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1. Breaking the Rules

Tom was looking forward to going home for a vacation from the University. Although he had only been there three months, he missed his home and family and was looking forward to spending Christmas with them. He had always been close to his dad, Michael, especially after his mom had run off with another man, leaving him behind. Since Michael had married Kate, his step-mom, things had been wonderful and Tom felt like he had a real family again.

That had been almost six years ago when Tom had been fourteen, and his step-sister, Vicky had been twelve. They had grown up as brother and sister with the usual arguments, but since Vicky had matured, Tom struggled now to still see her as a sister. She had just turned eighteen and boy was she sex on legs! Built like a modern-day Marilyn Monroe, Tom had an almost permanent hard-on when in her company and had spent many a night jerking off while looking at a picture of her.

In fact since he had gone to the Uni, he hadn’t been interested in getting a girlfriend as all he could think about was Vicky. While his fellow students were getting drunk and getting laid, Tom was still a virgin and couldn’t help but hope that one day it would be Vicky who would be his first.

****

“See you after the New Year buddy,” his room-mate Chris was saying. He was also going home to see his family, and without his company Tom would have been even lonelier. Chris was probably the only one of his new friends who also didn’t bother going all out to get laid every weekend and so they had a lot in common. What Tom didn’t realize however was that Chris was in fact gay and therefore probably had more than a friendly interest in him. But Tom was a nice guy, and even if he had realized, he would never have been nasty to Chris. As far as Tom was concerned, he believed in live and let live; as long as no-one forced anything on to him, he was happy to just jog along with his life.

“Yeah, see you soon Chris,” Tom replied, pulling him into a ‘man hug,’ without realizing Chris would have liked more.

Stop it! Chris told himself. You know damn well he will never be interested, so just get on with your life for God’s sake. “Safe journey, and don’t get too drunk,” Chris said, turning and picking his rucksack up, ready to leave.

They went out together to the Greyhound Bus Station and each went their separate ways, Chris to Missouri and Tom back to Kennington, Florida. It wasn’t too bad a journey, being only about two and a half hours, but even so, Tom found himself becoming more and more excited as the journey went on. He would be seeing his family soon, and he couldn’t wait!

****

Tom almost ran up to the door of the large detached house he had called home for the last six years, as they had moved there after the marriage of his dad and step-mom. Kate was in the kitchen, cooking at the stove and turned round quickly to envelop him in a warm hug. “Tom honey; it’s so good to see you,” she smiled. “Sit down and I’ll get you a drink. How’ve you been? You’re looking good.”

“I’m good thank you Kate. I’ve been looking forward to seeing everyone. Where’s Vicky and dad?” He tried to sound casual, and then realized that maybe he should have asked about his father first.

“Vicky’s upstairs and your dad and I are going out tonight, so he’s gone for a shower. I’m sorry we are out your first night home, but it’s Harold’s birthday and so it’s something we couldn’t get out of.”

Harold was an old friend of Michael, and of course Tom didn’t mind because it meant he would have the evening with Vicky. “That’s fine Kate, no problems. Anyway, I could do with just chilling put tonight, so maybe we can do something as a family tomorrow?”

“We will do honey, I promise,” Kate smiled, handing him a beer.

Just then Michael came downstairs, freshly showered and ready to go. He pulled his only son into a huge hug and apologized for the fact that they were going out.

“It’s fine dad. Kate explained about Harold and we can get together tomorrow anyway, can’t we?”

They made arrangements for the following day and Michael went upstairs to unpack once they had left. Vicky came out of her room as he walked towards his. She had a huge smile on her face and Tom’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw what she was wearing. She had on tiny denim shorts and a tight white halter-top.

“It’s good to see you Tom,” she smiled. “In fact you’re just in time for a party. Sara and Bev are coming over for the evening if you would like to join us?”

****

It was nine thirty and the ‘party’ was in full swing. Sara and Bev had come over and there was plenty of alcohol flowing freely. The music was currently playing some smooth reggae which they all loved, and the girls were well chilled out by then. Tom didn’t know where to look because they all were showing off long legs and wearing tight tops which showed their breasts off to perfection. He constantly had to ‘adjust’ himself because of his hard-on.

Vicky stood up and began to sway to the music and Tom’s hard-on became even more uncomfortable when Bev stood behind her and wrapped her arms around her, grinding her groin into Vicky’s butt. Vicky looked at Tom and said ‘innocently,’ “Didn’t I tell you just what close friends we are Tom?”

Bev then undid the knot at the back of Vicky’s top, allowing her full breasts to fall free. “What do you think of these Tom?” Bev asked, cupping the breasts in her hands so that the nipples were almost touching each other.

Tom nearly fell off his seat at the sight of his step-sister’s naked breasts. “Umm, they’re beautiful,” he swallowed, not knowing what else to say.

“Would you like to suck on them Tom?” Vicky asked with a seductive smile.

Bev and Vicky walked across to where he was sitting and Vicky’s breasts swung in front of his face. Bev helpfully held one close to his mouth and as he took a large nipple into his mouth and began sucking, Vicky sighed and pushed herself closer to his mouth. Bev undid the zipper on the front of Vicky’s shorts and plunged her hand between her friend’s legs, fingering her now wet pussy.

Sara didn’t want to feel left out and kneeled down by Tom and began fondling his erection through his pants. Tom raised his butt form the seat while keeping Vicky’s nipple in his mouth. Sara pulled his jogging pants down and freed his stiff dick. She leaned in and sucked it into her mouth and it was Tom’s turn to gasp. Before Tom knew it, they all ended up rolling around the floor and there were fingers and tongues everywhere.

Vicky got between his legs and held onto his hard cock, wrapping her breasts around it and licking the tip as it emerged from her cleavage. Bev and Sara were lying next to them in a 69 position and Tom had to drag his eyes away from them plundering each other’s pussy to concentrate on what Vicky was doing.

“I’m still a virgin Tom, and I wanted you to be the first. What do you say?”

That was music to Tom’s ears and he nodded wordlessly. Vicky pushed him backwards and straddled him. She lowered her tight pussy onto his hard-on and then Bev and Sara moved closer. Bev climbed onto Tom’s face and all he could smell was wet pussy. Sara fondled Vicky’s breasts as she bounced up and down on Tom’s hard cock and he plunged his tongue deep into Bev’s pink folds.

Tom was the first to cum and he bucked and writhed as he shot load after load of hot jizz into his step-sisters tight cunt. The others soon followed and they all collapsed in a heap on the floor, moaning and groaning.

“Welcome home Tom,” Vicky smiled. “Here’s to a wonderful Christmas!”

2. Musical Nights

“Oh my God, the band was fantastic, weren’t they? I can’t remember having such a good night for ages!” Emma was chatting to her best friend, Chelsea. They had just got to the train station after watching their favorite band in concert. With them were their boyfriends, Ralph and Joey. All of them were nineteen and went everywhere together.

They had just been to see ‘Dire Death,’ who were an Indie-rock band just making it big. They were about to go on a tour of the US, and had just played a gig in their home town of Brigand, Minnesota to an ecstatic crowd, including the four friends. The four had spent the last two hours dancing and singing and were on a high.

Just then an announcement came over the speaker system in the station. ‘The train for Brookville, which is due on Platform 4 in thirteen minutes, has unfortunately been held up due to a signal failure. This train will now arrive in approximately one hour. We apologize for the delay.’ The tinny voice had just informed them that it was their train which was delayed.

“Damn it! That’s our train isn’t it?” Emma said.

“Yeah, sure is. We might as well go into the bar while we’re waiting hadn’t we?” Ralph was already picking up his bag and heading for the bar; the others followed him, grumbling their dissatisfaction at the delay.

****

By the time the train was due, the four of them had downed a few beers and were feeling a lot mellower. Joey glanced at his watch and said, “Come on then you all. We better make a move or we’ll miss it.” They ran to the platform, only just arriving as their train was due to pull away. It was past one a.m. and the train looked almost empty. There was no-one else on the platform and so the four of them piled in quickly just as the whistle blew.

They had not noticed that they were getting into a first class carriage and when Chelsea did realize, she said, “I think we should move because if a guard comes along then we’ll be in trouble.”

“Nah, we’ll be okay,” Joey insisted. “If one does come along, we’ll just apologize and move then. Tell them we didn’t know or something. Come on, let’s sit down; it’s a lot comfier in here than in crappy second class anyway.”They all settled down, hoping that no-one would come and tell them to move.

Ralph was feeling horny that night as he and Chelsea had recently started having sex and they were literally at it at every opportunity. Joey was the ‘chancer’ of the group and always up for new challenges and excitement and so it was no surprise when he was the one who said, “C’mon then Chelsea. We all know you and Ralph are at it all the time, so how about giving us a bit of a show? We’re all friends here, so don’t be shy!”

Chelsea was already sitting on Ralph’s lap kissing him and he had been hoping none of the others realized that he was already hard. Chelsea had a touch too much to drink, and ever the show-off, thought that she would give Joey what he wanted. She started kissing Ralph more deeply and running her hands through his hair, while pressing her breasts firmly against his chest. His erection was by then poking at her bottom through her jeans and she decided to wriggle against it to let him know she was aware of it. He groaned and whispered in her ear, “Carry on like that babe and I’m going to have to fuck you.”

“So let’s do it,” she replied, standing up and pulling her panties down her long legs. She had a short skirt on and flipped it up around her hips, giving Emma and Joey a view of her naked butt. Now Chelsea had done that, Ralph didn’t see the point in trying to be discreet and so pulled his zipper down and freed his enormous erection. Joey and Emma looked on, fascinated as Chelsea straddled Ralph and lowered her pussy onto his shaft, which he was holding at the base.

He groaned as Chelsea lowered herself fully onto him and grabbed her butt cheeks to bounce her up and down on his dick. The only sounds that could be heard were the wet, squishing noises of Chelsea’s pussy riding her boyfriend’s large dick. Chelsea quickly undid the buttons on her shirt and flopped her large breasts out so they bounced up and down in Ralph’s face. He sucked on one of her nipples as she rode him.

Joey was now hard and undoing his jeans to get comfortable.

“Suck my cock,” he begged Emma.

Although they had kissed a few times, they had never gone any further than that, but the situation they were in was so horny that Emma didn’t hesitate. She kneeled up on the seat at the side of Joey and lowered her mouth to his thick dick. She flicked her tongue around the rim as he watched his best friend’s cock disappearing into Chelsea’s wet hole.

“I don’t know how long I will be able to last,” Joey moaned as Emma deep-throated him. Her nose was nestled in his pubic hair and her cheeks were hollowed in as she sucked. He moved his hips up and down to he could fuck her mouth and reached his arm around the back of her. Pulling her panties to one side, he plunged his fingers into her wet cunt and used his thumb on her clit. She pushed back against his fingers, moaning as she cupped his balls with her free hand.

“Ahh, I’m gonna cum,” Ralph said as Chelsea sped up her movements on him. She was fingering her own clit and hoping that they could cum at the same time. She closed her eyes, concentrating and as she came, her inner muscles clamped around Ralph’s cock, pushing him over the edge too.

As both Ralph and Chelsea moaned their orgasm, Joey came too, shooting his load into Emma’s mouth. His fingers worked her clit frantically, helping her to a wonderful orgasm as she swallowed mouthful after mouthful of hot jizz.

Joey and Ralph’s eyes met and they winked at each other. “Thank God for late trains,” Ralph said as he tucked his cock back into his jeans. “Now when’s the next gig?”

3. The Limo Ride

“I can’t believe I’m going to be forty next week,” Vanessa said to her sister-in-law, Greta. They were getting ready for a limo ride which Vanessa’s husband and Greta’s brother, Malcolm, had arranged as a surprise for his wife’s birthday. Apparently it was a twelve-seater, and Malcolm had arranged for about eight or nine of Vanessa’s other friends to join them for a drive around the city. The limo would be taking them to a restaurant for dinner and then collect them for the drive around the city by night and Vanessa was really excited about it.

She was usually a stay-at-home mom who didn’t have a lot of excitement in her life, but she liked it that way. She adored being a mom and wife and didn’t mind that she didn’t get out very often, because when she did, it meant that she really enjoyed it. Her husband Malcolm was a kind man who adored his wife and family and all he wanted was for them to be happy. He had saved for a couple of months to pay for the meal and the limo ride and he would be staying at home and looking after the kids. He and Vanessa would have a night out on her birthday the following week and so everyone was happy.

Greta poured another glass of champagne for them each as she put the finishing touches to her hair. She was thirty eight and had never been married. She spent her time flitting from relationship to relationship, sometimes with men and sometimes with women. Vanessa had often told her that she was greedy wanting both sexes, as she couldn’t seem to make up her mind which made her happier.

“I’m not greedy,” she laughed. “I’m just keeping my options open. Besides, being greedy would mean having both at once, and so far I haven’t done that!”

Vanessa had laughed at her sister-in-law. They had been good friends for the last twenty years, ever since ‘Ness had met Malcolm and now had a large circle of good friends who they knew could always be relied on in a crisis.

Okay, so maybe we haven’t got a lot of money, but I have good friends and family, and I’m happy with that, ‘Ness often told herself. It was only very occasionally, when one of the others would show off some new jewelry or suchlike, that she actually felt a little jealous. Sometimes, just sometimes, it would be nice to do whatever I wanted to do, she thought.

“The limo’s here,” Malcolm called up the stairs. “I hope you two are ready.”

The women downed the last of the champagne and ran down the stairs. ‘Ness pulled Malcolm in for a swift kiss and they went out to join the others already in the limo.

****

After a beautiful meal in a wonderful Italian restaurant, the group of women were just climbing back into their limo for the city tour. Fairbridge by night was a lovely sight to see as the limo would take them over the river which would be floodlit, and then along to the Natural History Museum which was a stunning building and the oldest in the area. They would then drive through some of the prettiest streets of this two hundred year old town which was the oldest in the county.

All of the women were very ‘merry’ by then as Malcolm had the forethought to lay o plenty of free drink, and they were all trying their best to appear sober so as not to scare off the limo driver, although one or two of them were trying their drunken best to chat him up and invite him into the back with them!

“He’s no fun, that one,” a drunken Greta proclaimed as she climbed in. Her skirt had ridden up around her thighs, and despite his refusal of her offer, the limo driver couldn’t help but have a good look at her almost naked buttocks as they were displayed in her tiny G-string.

He couched and discreetly re-arranged his crotch to accommodate his growing erection. All the women were finally in and he started the engine. He stopped by the natural history museum to give whoever wanted to the opportunity to take pictures. When he stopped, ‘Ness reached over Greta to get another bottle of champagne from the on-board ‘fridge, and handed it round for them all to take a swallow at.

Greta knocked on the glass divide between them and the driver, holding the bottle aloft. “Want a slurp?” she smiled, pointing at the bottle because she knew that he couldn’t hear her. “C’mon, you don’t know what you’re missing,” she hiccupped, and pulled her top down to show him her ample breasts. She winked broadly, and pushed herself against the glass so that her breasts were squashed against it. The driver glanced at his watch, and knowing he was taking his life in his hands, climbed out of the driver’s door and walked around to join the ladies in the back.

He figured it had been a long evening and that one little drink wasn’t going to hurt, even though he knew his boss would fire him on the spot if ever he was to find out. As he climbed in, Greta shouted, “Woohoo! Come here gorgeous.” She patted the seat next to her and shuffled across to give him room. He was sat between her and ‘Ness and looked slightly uncomfortable when Greta grabbed his hand and placed it on her own thigh.

“Don’t be shy handsome,” she smiled. “We’re all friends here, aren’t we girls?”

There was a rowdy chorus of agreement as the other women made way for the handsome, uniform-clad chauffeur.

“I adore a man in uniform,” Greta said, moving his hand a little higher and opening her legs to give him access to her pussy.

“Fuck it, in for a penny and all that,” the chauffeur said and slipped his fingers between her wet pussy lips.

“That’s more like it,” Greta said as she shifted her bottom down the seat to let him get higher up.

“Someone get his cock out,” she said to the other women. Two of them immediately kneeled on the floor next to him and unzipped his suit pants, reaching in for his growing erection. The two of them began taking turns to suck on him as he fingered Greta’s wet cunt.

The chauffeur couldn’t believe his luck and was wishing that he could get a job like this one more often. “I think I shall take first turn if you ladies don’t mind?” Greta asked politely.

“Carry on honey,” one of them replied, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she removed her mouth from his dick. Greta stood up and straddled the now stunned driver. She looked at ‘Ness and winked as she lowered himself onto his dick, bouncing up and down a few times, before hopping off. “Next,” Greta said and was surprised when ‘Ness stood up and bent over in front of him. She pulled her skirt up to show she had already removed her panties and spread her butt cheeks.

“Fuck me in the ass,” she demanded as she backed up to him.

Greta was stunned. Not only was her sister-in-law letting her hair down, but she was demanding anal as well! The chauffeur groaned as his cock filled her small and tight ass-hole and he grasped her hips and moved her back and forward as he thrust. It was such an exciting situation that he couldn’t hold off for long, and came quickly, grunting as he shot hot loads of creamy cum into ‘Ness’ ass.

When he had finished, ‘Ness stood up and smiled at Greta. “Now that’s what I call a birthday present,” she grinned.

4. Camping Capers

Saskia and Clive had just finished doing their packing. They were heading off into the country for a weekend at their favorite camp-site set in the woods not too far from where they lived. They would be meeting up with another two couples as they tried to at least four times a year when they could get the children to stay with grandparents. All three of the couples worked hard and led very busy lives, and they had made a pact earlier on that year that in order to keep sane, they needed a break away from everything.

They had all bought camping equipment, and as this was to be the first of their four trips that year, it would give them all the chance to try out the new gear. All three of the men worked at the same bank and the women had got to know each other through their husbands and had become firm friends. But as this was to be the first time she had been away from the children since having them, Saskia was feeling a little nervous.

“You do think they’ll be okay with your mom don’t you honey?” she asked Clive for what felt like the hundredth time.

“Of course they will. You know she dotes on them. Besides, they will love it. She’s going to take them to the kiddies cinema in the morning and then to a drive-thru for dinner. They’ll be fine, I promise. Now stop worrying and come here.” He pulled her into a reassuring hug and kissed the top of her head.

Saskia knew he was right, but still couldn’t help worrying a little bit.

“Here, have this,” Clive smiled, handing her a glass of champagne. “Let’s start the weekend as we mean to go on.”

Saskia took a huge swallow and began to feel better. All three of the couples were quite wealthy and could have afforded to stay in a hotel, but the whole point was to get away from all of that and live with nature for a couple of days, but that didn’t mean that they had to give up on the finer things in life, and all of them were taking a case of champagne and a luxury hamper of food. One thing Saskia didn’t want to be doing was cooking as she had enough of that when the kids were there. Besides, the men had all agreed to do the cooking, which would probably consist of some overcooked, if not burned, sausages and burgers!

****

By the time they arrived at the campsite, Saskia had already had most of a bottle of bubbly and was feeling far more relaxed. When they pulled up, they were pleased to see that the other two couples were already there and had bagged them a really good spot in a clearing in the woods. There was only room for the three tents and a campfire in the middle and so the chances of anyone encroaching on their space were slim to say the least.

‘Smithy’ and Caro, and Jim and Daisy had already put their tents up and so the men helped Clive out, while the women welcomed Saskia and sat around chatting. More champagne was consumed, and by the time the tent was ready, Saskia was starting to feel completely relaxed and had managed to put her fears about the children to bed. Caro started playing some music as the men got the food ready, and then the girls sat by the fire singing, as delicious smells of steak and garlic began to waft through the air.

After eating a wonderful meal, they all sat around then and began telling ghost stories, which seemed almost obligatory, given the setting. Caro screamed when Clive crept behind her and ruffled her hair, just as the scariest part of the story was being told.

“You bastard!” she laughed when she realized it was him. The other women laughed uproariously as Clive began tickling Caro as well. She squealed and shouted, “Stop it you rotten pig! You’re gonna make me pee myself!” Sure enough, within a couple of minutes, she couldn’t stop herself and it began trickling down her leg. “Now look what you’ve made me do,” she laughed and stood up to peel her sodden shorts down.

The atmosphere changed then from one of hilarity to one of immense sexual tension as the guys all gazed at Caro’s long legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties under the shorts and droplets of pee glistened on her pubic hair. Even the girls couldn’t take their eyes off her. “In for a penny, and all that,” Caro laughed as she drunkenly pulled her top off as well. “The last one to get naked can do the washing up!”

They all started stripping off as quickly as they could, some of them falling over as they tripped over pants which were around their ankles. Clive managed to fall on top of a naked Caro as he struggled to remove his trousers and as his dick nudged against her wet pubes he felt himself getting hard.

“Ooh!” Caro laughed. “I think Clive is pleased to see me!” She reached down to grab his erection and he gasped as her warm fingers encircled it.

Saskia was pretty much drunk by then and Jim was helping her out of her panties which were tangled around the heel of her sandals. “He’s big, isn’t he?” she said to Caro. “Try him out of you want to.” And that became the green light for them all to start fondling each other. Daisy and Smithy had been on the outskirts until then and when they began kissing as well, Caro started sucking on Clive’s huge dick. Saskia watched in fascination as her husband’s cock disappeared down her friend’s throat and then when Jim flipped her over and buried his head between her thighs, licking and sucking on her clit, she began to moan loudly.

Daisy and Smithy were the first of the group to begin fucking, quickly followed by Jim and Saskia. Caro’s head was bobbing up and down on Clive’s massive member as he fucked her mouth. He was holding onto her shoulders and gasping that he was about to cum. “Aah, I’m sorry Caro, I can’t help it. You’re so good at that,” he gasped as he pumped a jet stream of hot cum into her open mouth. Some of it dribbled out and ran down between her breasts, and that was enough for Smithy to join in with the groans as he shot his load into Daisy’s tight cunt. Jim was kneeling behind Saskia and fucking her doggy style while he held onto her breasts. She watched as her husband’s cum ran down her friend’s chin and rubbed her clit furiously as Jim banged her.

“Oh God, I’m cumming,” she moaned as she pushed back hard onto Jim’s cock. He slammed into her, holding onto her hips as he came too.

When they had all calmed down, they sat around the fire, drinking the last of the champagne. “I knew these weekends were going to be good for us,” Saskia smiled. “I don’t know why I was worried in the first place.”

5. The Door-to-Door Salesman

Keith sometimes hated his job. It was boring and he was sick of having to knock on people’s doors, only to get them slammed in his face. Okay, not everyone wanted any work doing to their house, but there were ways of being polite about it; they could just say ‘no,’ instead of telling him to fuck off!

He had been working at this for the last six months as he attempted to get his own business off the ground. He was a carpenter by trade but could turn his hand to most things. Money was tight at the moment and not a lot of people could afford to make the changes they wanted to, especially not in the way of oak flooring, and so Keith had diversified and now offered to do gardening, decorating, in fact anything that would bring the money in.

He had been around this estate before but some of the people had obviously been out at work when he had called and so he was giving it another try to see if he could drum up some work for himself. I’ll just finish this street and then go home, he told himself. There were only another three houses to call at and although he hadn’t had a lot of interest, he did have a couple of things lined up where people had asked him to go back and measure up before giving them a price. Another one or two, and it will have made the evening worthwhile, he thought, as he knocked at the door of a fairly smart looking house. At least it would be smart if they repaired the front door, he realized as he looked closely at the bottom of it which looked as if it had been chewed by a dog. Well, there’s a place to start, he thought, painting a smile on his face.

A woman of about twenty answered the door with a querying smile on her face. “Yes, can I help you?” she asked.

“Actually, I am here to help you,” Keith smiled, handing over one of his business cards. “I’m a carpenter and trying to get my own business up and running, I just noticed that your door needs a small amount of repair work and I wondered if I could give you a price for it.”

“I’ve been meaning to get round to that,” she smiled, looking down at it. “We had a puppy and he loved chewing stuff, so that’s not the only thing that needs repairing. Some of the interior doors do as well.” She stepped back holding the door open for him, and it was obviously an invitation to enter.

“Thank you,” Keith said, stepping inside and carefully wiping his shoes on the indoor mat.

“Come through,” she said, walking through to what looked like a lounge.

When he walked through the door, Keith was surprised to see that she wasn’t on her own; there was a group of four women sitting there as well. “Hi,” they all chorused, as they took in his strong arms and handsome face.

“We were just having an all-girls adult toys party,” she explained. “By the way, I’m Bethany,” she smiled, holding out her hand.

“And I’m Keith Bryony from Bryony Builders.” Keith shook the offered hand.

“Keith thinks he could sort out some of my problems girls,” she smiled at the other women sitting there.

“May as well put the vibrators away then girls,” a pretty woman in her twenties laughed. “If we have a hunky builder then we’re not going to need those, now are we?”

They all laughed and Keith could feel himself blushing. He tried to bring the conversation back to work as he needed the money. “So what can I do for you? Which doors were you saying needed repair? I can have a look and then sort you out a price.”

“Leave him alone you lot,” Bethany laughed. “You can see that he’s blushing. This way Keith, through to the dining room.” She led the way to the next room.

He spent ten minutes, making notes of what she wanted doing and then said, “Okay, I will call in tomorrow with your estimate if that’s okay with you.”

“Aww, you don’t have to go yet Keith, do you? Come and join us for a drink,” the woman who had spoken before called through to the hallway.  Keith looked at Bethany; he didn’t want to lose the job but also he didn’t want to offend her, and so wanted to take his cue from her.

“Come and join us for ten minutes if you like,” she smiled, thinking, they will make mincemeat of him if he’s not careful!

Keith followed her back through to the lounge, looking around for an empty seat. Billie, the noisy one, patted the seat next to her and said, “Sit here my love!” She had a distinct English accent and Keith wondered how she had come to be in the US. They chatted for a little while and then Keith could feel Billie edging closer to him. He wasn’t exactly surprised when he felt her hand on his thigh. She had placed it there casually while she was talking, as if she was emphasizing a point, and Keith could feel himself blushing again.

“Actually, Keith, (squeeze,) we could all have a (squeeze,) lot of work for you if you play your cards right. We’re a friendly (squeeze,) bunch around here and believe in keeping the work among ourselves, so if you do a good job for Bethany,(squeeze,) you could be alright for months, (squeeze.)”

He coughed, not really knowing what to say. He looked around at the others and realized that they were all good looking women, but what if they have angry husbands at home? he wondered.

It was as though Bethany had read his thoughts. “Don’t worry. We’re all single,” she smiled. “Why do you think we have the vibrator parties?”

One of the quieter ones spoke up then. “I need some work doing but couldn’t really afford to pay you,” she smiled shyly. “Is there any way we could come to an arrangement?”

Keith thought about what she was saying. Some of his friends had been offered payment like that, but he never had up until now. Although to be truthful, he was lonely and spending a fortune on on-line sex shows at the moment and so maybe it could work out for him too. “I’m sure we could arrange something,” he smiled.

“Excellent,” Bethany said. “I thought you would come round to our ways. Now how about a trial run?”

Three of the women stood up, and Keith thought that maybe they had already come to some kind of agreement between themselves and yet was still shocked when they stripped off in front of him and began fondling each other. They’ve done that before, he thought. One of them kneeled naked in front of him and undid his zipper.

“Stand up,” she ordered, and he did. Within seconds he was naked and also being fondled. Two were sucking on his balls and the third was jerking his dick. “Carry on like that and I won’t last long,” he said.

“That’s okay honey; we can wait for the next time,” Bethany smiled. “Now as it’s my house, I think it’s only fair that I have the first go ladies, wouldn’t you agree?” She kneeled on the floor on all fours, with her back to him, and said, “C’mon then honey. What are you waiting for?”

Keith was a young and horny guy, so didn’t need telling twice. He pushed his erection into her and was shocked when he felt a tongue rimming his ass. He wondered who it was, but didn’t have time to think any further as there were a sea of women around him, all fingering and licking each other. Some of them were doing 69 and there were moans and groans from all of them.

He rammed his cock in and out of Bethany, unsure as to whether any work would come from this, but glad of the opportunity anyway! When one of the women began doing a golden shower in the face of another, that was too much for Keith and he came, holding onto Bethany’s pendulous tits as he did, grunting his pleasure.

Half an hour later and he had another two women licking his cock again, waiting for him to get hard. By the end of the evening, he was absolutely exhausted, but ever the businessman, he smiled and said, “Now whose house do I come to next?”

6. The Weekend Break

Carl and Joanne hadn’t had any time away from home for a while. Things had been too tight money-wise for the last couple of years but fortunately, since Carl had gotten a new job a couple of months ago, things were starting to ease up for them and he had suggested a weekend away to celebrate. Joanne was hoping that it might mean a turning point in their marriage as well, because when things were rough, Carl seemed to have gone off sex and as Joanne was quite highly sexed, she missed it a great deal.

She had tried to talk to him about it a few times but he had always brushed her off, making the excuse that he was tired or some such nonsense. Joanne couldn’t see how the hell he could be too tired to make love to his wife, especially as he never had to lift a finger when he came home because she was the one who did all the household chores even though she held down a full-time job herself. Truth be told, she was getting really fed up with the situation and was desperate for some human contact.

In fact, things were getting so bad in that area, Joanne was starting to wonder if she should leave him and try and make a new life for herself while she could. They had no children and so she didn’t have to take that into consideration, but she didn’t know how much longer she could put up with the feeling of being unloved.

It was a Friday evening when they arrived at the hotel and Joanne had done all the packing so that they could leave straight after work. It was only an hour’s drive to the hotel from where they lived and so she figured that Carl shouldn’t be too tired when they got there for them to have a special evening for a change. But things had been the same as usual, with Carl rolling over and pretending to snore almost as soon as they got into the bed.

Joanne had been forced to bring herself to an unsatisfactory orgasm with her fingers when he started snoring for real. I can’t carry on like this, she said to herself as she finally managed to fall asleep.

****

The following morning, Carl woke up as usual and carried on as normal while Joanne lay in the bed, seething. How can he not see that something’s wrong? she asked herself. Well if he thinks I’m going to be all lovely with him just because we are away, then he can think again. In fact I don’t think I can even be bothered to get out of bed.

“So what are we going to do today?” Carl asked brightly when he came out of the bathroom. “Do you fancy going for a drive in the country? Or is there something else you would like to do.”

“Yes actually, there is,” she replied.

“What’s that then honey? It’s still early. We can go out for the day if you like.”

“I want you to fuck me to be honest,” she said.

Carl looked shocked at her use of the word. “Umm, we need to go shopping for some food first. I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry. Shall we see how we feel when we get back?” He looked almost scared at her suggestion and not for the first time Joanne began to wonder whether there was something physically wrong with him, or if he had just gone off her.

“You go shopping Carl. I have a headache,” she said, turning over to face away from him. “I’ll see you when you get back,” she muttered into the pillow and didn’t turn back until she heard him close the door. She sat up in bed and stretched her arms above her head thinking that she may as well get herself ready. Just then the door opened and the owners of the hotel walked in.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” Marjorie Bridger said. “I saw your husband leave and assumed you would be with him. We’ve come in to change the bed. This is my husband, Leo.”

Joanne had deliberately not covered her bare breasts when they walked in and she basked in the attention she was getting from Leo who couldn’t stop staring at her naked breasts. They were a 38DD, and so he had plenty to stare at. But then Joanne became aware that it wasn’t only him who was staring; so was his wife. She could feel herself becoming wet between her legs as it had been so long since anyone had taken notice of her body. She deliberately stretched her arms over her head again and was delighted to see a corresponding twitch in Leo’s pants as he licked his lips.

For a guy in his late fifties, Joanne had to admit that he looked freakin’ good on it, but there again, so did his wife. It had been a few years since Joanne had been with another woman, but she had never had a threesome before and she was starting to wonder what it would be like to have the married couple at the same time.

Leo and Marjorie exchanged glances, and it was obvious they were thinking the same thing. “You don’t mind if we join you do you?” Marjorie said. “Only you look lonely sitting there on your own. Would you like some company for a while?”

Joanne nodded thinking, what the hell; it’s been way too long and Carl only has himself to blame. Besides, he need never know. “I would love some company,” she smiled, patting the bed either side of herself. The married couple didn’t need asking twice. Joanne was pleased to see that Leo still kept his body in good trim and that he had a large dick poking out from a well-trimmed bush of pubic hair. Although Marjorie was a little skinny for Joanne’s taste, she was also in good trim with full breasts and a shaven pussy.

“Eat my wife’s pussy,” Leo said. “I would love to see your tongue in there.” He was slowly stroking his dick as he said it and Joanne felt herself getting wet. Marjorie lay on her back and let her legs flop open, showing her cunt which was already glistening with love-juice. Joanne buried her tongue in there immediately, and began licking from the crack of Marjorie’s ass, right up to her clit which she sucked into her mouth.

She stiffened two fingers and plunged them knuckle-deep into Marjorie’s slippery cunt to finger fuck her. She was quickly squirming under Joanne’s tongue who was pleased she obviously hadn’t lost her touch. Joanne got onto her knees and spread them wide so that Clive could finger her from behind. She came as soon as his fingers found her G-spot and moaned against Marjorie’s pussy as she did. The orgasm took her by surprise but there again, it had been a while since anyone else had touched her.

Leo kneeled between Joanne’s legs, holding onto the base of his shaft as he pushed it inside her now sopping wet cunt. His balls were banging against her butt cheeks as he thrust and they soon built up a steady rhythm, Joanne’s fingers still inside Marjorie’s pussy and matching his cock stroke for stroke. Marjorie moaned as she came, gushing fluid into Joanne’s open mouth which she greedily lapped up. Leo pulled out just before he came and he finished himself off, splashing his cum all over Joanne’s butt cheeks and using his other hand to finger her clit to another orgasm.

When they all regained their breath, Marjorie sat up with a smile. “Well I think it’s time we changed the bed now, don’t you dear?”

“Yes dear,” Leo replied with a satisfied grin on his face. “We always like to keep the customer’s happy here.”
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