oh God it's about time.  I thought you would never take the hint.”

Then she started pumping her ass and squirming around on my hand, riding it like her favorite dildo. I pushed three fingers together to make a wedge and rammed my fingers in and out as fast and as hard as I could. Her opening was soaking wet and taking my fingers in all the way to the bridge of my hand.

We quickly worked into a rhythm and every time her entrance widened out enough for her to swallow up to my last knuckle, I could feel her flex her entrance and whimper “Oh Baby”.  Then I would pull my hand back, before sliding it in again.

Carla was a woman in need and that made me all the hornier and I pumped her furiously. I was moving my hand way too fast to maintain the speed, so I cycled it. I would jam it in frantically for a while, then slow it way down to a leisurely pace.  Almost like a slow fuck. But when I felt rested, I would kick it into high gear again.

Carla came about six or seven times from this routine. We had worked our way over to the edge of the couch, which she had straddled with her legs wide open. All the time I was hand fucking her, Carla was stroking my cock with one hand and massaging my balls with her other. She had ripped at my zipper and pushed my pants off urgently right after we started. Every time she came she squeezed the crap out of my dick and I felt her fingernails dig into my scrotum.

Finally, she whispered “Fuck me,” and I took her right there against the wall.  Ramming my cock into her like a crazy man as she clawed my back to the point of drawing blood.

We spent the rest of the day fucking and sucking. We could not get enough of one another and by late afternoon we were both exhausted and spent.

It wasn't that I was such a  great stud.  In fact, I was in way over my head. I was young and my hormones were surging, but Carla was only the fifth or sixth girl I had ever been with, and certainly the first time I had spent the whole day fucking.  My experience was limited to quick encounters in the back seat of a car or behind a locked office door.  I had only done it in a bed twice and I was afraid the whole time that I would see headlights on the ceiling as her parents came home early or in the other instance, her husband.

I must have done well because Carla told the other computer girls what a stud I was.  But the truth was that I was just a quick learner and horny as hell. 

At some point in the day, I don't remember the sequence, Carla and I invented the “Jack Hammer”.  I was laying on my back with my cock standing straight up and Carla was on top, sliding up and down my pole with a look of true satisfaction on her pretty face.  I was caressing her tits and squeezing her nipples and in general, enjoying the feel of her body, both inside and out. 

Somehow I got the idea to slam my legs down on the mattress and make her bounce.  The movement jammed my hips up, ramming my cock in deeper and lifting Carla into the air.  Then when I sank back down,  gravity forced Carla down over my pole and her weight drove me in deep.  The harder I kicked the more pronounced the effect and the higher Carla bounced.  I could tell from the look of ecstasy on her face, that she liked my new invention.

The only problem with the Jack Hammer is that it quickly saps your strength.  It takes a lot of stamina to keep a girl dancing on your dick that way and I soon ran out of gas.  But not before Carla came a couple of times, then put her mouth on me to thank me for my ingenuity.

*****

It was foolhardy to leave Shirly’s Ford Fairlane in front of my duplex all afternoon.  Everybody on that road was a graduate student and it would be apparent that I was enjoying pretty Shirly’s charms for an extended period.   But we were all thinking with our libidos that particular afternoon and did not give it a second thought.

Shirly called the lab from my apartment and told them Carla had food poisoning and she had to rush her to the hospital in Williamsburg, forty miles away. When Shirly hung up the phone she smiled when she saw that Carla had my cock down her throat.  I did not want to give Shirly a chance to cool off and have second thoughts, so I put my hands around her ass and pulled her into me as I put my mouth on her cunt through her nylons.

I need not have worried, she was still soaking and between the two of us, we managed to free her of her pantyhose and silk panties, without kicking Carla in the head.  God, Shirly had a sweet pussy. She tasted like heaven and her juices were flowing over my face like warm honey and damn near as sticky. I lapped at her like a dog chasing a bone.

Her smell and taste were driving me crazy. I loved the taste of Carla's cunt, but Shirly was something extra special and I stretched my tongue out, shoving it as deep into sweet Shirly as I could reach.  She shifted position and pushed her pussy down, grinding it into my face and helping me lick just a little further in.

Carla was bobbing her head up and down on my cock and Shirly was grinding her pussy into my face and I was in fuck heaven.  I started to blow but Carla did something to slow me down.  One minute I was ready to blow and the next her lips felt every bit as sensational, but the urgency had gone.

Shirly suddenly cried out and shook. Her pussy actually vibrated a bit against my mouth.  I shifted my lips to her clit. It was hard and easy to find, and I sucked it between my lips, letting it slide in and out.   Shirly must have liked the technique because she ran her fingers through my hair and pressed my head harder against her pussy.

Shirly's clit was sensitive, but her labia turned out to be her real hot spot.  I sucked those sweet lips into my mouth and rolled them around like precious jewels and she responded like I had shot her with some kind of pleasure beam. 

While I was sucking vigorously, I ran my hands up the back of her thighs and caressed that sweet succulent ass of hers.  She was wet all over and her musk was overpowering.  Moisture was dripping down her legs and her ass crack felt like it had been lubed. I slid my finger over the groove between her perfect butt cheeks and felt her flex at the pressure.  Then she moaned and jerked a little when I rolled my finger over her anus.

I was so overcome with Shirly that I almost forgot about Carla sucking on my pole.  Shirly came again in an explosion.

It was only maybe a second later that I emptied into Carla’s mouth and when I did, she swallowed it all down and stuck her finger up my ass at the same time.

I think that was her way of telling me not to get carried away with Shirley and forget about her.  Then Carla came into my arms and demanded I kiss her cum filled mouth.  It was a kink she had.

While we were kissing, Shirley was stroking my cock and she had it back standing at full attention. 

“I want to fuck,” she demanded, pulling me to the floor. She crawled up my body like a spider wrapping around its prey, then mounted me cowgirl and slid that sweet, warm pussy down over my pole. Oh God, she was tight. My cock felt like a thousand tiny fingers were stroking it all determined to make it explode.

Carla was still standing and complained.

“Sit on his face,” Shirley insisted.

I really don’t remember all the details after that.  We fucked all afternoon and when I needed to rest the girls turned to each other. I got the impression it was the first time.

I remember we did a daisy chain. I ate Shirly, and Shirley ate Carla. We tried a triangle so that everyone could get sucked, but that didn’t seem to work.

At one point Carla declared, Let’s show her the Jack Hammer and both girls took a turn, and they came like slot machines rolling up three cherries.

The rest is a blur, but one of the best afternoons of my whole life

Shirly, Carla, and I did one more threesome, but afterward, I felt free to chase Shirly and we had some wild sex one-on-one.  Shirly taught me the chair fuck. She claimed it was the best way to get a cock into her the deepest and boy was she right.  I owe a debt to Shirly because, in future years, several women would waddle out of my abode thinking I was the hottest lover of their lives, simply because Shirly taught me how gravity and the geometry of the chair could get my cock in deeper and touch virgin ground that other dicks never reached.

I also think our little spontaneous gathering sparked some bi in Shirley and Carla because there were times when they were off on their own.  I’m no expert, but I started to notice some heated glances between them.  Kind of a private code and the more I thought about our second session together. There were a lot more Shirly and Carla moments the second time than there were the first.  Thinking about them going at each other, put some extra spice into our one-on-one sessions.

*****

My carnal adventures with the computer girls were just one of those situations that young men sometimes fall into.  I was in the right place at the right time and horny enough to take full advantage of the situation.

It was the dawn of the seventies and women's sexual liberation was a wave crashing through society, sweeping away generations of puritanical taboos against sport fucking.

Every woman who missed the sexual revolution of the sixties was lifting their skirt and trying to make up for lost time.  I just happen to come on the scene at an opportune moment.

The computer girls were hot and on the prowl. As the only young, non-married male allowed computer access, I was in a perfect position to plow this very fertile garden undisturbed by the other studs that might normally be prowling lab waters.  If my fellow graduate students only knew that all they had to do was learn how to program.

The computer girls and I would all go to lunch together and the atmosphere was definitely frisky.  It was Carla, Shirly, myself, and a lady named Maggie.  Shirley and Carla were both in their twenties.  Maggie was older and very quiet.  She ran the keypunch and the verifying machine. A thin woman a little past forty, with a bit of a stick figure.  But she had dynamite legs. Actually, the best legs of the bunch, and when Carla and Shirly convinced her to raise her hemline, I really started to pay attention, because Maggie's thighs were an absolute turn-on.

Her skirts were never as short as Shirly's or Carla's, but they were short enough to get my juices flowing.  Even with Shirly and Carla buzzing around, I must confess to shooting a few bullets on lonely nights while thinking about Maggie’s delicious thighs.

In my mind she was a walking carnal explosion, just waiting for the right fuse.  Every time I looked at those incredible legs, I thought about them flailing and kicking as she came screaming in ecstasy. It got so that every time Maggie crossed or uncrossed her legs, my cock twitched in anticipation.

Putting a move on Maggie would be an iffy proposition.  It was plain to me that all the flirting and sex talk made her panties wet.  But she was a small-town wife and mom and wanting and doing were two different things. Besides, I was unloading into Carla several times a week, and pounding Shirley on the side.  They both had magic cunts and I didn’t want to risk losing that action.

Even after I started banging Carla, everyone seemed to know it.  Shirly was always on the tease.  Giving me sexy smiles, peeks at her panties, and glimpses down her blouse.  One day we had a picnic by the bay and Shirly asked me to retrieve her matches, which she kept tucked inside her bra.

She leaned forward, showed me her cleavage, and goaded me into sticking my hand down her blouse.  Right in front of everybody, I felt around for her matches.  Shirly wasn’t a busty woman, but she had nice firm little apple-like tits, and I brushed skin with the backs of my fingers.  When I felt her nipple, it was a hard little sucker.  Then I found the matches and grabbed them between two fingers.

As I pulled them out, I caught Maggie's eye. Her gaze was locked on my hand down Shirly's front and the look in her eyes was unmistakable. She wanted a hand down her front. She was aching to be as reckless as Shirly. This lady was longing for some action and the more thigh she displayed, the more I was willing to offer her some.

I don’t know if Maggie had too much to drink one afternoon and spilled her private thoughts to her friends, or those two live wires just wanted to let her in on the fun. Whatever the reason, Shirley and Carla started encouraging me to put poor Maggie out of her misery and to also make sure I went down on her in the process.  Evidently, that was a thrill in life that she had missed.

As I said previously, Maggie wasn’t any prize and she had to be forty or over.  Her face certainly hadn’t qualified her for even runner-up homecoming queen status, and most teenage boys haven’t learned to appreciate the sensuality of an elegant pair of legs.  I figured Maggie had just plain been left out of the fun.

It wasn't exactly a mercy fuck. But without those killer legs of hers, she just wouldn’t have been someone that I’d pursue, given all the younger and prettier opportunities that surrounded me.   If I had met her out some night in a bar, I certainly wouldn’t have complained if she wanted me to take her home.

So, what the fuck! Besides, I’d been around enough to know that older women can be very appreciative of the attention from a young stud.  I had more than fond one memory in that category.

I pretended, of course, to be the martyr.  To keep the piece and sacrifice myself for the good of the group. Being young and beautiful, they never considered that I might have the hots for third-string Maggie.

*****

We were headed for lunch, not much different than any other day, but there was a vibe in the car. A sexual tension that I couldn’t quite define.  They stuck me in the backseat of Shirly's Ford Fairlane, with Shirly driving and Carla riding shotgun.

“You two keep it clean back there,” Carla teased.

I looked over at Maggie who was looking both excited and uncomfortable. Her dress was a little clingy. In fact, it was the sexiest thing I had ever seen her wear. It was not as short as she usually wore, and I was disappointed that she was not displaying her wonderful thighs.

I put one hand on her upper leg. Just a casual move to get things rolling. Boy, was I surprised? I could feel a garter under my palm. I squeezed a little harder, my fingers outlining the connecting clasp. Those little vixens both knew my fetish for nylons. The old-fashioned kind, not those new pantyhose that were all the rage.  My cock was standing straight up. God did it want out. I looked at Maggie.

She returned my gaze, her eyes full of want and need. She might as well have whispered “fuck me,” it was that apparent.

I had expected shyness, but Maggie was raring to go.  I ran my hand up her thigh and she spread her legs a little more. I pulled the material of her dress up until it exposed her nylon tops and her bare succulent thigh between the garter and her pussy. They had dressed Maggie well. I was on fire and I caught Carla peeking into the back seat, her glance landed right on the hand that was heading toward Maggie's sweet spot. There was a knowing smirk on her face.

I locked my gaze with Maggie, reached over with my right hand, and slid it under her skirt. I kneaded the soft flesh of her inner thigh above her stocking tops for a few moments.  Then pressed my hand against her womanhood. The little slut had left her panties at home.

She gasped and smiled when I ran my finger along her slit. Maggie was wet. Really fucking wet. She must have wanted this for a long time and her pussy almost sucked my fingers in.

I slid two in and curled them, stroking her cunt walls. Then I fluttered them.

“Oh Fuck,” she sighed. That was the first time I had ever heard her utter a curse word or use sexual slang.

Maggie spread her legs out wider and pushed her opening against my fingers. She was an eager bitch and I responded by pumping my fingers rapidly in and out of her willing cunt.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh Ehhhhhhhhh,” her screams suddenly filled the car. They were damn near deafening. Maggie had cum in one hell of a hurry. I had just gotten started, and my best stuff was yet to come. She thrashed and kicked her legs and put her hand over my hand and pressed my fingers deeper into her.

My cock was straining in my jean shorts and Maggie put her hands right on my bulge. Her fingers frantic to feel my length and girth. She wanted that cock bad. I don't think it had anything to do with me personally. Maggie just needed to get laid and from all reports, I was a pretty good partner.

Events were moving quickly and I doubted that Maggie wanted her first fling to be in front of her two friends.

“What’s the plan,” I asked. “You going to watch or drop us somewhere private.”

Shirly offered, “I’ll drop you at your place.”

“I want to watch,” Carla countered.

“I’d like some privacy,” Maggie declared,

That settled it. “My place,” I declared.

I reached out and pulled Maggie to me and cradled her in my arms. She was now half sitting, half lying. Her back supported by my left arm. A perfect position to either kiss her or caress her.

I bent forward and we enjoyed some long, romantic kisses. Maggie was a good kisser, soft and tender but needy, and she wasn’t shy about exploring with her tongue.  I caressed her chest and felt her tits through her dress and she arched her back and pressed them into me.

Then I put my hand between her legs and traveled slowly up her thighs. Kneading and caressing and massaging. All the time kissing and searching with our tongues. She jerked when I put my fingers back inside her and threw her pelvis at me, spreading her legs. I switched to my thumb inside her, and let my fingers slide along her ass crack as I pumped into her. She was slick with her juices and was kicking and thrashing and I held her tight. She came again and clung to me like she’d drown if she didn’t.

“I’m gonna put my mouth on you as soon as we’re alone,” I whispered.

“Oh God, please, please,” she begged.

*****

The minute we were through the door Maggie turned and was all over me. She pressed up against me and stuck her tongue down my throat,    kissed me, and squirmed her body against me like she wanted to crawl inside me. I spun her round and put her back to the door then dropped to my knees and kept my promise. I put my mouth right on her pussy and licked like she was made of cotton candy.

“Oh God,” she cried. Then put her hands on the back of my head and pulled me close against her. She had a sweet-smelling pussy and I stuck my tongue in a little, then lapped at her entrance.  I could hear her groaning and moaning and she kept pushing me harder against her.  Then she screamed, shook, and her legs collapsed.

We ended up in a heap and I crawled over her body and licked her clit. 
“Oh Fuck!”, she exclaimed and I licked and sucked it into my mouth between my lips and pulsed it in and out.  She thrashed and moaned and threw her body around, then I pushed her legs apart and slid in four fingers. She was eager for those digits and she lifted her ass off the floor and flung her opening at my hand.  I pounded those fingers into her until she was damn near taking me up to the bridge of my hand. I could feel her legs spasm each time I filled her and then she cut loose. She rolled away from me screaming and curled up in a ball.

I sat beside her waiting for her to recover then led her to my bed.

I lay down beside her, kissed her, and caressed her. She reached for my cock and jacked it a little, then reached up and massaged my balls. I was hard already, but she wanted to play a little, then she mounted me, cowgirl. She had never done anything but missionary and I let her play for as long as I could hold it.  Then I slammed my legs down and gave her the Jack Hammer. God, she loved that and screamed and squealed and came twice for me before I ran out of energy.  Then we did the slow fuck. That seemed to be her favorite part.   I don’t think she’d ever had a lover that cared about her orgasm, because she whispered, repeatedly between her moans, “I didn’t know it could be like this.”  Her voice was so low, like she wasn’t really talking to me.  Just herself.

“We only have a little time left,” she whispered, and her body flowed into me, molding every curve and crevice against me. Writhing and rubbing, each inch of her was alive with desire and it filled me with a carnal rage and an urgency to please her. My thrusts were lazy and languid, but powerful as our bodies merged into a rhythm. She moaned low and long as I slid my cock in slow/  She cried out when she was filled and pushed hard, jamming her pussy against me and wriggling her hips so vigorously that I was afraid she would rip my cock off.   

There at the end, it was like we were one. Kissing and caressing. Her pussy clung to my cock and seemed to flow around it. Welcoming it with its warm and wetness.  She wrapped herself around me like a giant spider, her long lean body was surprisingly strong and every ouch of it was screaming “Fuck me.”  She was cuming almost every third or forth stroke and her cries were progressively louder and longer.  Then she raked my back with her nails deep enough for me to scream as well.

We’d been laying on our sides, but I rolled on top of her and finished in a flurry of hard fast strokes that took her breath away and made her whimper, then screamed as we both finished.  At the peak of it, the walls echoed with her screams and she and clawed me with her nails again.  This time she drew blood.

The girls showed up at 5:15 and Maggie went into the bathroom to freshen up. I was standing there naked with my limp cock hanging down like a whipped dog. Marlene was behind me and I flinched when she fingered my wounds. 

“Wow,” was all she said.

Shirly wrapped her fingers around my dick, but she didn’t get much of a reaction. 

“No point in me staying is there?” she asked.

“Not tonight,” I answered.

“Too bad,” she giggled.

Then they were gone, and I took a nap.

*****

That was the only time I fucked Maggie and I didn’t press her for a repeat, as much as I wanted to.  She was a real tiger in the sack. But she wasn’t as wild as Carla or Shirley.  I think she just wanted her chance to play at least once.  Looking back on that afternoon we spent together hangs in my memory when so many others have faded. She was an attentive lover and a lot more sensual than I expected.

As for the others, Carla’s husband got suspicious of his young wife and gave her an ultimatum. Stay home or live somewhere else. She chose to quit her job at the lab and be a stepmom. I doubt she was happy doing it. She was just a small-town girl that married too soon. She had barely lived her life and just wanted her time in the sun. Time to be young and beautiful and desired.  All women should have that.

I don’t know what happened to Shirly.  She was always the leader. A smart, strong-willed woman who went straight for what she wanted. I visited the lab ten years later and she wasn’t there. 

I couldn’t exactly ask, “Where are all the computer girls I fucked?” So, her destiny is unknown. Whatever it was, I’m sure she lived it with relish and a heavy dose of sexual panache.  That is just who she was.

*****
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