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Naked with her dog




CHAPTER ONE

"Come on, Duke!" Janey yelled, taking off across a wide grassy block of parkland. The dog scampered after her and soon caught up and passed her with his long surging leaps. She put on a new burst of speed but stopped soon and just walked and watched as the dog horned in on some other dogs being walked by their masters near the end of the block. She'd had Duke since he was a puppy, and now he had reached his mature form. As she put it, humorously to friends, Duke was now in the full bloom of his young manhood. He was a good-looking Great Dane with a flawless tawny coat and good bone structure. He looked noble and handsome, and when he and Janey were outside like this, he, seemed to smile at her, and laugh as they played. His long big-toothed mouth open, his long pink tongue hanging out as he panted through the pleasant exertions of their play. Some of her friends thought Janey should enter him in dog shows, but so far she could see no good in the idea. Why put him in a competitive situation where his behaviour would have to be restricted through training to conform to the rules. Anyone could see his beauty and that was enough for her.
Now as she approached the place where he'd stopped and was attentively checking the odour of the other dogs as they checked him, she wondered about this practice dogs had of sniffing each others' crotches. You'd hardly think that was the first place strangers would touch when they first met. Yet it told the dogs something about each other. It was simple and bestial. Lusty and yet not lustful. It was innocent. Imagine two people meeting and sniffing each other, even on the neck. Dogs operated with their noses on a low level. From a distance there was something invigorating about it.
She came up to where the dogs were frisking and parleying and put a possessive hand on Duke's collar. The owner of the other dogs turned out to be just one person, a big jolly old fat lady whose pumpkin cheeked face was split by a big smile. "Is he yours?" she asked Janey, who nodded. "Quite a beautiful dog. I've seen him in this park before, from a distance. Danes always do." Janey nodded and thanked the lady.
Then she excused herself: she and Duke had been out for a while and now she wanted to go back and make supper. They waved goodbye.
Janey and Duke ran back toward the other end of the park. He began making wide arcs and circles around her as she slowed to a walk, the leash dangling beside her. Actually he excited as much attention as Duke, for she was a good-looking blonde in her early twenties with a fine, slim well-developed figure. She was wearing light blue slacks and a furry white sweater. Her high full hips made her walk especially alluring, and from time to time she felt the eyes of distant men focusing on her body. It was nothing new, and I didn't bother her. There were times, when she was looking for a man, that she would accentuate her slow sensual movement. Nowadays she had regular boyfriend who satisfied her well. Rodney, an electrician, a strong young man, a good guy. She'd been with him more than two months, and their feelings for each other were a deep and strong as any they'd ever known. He was a good companion, too. He liked to go dancing with her, take her to certain shows and exhibits, go hiking, and picnicking and swimming. He also liked to watch sporting events on TV and drink beer, and bull-shit, too, that wasn't bad, and his friends never got obnoxious. But more important than anything, she guessed, was the fact that he was the first man in a long time who'd been able to satisfy her sexually in what looked like a long-term way.
She gazed down at Duke's handsome flank. The strong leg tensed from paw to hip as he raised his other hind leg to piss on a tree. Her gaze flickered over his tight black scrotum. His balls were almost as big as Rodney's.
They'd met at a party, a large crowd full of unattached people. She'd danced with a number of men, felt their bodies tense against hers and press forward aggressively but for some reason she let Rodney drive her home. They necked for a while in the car, rather passionately, too, but for some reason she didn't invite him to share her bed. She liked him, though, and was kind of impressed by the fact that he didn't try to go any further than she wanted him to. He was obviously very passionate; she could tell that. And they liked each other. She gave him her phone number, and they got together several more times.
Walking slowly home brought her out of her reverie. Duke kept close to her on the sidewalk and followed her across the streets. She never had to use the leash. He might tense at times when strange dogs appeared, but a single word from her, was enough to keep him from dashing after them. He never barked or growled strangers either when she was with him. At home it might be a different matter, especially when she was sleeping. Any suspicious noise near her their door brought a quick response from Duke.
When they got home, she opened a big can of beef dog food and spooned it into Duke's plastic dish on the kitchen floor next to the refrigerator. She stroked his back and ribs for a while, watching his big square jaw snatch the food and chew it vigorously. Her hand moved down his backbone and petted his rear and the beginning of his tail firmly. Then she fixed her own meal.
After eating, she went into the other room and reclined on the daybed. She lit a cigarette, her first and probably her last of the day. She didn't feel like watching TV and she didn't want to hear any music. She felt day-dreamy. The sun was almost down now, sending a pale dusty gold light into the room under her drawn shade. She smoked her cigarette down and put out the stub. Her thoughts turned to sex, to Rodney, to her past.
She had grown up in an easygoing home without too many prohibitions. Her sex attitudes had been normal, unblocked, and pretty free. She had found that she was highly lustful and found ways to express her desires most of the time. Dancing closely with boys in school, she knew how to come across seductively to that her partner invariably got a hard-on that throbbed manfully against her belly or thigh. When she could, they would slip out of sight for some masturbation games. When it wasn't possible or the boy was too shy, as happened sometimes, she would switch to a new partner, pressing her full breasts against him, placing her hot cheek against his, rubbing her legs and belly against him until his penis erected and she could feel it. When she was alone with a guy, she loved to feel his hands running up and down her body, and she would also stroke his buttocks and crotch and penis.
The tingling sensations first experienced with in the early years of puberty soon passed to direct genital manipulation, hand friction on penis or vagina until orgasm. She'd been masturbating from an early age, since before puberty; the touch of another person's hand there was heavenly. Sometimes a boy was no good at it, sometimes he was great. But if he couldn't satisfy her she would do it herself, sometimes rubbing her clitoris and vagina at the same time she was stroking and jerking a naked penis. She loved it when they got close to orgasm.
They would get all tense and sometimes rise up on the balls of their feet, or if they were both seated, stick their pelvis up off the ground, breathe heavily and harshly, their penises swollen to the fullest, sometimes they would jerk their pelvises or just quiver uncontrollably as they started to come. She learned to keep her rhythm steady, finding that they came with more powerful pulsations, their penises jerking strongly she could feel it in her hand, and sometimes her cunt would dilate with the rising excitement and contract, too, contract in semi-orgasm as the spurting penis covered her hands with warm sperm. At this point she would slow her rhythm to a crawl, then stop, giving the rubbery organ one or two last squeezes, then hold it for to while before they cleaned up.
She fucked for the first time when she was sixteen, and while the pain equaled the pleasure that first time, she tried it some more and learned to like it. She was careful and always carried pack of rubbers in case the young man – her boyfriend at the time or some guy she'd picked up – wasn't prepared. She loved to fuck, and by the time she was in her last year of high school, she did it at least twice a month and tried to do it two or three times a week. Some of her boyfriends would give it to her every night. But she rarely stuck with them for more than a few weeks.
After school, she had a number of jobs until finding her present one working in an office of a public utility company. She was as popular at work as she'd been at school and got invited to a lot of panties, had lot of close friends, and had a lot of men. When there were no parties, she would go out to bars with her friends and pick up men. Many of these encounters went no further than one-time sex in a car. Sometimes they became hot passionate relationships that blossomed into group sex affairs. In these free-wheeling gatherings, he found more release than she'd ever dreamed of. Usually she was worn out after each one and kind of bored for a while; she would even put off the host or hostess when they phoned her for a repeat. But after a few weeks or months of regular one-boy fucking, she got the fantasy urge again, relived her past orgies, masturbated to the memories, and eventually got involved in them again. They were the pinnacle of passion for her, if only for a brief spell.
That one time she made it with three guys – that was something else. Two of them were room mates who in she'd had separately; then they had a friend! But she didn't feel threatened. The prospect was exciting: the three of them seated, eyes wild, when she stood up and started taking off pieces of clothing. They felt up her legs and stroked her torso. She remembered how burning hot her skin felt. She unfastened her bra, and they pulled her pants down. They took turns kissing her between the legs, and then they were all nude…
Janey had been touching herself for a long time during this day-dreaming. Her trousers and underpants were down by her knees. Her fingers were stroking the damp lips of her vagina, working up a good heat while her memories became more and more voluptuous. She remembered lying on the couch while those three penises stood straight and hard above her. As she watched, she stroked the men's thighs and encircled their erections one by one, pulling on them softly with her fingers, moving up and down the shafts and shaking them from the base. The men made animal-like sounds of pleasure. She squeezed their hard cocks with her right hand, all the while her left manipulating her own genitals, as she was doing now, masturbating to the memory. Her middle fingers slid into her hole, like a man's penis had, while the other two rubbed on her breasts and face. The man's cock had a good size – the hard length of it filled her to capacity and thrilled her with long slow in and out motions. She had abandoned herself to the fucking then, and now as she rapidly rubbed her throbbing clitoris with a free finger, she remembered the slapping noises the two other guys had made while they masturbated above her and shot big hot wads onto her chest…
Her pants slipped down off her ankles onto the floor. She pulled her fingers out of her burning vagina, and rubbed them more rapidly over her clitoris. Her legs were wide and rigid. Her mouth wide open and gasping harshly. Her eyes were tightly shut. A kaleidoscope of naked bodies passed through her mind. She came again and slowly descended. Then something cold touched her between the legs and she started. It was Duke, drawn to the furious centre of energy, nosing around, sniffing around her like she was a dog. It made her laugh, and as her dreams of phantom fucking slowly faded, she pushed his head away, saying, "No, Duke, no."
But he had started to lick her and wouldn't be dissuaded. She stopped trying to push him away and petted him while she relaxed from her exertions, stroking his big handsome head. Duke's licking continued. It became stronger, even ardent. His big tongue practically covered her whole vagina in one stroke. It relaxed her then it tickled her. It felt good. She remembered a pick-up she'd made once, a kind of fat little guy with a really long stout penis. The sight of it had surprised and excited her. She had grabbed it with trembling hands, stroking squeezing and kissing it. She remembered how it felt going in – heavenly. It had stretched her. Probably the biggest one she'd ever had. She dated him a few times afterward his personality wasn't much, but he could sure throw a good fuck into her. She loved climaxing around that big sausage of his.
Meanwhile Duke was licking her without restraint. And he was helping her to come. With little cries of lust, she arched her pelvis and swung it, feeling his crazy big hot tongue cover her crotch from top to bottom, from thigh to thigh. "Oh, Duke," she whispered lustfully, "do it to me, Duke!" She quivered again and finally came down for good. Her body relaxed once more on the couch, her back reclining again the cushions, one leg hanging limply to the floor, the other hanging over Duke's shoulder. He continued to lick her but more slowly, feeling the spirit leave her after the latest crisis of passion. He licked her languidly feeling the sleep emanating from her soft muscles.
She wondered about what had just happened. Never had the dog come on to her sexually. She had never much thought about such a thing. Certainly she had never desired it. It simply happened of it's own accord. She would accept it, that's all. She smiled – it had felt good. She might not have been able to come again by herself. Duke had helped her. It was exciting. Would it happen again? And how often could she let it happen? She felt a little strange.
Of course she loved Duke; she had him since puppyhood. In fact her was the one living creature she had spent most of the time with. Certainly her was the male with whom she had lived the longest. She laughed to herself. Why worry? It was not unnatural or uncommon. As long as she was a single free woman she might as well taste everything. She stroked Duke's handsome head as he stood with his chin on top of her bare thigh, now and then licking his lips. He gazed at her inn that plaintive way he took on sometimes, and she smiled back at him. Nothing was different. She lifted her other leg and let him roam to another part of the room. She watched his strong graceful lines moving around the room. She was lucky, she realised. Any hot-blooded woman would want what she got. She would not let it go too far, but she decided she would not let it bother her in the slightest. It would be their own secret, hers and Duke's.
The phone rang. Rousing herself with an effort, she went over to it and picked up the receiver on the third ring.
"Hello? Oh, hi, honey." It was Rodney. He wanted her to come over for the night. "Oh, gee, I'd like to, but I'm pretty beat."
"Worked hard, huh?"
"Oh, yeah. I didn't get that much sleep last night either."
"Well, you better rest then. I was kind of hoping to see you though. Remember we planned to get together."
"I know, but it's one of those things. I couldn't help it. What about tomorrow?"
"That's fine with me."
"Oh good, let's do it tomorrow."
She talked a while more before saying goodbye. She'd forgotten all about their plans when she went into that masturbatory reverie. She was completely satiated now. She would never have been able to go to bed with Rodney tonight. Her crotch wanted to rest. It was better this way, sometimes. Not getting together all the time would keep them from getting too dependent on each other. Rodney was good about these things. Never got demanding. She yawned. It was still early. She turned on the TV set and lay back on the couch to watch it, petting Duke who'd come to sit on the floor next to her.



CHAPTER TWO


Next day Janey made to work a couple minutes early, set up her desk and fairly leaped into her work, breezing through letters, memos, and reports. She felt invigorated, and her superiors were pleased with her productivity. Mr. Thomas, the office manager, gave her a few extra things to do around eleven o'clock, and stood by her desk for a while watching how she did the first one, but mainly admiring her body swelling out that puffy yellow sweater and compactly filling the centre of her vinyl-covered swivel chair. As usual, she wore a very short skirt, and Mr. Thomas admired the very sexy way her nyloned legs looked. Her thighs were slender yet ample, and the way they softly merged gave him a tingle. She knew he was looking, but it hardly mattered. Everybody looked at her. Sometimes she liked it, sometimes she disliked it; for now she was neutral, just a busy secretary. In this mood, she didn't think the stodgy Mr. Thomas looked at all that bad himself as his dumpy hard body went back down the corridor out of their office.
She loved watching the traffic in the office. Sometimes it was just like being in a busy park. People came and went whom you'd never seen before. The office was so huge and led into more like it. Floors and floors of them. Everybody working on gas, electric, coal, and fuel oil bills, both to the customers and from the raw suppliers. It was fantastic, all of those…
One walked through and stopped to get something, Janey knew her slightly – her name was Linda, and she worked one floor up. She was very tall and beautiful and always drew a lot of eyes when she appeared. Dressed like Janey, high heels, stockings, short skirt, she had a tremendous high curve to her ass and her tits jiggles every time she moved. As usual they were both very busy and had little chance to meet. Maybe next time. Janey was sure Linda lived an interesting life; it would be nice to talk to her for a while.
At lunch she met Maureen, her best friend whom she'd known since high school, and the two of them walked by the admiring stares and whistles of some construction workers to a favourite grassy spot for lunch. A little white dog ran right over Janey's legs, but otherwise they were pretty much alone.
"You know that guy Terry," Maureen said in between bites.
"Mm-hm."
"I finally got together with him, yesterday. Just before supper in his boat in the private lake around Rymer Island, you know?"
"Mm-hm. Did you like it?"
"Ho! Let me tell you sweetheart! Would you mind hearing some of the wilder details?"
"I've never known shame or modesty to halt your tongue before."
"Listen! We're sailing way out there and talking, and by the way he's looking at me I could just melt down inside. And its not only his eyes. He's very well-built, you know. We're wearing our bathing suits and his is sticking out before he's even touched me! He couldn't hide that stretched out arc – and it looked thick."
"I looked at it and made signs to him that I was game if he was so, he drives the boat up to a little tiny dock, ties it up and starts hugging me. He felt good to kiss, and his hands were all over me, kind of rough at first but comfortable. And I pushed against that big cock with my crotch and moved it up and down. Jeez, it was nice. We got out and hustled up some path through thick brush to a clearing."
"He wanted to put up a tent but we were too excited. It didn't look like anybody else was around anyway. I let him undress me and lay back while he kissed my neck and tits. Oooh, he sucked 'em!"
They were both laughing now so hard they couldn't eat or talk. Their faces were flushed, convulsed, tearing up…
"And that not all he sucked. Oh, wait a minute! Finally I made him roll over so I could get a good look. Just as I thought, too – big and thick. So long and hot against my hand. It's been a couple years since I found one like that!"
"Did you taste it?"
"Oh, Janey, stop it!" said Maureen, having a paroxysm. "How could I even get it past my teeth? I gobbled the tip for a while. But it was the fucking that was really good. It took him about five minutes to get it in!"
"How big was it? Could you get your hand around it?"
"Not all the way. First thing I thought of was: only a horse could have one that big! But it worked."
"You like him then, huh?"
"In guess so. I'm going to see him tonight."
"Well, Maureen, don't become a stranger. Keep me – posted."
After work Janey went home to get some things together for her night at Rodney's house. Duke frisked around when she came through the door and jumped up on her with his paws. She shooed him back down and patted his head, stroked his neck. Then she hugged him hard on her knees and kissed him. She really loved that dog. He splashed her cheek with his huge tongue, and she laughed, getting up again and collecting her stuff. She took Duke for a walk, brought him back, told him to be a good boy, and left.
Rod met her at his door with a hard hug, and they kissed noisily. Wonderful cooking smells attracted her attention.
"What is it?" she asked.
"Veal parmesan."
"Oh, great! You're really branching out now, aren't you. I ought to move in so you can do my cooking."
"Ha ha! Don't get any ideas, sister." Although he didn't show it, he actually wished that she wouldn't joke about something like setting up together. He hadn't thought about it much, though, and she had never brought it up with her, he wasn't sure about the idea himself.
They toasted each other, drank several glasses of wine, and ate heavily. They also talked a lot about their jobs, the news, joked with each others' words and played little seductive games. She found that Rodney was getting a lot of extra work for the weeks and weekends ahead. Obviously this meant they might not have so much time together, but they didn't mention that.
"You must be getting a lot of good experience," she said.
"Yeah. I been in this trade seven years now, but pretty soon it's gonna feel like ten. By the end of the year I should be ready for some good vacationing."
"You'll be tired, honey, but you'll be a millionaire."
"Ha! I doubt that, but I'll have a good roll. I might even spend some of it on you."
"Really? What a surprise. But I don't need anything. You should keep all the money for yourself."
"Now that wouldn't be very nice, would it? I couldn't deal with all that money myself. I'd need some of your female intuition to figure out ways to spend it."
"I've got it. Why don't we trade salaries for a month?"
"OK – next January when I take my vacation."
The meal was pretty heavy and tired them out, so they sat on his couch to watch TV. It was re-runs of 'The Honeymooners' and 'Gilligan's Island'. Pretty funny stuff. Then it was a long involved drama that had plenty of intrigue and ponderous moments. They started falling asleep and lay against each other for a long time. But when the program was over, they were refreshed and started coming alive.
They touched and stroked each other and started kissing. Long warm deep kisses. Their tongues caressed each other and explored the hollows of their mouths. Getting hot now, they kissed each other across the cheeks and neck, the ear, the shoulder. She moved her hand excitingly up and down the back of his neck and head, while he caressed one of her breasts. She wore no bra. The nipple stiffened up under the fabric and begged for endless repetition of the upward rubbing caress of his fingers. After a while he pressed his palm down on her tit, feeling it compress and spread under his pressure. He squeezed her gently and stroked in a circular motion, running his fingertips out to her armpit.
Breathing heavily Janey thrust her chest against him, then quickly unbuttoned her blouse so he could get at her bare tits. She grabbed for his cock, thick and hard inside hid trousers. She pulled it out straight along his thigh and stroked it compulsively, gently, endlessly. It swelled up more under her touch. She reached further down, between his legs, stroking his lower privates. He tingled. His balls rose.
He had spread her blouse back from her shoulders, which her caressed lovingly, then kissed while his hands moved down over her eager, stiff nipples breasts. These he cupped and tweaked with his thumbs while his lips glided down her chest and out the swelling curve of each tit, riding the warm, smooth surface with the tip of hid tongue. He kissed her nipples and rubbed his lips over them, sucked them, and teased them with his tongue while they were in his mouth. Janey moaned passionately. His hands rubbed her ribcage and belly. Her skin was hot, burning with desire. He moved away from her half-attentive hand and knelt on the floor next to her. He caressed her feet and legs and started to undo and pull off her skirt. She lifted her legs high so that the garment could clear her hips, then lowered them as the skirt swiftly brushed off her. Rod kissed her above the knee and ran his hands way up her thighs, over her mound, and under her hips. He touched the backs of her thighs and moved upward, feeling the goose-pimpled flesh of her legs. His fingers got under her underpants as far they could. They drifted into her centre and felt the wet, hairy, musky dampness.
He took his hands out and tucked his fingers under the elastic waistband of her panties. He watched her tits shake, as she moaned and twitched on the couch, assisting him in the removal of her last piece of clothing. He quickly undid his zipper and waist button to free his erection, then dipped forward into her crotch, stroking her thighs and hips as he rubbed his nose, lips and cheeks over her abundant black pubic hair and kissed downward, sucking excitedly here and there, until he reached the wet, spreading, opening of her vagina. His tongue tip slapped the wet labia noisily for a while, rubbing back and forth while she hissed and groaned and writhed and wrapped her long slender thighs around his head. His tongue then went right down the centre of her cunt, dividing the labia smoothly. He probed her juicy centre then moved up to her throbbing clitoris. He caressed the hard bud with precise skillful circling tongue tip and surrounding it and pressed on it with his hot fat flat tongue body. She tasted so good. He was eager. He loved doing this.
She pressed against him, lifting her crotch up a little and trembling spasmodically. She was already starting to come. "Oh, that feels good, baby! Suck me! Put your tongue inside! I want to go down you, too, feel your peter in my mouth! I'll suck your balls and put my tongue right up your ass! Oh, eat me, baby! Do it! I'm going to come now!!"
Rodney probed, sucked, and licked her even more rapidly. He swiveled his tongue back and forth like a glutton. His excellent tongue ran madly on every surface and pistoned in and out of her cunt rapidly almost like a penis, but smaller and so much more flexible. He gave her the best head he knew how and added an index finger.
Finally, he slowed down, she let her legs dangle and fall away a little from his cunt-smeared mouth. She snaked one foot downward and rubbed her soft big toe on his rock-hard shaft. "Stand up now, Rodney, let me look at it."
He got up abruptly and took a short step forward to meet her sitting up on the couch. She kissed his throbbing penis and rubbed her face against it slowly, draping it with her long blonde hair on each turn. His legs tightened, and he thrust forward a little. She gripped his erect tool at the base and jerked softly, moving her hand up just an inch or so. Her mouth opened wide and descended slowly, her tongue rubbing the big swollen head over and over again before her lips engulfed it and her warm soft sucking mouth moved far down the straining shaft. "Mmmm," he said. Her mouth embraced his penis hotly and sucked upward with a loud juicy noise, then moved down again slowly with that soft sucking pressure that feel like a different kind of cunt.
Her hands caressed his hips and stroked the cleft of his hairy behind, stroked his balls. He looked to his right and saw the open window.
"Wait a minute, Janey. Wait, let me draw the shade."
He walked over to the window with nothing but an unbuttoned shirt on, his cock bouncing manfully as he walked. Just before pulling the shade, he saw a woman looking at him from the window across the street. Oh no, he thought with a smile, that single woman. He felt more amused than embarrassed. It was kind of exciting, too.
He walked over where Janey lay nude and languid. He took off his shirt and she took his penis in hand again, stroking the hard organ from top to bottom of its up-jutting form. Then she licked it all over without once taking it into her mouth.
"Come on, let's go into the bedroom, Janey." He walked in side-by-side with her, his hand on her ass. She got down on the bed on her hand, and knees. She looked wild. "Do you want me to suck you some more, or do you want to fuck me?" she said fiercely.
Rodney smiled. "I don't care."
She shook her ass at him. "Fuck me then. I'll suck you some more later. Fuck me here." She spread her ass cheeks so that he could see the puckered hole of her anus. It moved slightly as he got on the bed behind her and rubbed the tip of his penis up and down the centre of her cleft. He went and got a little lubricating cream and came back to the bed. He put some on his fingertips and rubbed it on his cock, then rubbed it on the hole and around it. Meanwhile she reached under them with one hand and tickled his scrotum, feeling the skin thicken in excited corrugations, feeling the contours of his big tight balls. She grabbed them with her whole hand and squeezed them firmly but not hard. Her fingertips rubbed the hairy base of his rod, then she brought her hand back front of her to steady her body.
The lip of his swollen penis head nosed into the outer millimetres of her asshole. She stiffened with passion and then made an effort to relax, feeling him nudge forward little by little. She opened and closed her sphincter quickly, trying to get a grip on his penis. Finally her anus bloomed and sucked the entire cock-head. Her rectum spasmed, then slowly relaxing, it clung to his tool. The pressure was wonderful. The skin tingled, and his penis throbbed to complete the process accelerated by his slow sliding far into and occasionally slightly out of her ass. Her rectum squeezed him steadily and his body jerked forward. Passionate, he grabbed for the rest of her body, which quivered under the caress of his hands and chest. His fingers trailed across her body, touching her nipples which felt hot and spicy. He stroked down her mid-line, from breast-line to pubic, touching her stomach and rubbing around her pussy. His balls caressed her soft inner thighs and sometimes her vagina jerked his member quickly, pulling out an inch or two, then pushing back in. Her pubic hairs felt electric to his fingertips, which rubbed them softly, feeling their swell, their prominent bush-like thrust. He pressed it down into a mat, rubbed her cunt flesh and made her jump. The snake of pleasure coiled and coiled in his tubes, waiting for the signal to spring. She moved a hand underneath and caressed his nuts. They were both breathing heavily, engrossed like dogs in what they were doing, too excited to talk. He was about to come. He twiddled her clit and felt her tighten around him in excitement. He jerked more and more, yelling as the organ took hold, pumping through him from his sucked-in bottom to his sperm-spitting head. After many flashes of penile ejaculation, he moaned with extended soothingness. Her vagina twitched a few times over his fingertips, which he slid up and down her wide open lips softly. He softened slowly, withdrawing from her bottom, and they both moaned and sighed when the limp organ finally slipped out, leaving a whole between them which they bridged with an embrace and a few hard, friendly kisses.
They lay in each other's arms sleepily in the warm bed. A sheet and blanket covered them up to the elbows. "Rod," said Janey, "you are wonderful. I've never been able to fuck like that, but with you – I could do it a lot…"
"You are the best woman in the world to me," said Rod, thinking how no one ever let him come to explosively so often. They caressed each other in preparation for sleep, and fondled the sex of the other. They dozed in a great empty dreaminess, surrounded by the feeling of being together. Slowly they dreamed in visual images, coming around again and again to naked people passing before their eyes, quickly. His penis was throbbing against her hand as he came awake the middle of the night enough to glance at her. The eyes were closed and her mouth was small and breathing like in sleep. Her hand was pumping him slowly. He stiffened more and his heart raced loudly. She squeezed his penis harder and pumped faster it faster until he came again, spurting abundantly to the oblivion that covered them almost immediately.



CHAPTER THREE


The next day at the office some of the other women winked at her flushed and ebullient expression. Rarely did she have such a good time working, rushing around, and having constant opportunities to bull-shit with employees to customers to execs, who looked over her in a glance approvingly as she laughed at their white haired nonchalance and polite decorum. Maureen called her later. "What are you doing tonight?"
"Planning an orgy," answered Janey.
"Why so? How so?" demanded Maureen.
Janey laughed with her coworkers nearby, who'd been attracted by the blind assertion. The gaze between everybody was like a common crystal of sudden goodwill and humour. That smile is all-important. "Yeahhh," said Janey, "I feel friendly enough to call up all the swingers in town – the old crowd, you know."
"Huh? What are you talking about?"
"Let me ask you the same thing."
"I called to see if you were free tonight."
"Oh, I'm always free, honey?"
"You know I mean do you want to go out with me?"
"Where?"
"Mm – have to think about it."
"OK. Give me a ring at 7:30. I'm going to be alone."



"OK."


The time went fast till quitting. Janey breezed out of work and drove home. Now and then a woman dressed in a dark stole appeared briefly in the crowd on the sidewalk. The garments really looked smart and comfortable. Janey wondered how long it would take to get one.
At home she lay down for a while, silent in the hazy late afternoon sun. She lit up in the sun and smoked a cigarette, a very light brand. The town was kind of obscure inn the glare and her reverie. The dream of French love. The neighbourhood seemed to be simmering. It was full of possibilities. What awaited her next? She sat up, her tits moved briefly, and dreamed, with legs drawn up under the smoke of her light cigarette.
Duke got up from the floor, swallowing a whine, and padded over to her, pressing his cold nose against her stockinged leg and sighing relaxedly with a placid show of alertness, jaw resting squarely on her calf.
She felt tipsy, then all of a sudden released she was being buoyed by the subtle but definite sense of inspiration. Something stimulating her. Not just Duke, whom she petted on the ears and face. She had made that joke about an orgy and thought about it now. Friends and acquaintances nude, taking off their clothes together, maybe in her apartment. She could just see it! All that skin and pubic hair walking around, standing right in front of you. With a hard-on! You could touch it and not be obligated. But you could obligate it or bestow a kiss or a hold or a squeeze and talk to the man about what interests you. She felt herself stroking the balls, too…
It all made her come wide-eyed awake again with a wet smile. She smiled at Duke, who stood before her panting. Like he was in the dream, too. She moved to the edge of the couch and bent toward him. He walked up to her. She put her hands out, running her hands over his flanks from shoulder to hip and leaned slightly on him, feeling a vague desire in her loins. She rubbed his haunches and kissed him low on his back. He nuzzled her side and sniffed her.
She felt how big he was. And so strong. The muscles in his legs and back were so strong. She rode on the memory of his cunnilinguing her. It felt good. Maybe some more would be in order. Man, she was horny. Rodney had fucked her so good. And they had gone at it like dogs. She was now caressing Duke's back haunches, stroking his legs, playing with his tail. Rodney sniffing her one time while she squatted on her knees on the bed. He tickled her and teased her. He put his finger right in her ass, and she told him how much she loved that sometimes. He nodded, still staring at her puckery, aggressive rear hole. "Do you ever like that done to you," she asked.
"I don't know. I doubt it, tho', for some reason. Try it sometime when I'm fucking you."
"Me fucking you…"
"Me fucking you…"
Duke was sniffing and nudging around below her belly now. She wanted to hold him back. But she wanted to let that internal vibration continue. A thrill stripped her mind. What if the dog…
She thought of being surrounded by men with erections and talking to her to them all like friends, but intimately: moving together, her body shimmering, pressing up against theirs, embracing Duke's hairy back its she thought about a whole crowd of them, men and women pressing together firmly but gently, a picket fence of rubbery rods surrounding her like a tight grass skirt, as they begin the dance that moves them all in time, so that the close throbbing contact is equal with not only a touch of the hand but a sight of a distant now close body or face.
She sat up and took off her dress. Then she took off her bra, shaking free and bending forward. "Come on, Duke – lick 'em for me." Duke regarded her curiously, and eyed her tits attentively. She moved right over his nose and swung them back and forth. Her wide smile displayed her teeth together and moist. Her nipples were curving toward him.
He met them with his hairy lips and brusquely nuzzled them with his teeth finally opening to admit his flashing tongue. He was wet and quick with an abundance of licks for her stimulated nipples.
She got up and pulled her panties down to her mound and left them there in a roll. "Come down here, Duke," she panted. She spread her legs and welcomed his head between them. Fascinated now, Duke sniffed her damp pants and up her legs, pushing the pants back into her pussy with his nose. "Oh-oh-ho," she exclaimed, rising up one foot.
"You tickle me, Duke. Let me walk around you and sit on your tail. You don't want me to do that? Yes, dear, sniff my briefs. You beautiful dog. All the years I've had you, I never really thought you'd be good for this or that I'd even want it. Ah! Do it! Lick it! No, no, I never thought you'd be my lover."
She spread the top of her thighs wide and played with his muzzle, pulled her pants down, too, so he could lick under crotch. He covered her thighs and furrows with his tongue, gradually warming her and making the skin familiar him and to her feeling him lick her. She rolled her finger on her clitoris and felt her vagina slowly open up to him, till he was damn near drinking her.
"Oh!" she said, quivering on the balls of her feet. "Am I going come again?" Standing made her legs tired, however; she sat or slowly fell down backward into the couch, lifting her legs and opening them again to Duke's pouncing head. His tail wagged excitedly. She admired herself – seeing just her knees and feet and legs if they were another woman's wrapped around a Great Dane. "Duke," she said, "keep licking me. It feels good. You're going to make me come just like the other day!"
She grabbed his head impulsively and kissed him. She'd always loved the touch and smell of this furry beast, and now her pussy was interacting with him, too. He licked her face. She laughed and sat up and he licked her breasts and down between them, going for her heat, past her belly button, into the thick bush of black pubic hairs that surrounded her aroma centre. Duke nuzzled and licked her hairs and the middle of her pussy, not seeming to distinguish between the different erogenous zones.
Janey thought of how as a very young girl he had seen two dogs fucking. It was during her first years of masturbating and not long after she'd learned the facts of life. Actually seeing animals hotly linked in intercourse had given her a big thrill, like she was coming upon a secret and would now have a new way of using and enjoying her own body. The two dogs had paid no attention to her. The frenzy their movements was awesome. She snuck behind and looked at the thrusting hips, the furry and pink penis entering and jerking about.
"I don't let you fuck enough, do I, Duke?" she said warmly, settling even deeper into the couch and spreading her legs wider, feeling his tongue drive deeper. "I take you out on walks and you sniff other dogs but I never see you fuck them. Only when I let you run loose at dusk do you have a chance to let out your pent-up sex drive. But I don't like to let you loose. I don't want you to be stolen or get lost somehow or have an accident. You're a beautiful dog and you should fuck as often as a man." She clamped her legs around his head, but not too firmly. One of her feet rubbed Duke's side, and the toes insinuated themselves beneath him, stroking inward to his genital area. "Yes, you're a good dog and you're lusty. So let it out on me, Duke, let me be the one who satisfies you."
Thoroughly excited now, she got up and turned around, pushing her ass toward him so he could lick her from behind, which he did ardently, starting to whine now and then. Janey got down on all fours and swiveled her hips, encouraging him to lick her from top to bottom and side to side. His tongue slipped wholly into the crack of her ass and slid up and down by turns. Each stroke was exciting: the upstroke filled her crack, rubbing over her anus and beyond; the downstroke plunged into and over her lower and middle parts of her pussy. Feeling his tongue get deeper into her hole, she stiffened and shook with a spasm of pleasure and pushed back harder. "Do it to me there, Duke, right there, keep doing…"
It was blissful. Duke nuzzled well under her. His nose and head were so wide and felt so good when she rubbed her pussy on them. His tongue was so big that each lick made her whole crotch his. It was a new kind of feeling. She'd forgotten. It felt even better than the other day. Being eaten this way was different than with a man. Duke's licks were warm, wide, and deep and gave her all kinds of chills and spasms of pleasure. She put her finger on her throbbing clit and rubbed it swiftly, firmly. Visions of tremendous cocks danced in front of her in connection with her cunt being licked. She was melting. She felt like it could go on forever. Weak in the shoulders, she sagged to the floor but kept her buttocks up so it could keep getting licked. She continued to jack off with her finger and have dreams of people kissing her, masturbating in front of her, licking her and putting their fingers in her. Her holes dilated and contracted with excitement at the thought. And all the pleasure that was being given to her cunt. Sometimes Duke's tongue felt like a whole hand.
She turned sideways and felt him continue licking her rear. Still at a high pitch of excitement, she wiggled every time he brushed her vagina. Meanwhile she petted him on belly and sides. She rubbed his back with firm affection, stroking from near his shoulders to the base of his spine, over his tail and even onto his balls. She ran her hand up and down the dog's legs and caressed his powerful thigh muscles. The narrow bony lower legs always fascinated her they were so straight and hard. She ringed them with her fingers as she would a penis and stroked up and down. She did it over and over again, transmitting a great deal of her sensuous energy to Duke, exciting him.
Yes. She looked under his belly. The pink tip of his penis was showing through the dark hairy skin that normally covered it. She reached under and touched him. The dark skin was hard and slick and warm. She moved her two middle fingertips back and forth softly on his penis and watched as the pink tip moved further out, exposing a pink head and eventually part of a pink shaft.
"You're getting hard now, Duke," she said, continuing to massage the base of his penis. She said it as much to herself as to him. It was fascinating to watch. Duke whined more frequently now. His penis stuck out with obvious readiness and desire.
"Am I tickling you? Does it feel good? Shall I do it some more? Keep licking me. Ahhh…"
Now they were end to end like two dogs – or was it two people? It was what it was – a woman and her animal friend. This intimacy was new and strange. A tingling possessed Janey. From her toes to the roots of her hair she felt different. The mere touch of Duke's furry head on her haunch or his tongue on the skin made her feel warm and stimulated. Her cunt was wet and wide open.
She stroked the skin of Duke's lower belly, brushing his cock with each pass. With her left hand she cupped his balls. They were very large almost like a man's but were tightly contained in his black scrotum. She caressed them, pulling slightly and revolving her middle finger against them softly. Her gentle strokes became bolder and firmer. She saw and felt Duke's muscles tighten. He was really getting excited. His pink penis stuck out several inches, hard and proud.
She put her hand on it. It felt slick. She stroked it now as she stroked his balls and got his complete attention. He stopped licking her and stood panting, his tongue out, his eyes wide and eager and almost helpless.
Janey changed her position, kneeling next to his penis. She rubbed it now in long stokes from balls to head, and with her other hand she played with her pussy, feeling a new heat grabbing hold of her. A momentary nostalgia passed through her. Duke was like an old friend and sex was a new stage in their friendship. She embraced him intensely, squeezing his body hard and by leaning on him knocked him off balance, falling on top of him. She sat up part way and went back to playing with him. He lolled his tongue and rolled his head at her. She took her other hand off the floor and worked his balls with it. The excitement grew. The penis jerked out further all of a sudden, standing high and curving upward slightly. She gave him long quick strokes now. She kissed his belly; she even kissed his balls a few times with just the tip of her lips. She watched him jerk forward. His paws quivered in the air.
"Come, Duke, come," she said, stroking him again and again and again, and finally he spurted tremendous jolts translucent semen that spattered on her body and his and hung off his organ and her hand in slowly drying strings. He whimpered some more with tired pleasure, and slowly his penis retracted, slipping between her fingers back into his limp, protective sheath.
"Oh, Duke, I don't believe it," she giggled, getting up to go to the bathroom for a towel. She came back and toweled off his belly and penis. The pink tip snaked out again for a minute just a thin reminder.
She wiped it off several times and then lay her hand on it. Feeling the pulse in his genitals. Soothing the sensitive nerves.
She was hot, however. Still open and wet. "Are you going to help me some more, Duke?" She stood over him, straddling his body and rubbed her pussy. She walked forward and knelt by his head. Her crotch contacted his muzzle. He licked a couple of times. She licked her lips, stared at him, rubbed her cunt on his mouth and nose. She played with her clitoris and gave herself an orgasm.
"Come here," she said urgently, getting off him and rolling over the chair nearby. She leaned against it with her back and spread her legs wide, lifted them up, holding them by the back of the knees. Duke roused himself and sniffed his way over. He licked her cunt with long, splashy strokes.
"Yes, yes, I like that!" she said. Her hand played with her clitoris. "Lick me more!"
He pushed his muzzle against her pussy insistently, thrilling her. Her thighs vibrated with pleasure outside Duke's ears. He pushed and rooted and licked her cunt till she was on fire again. "Oh, keep going, keep going!"
She remembered walking into a gas station with her summer shorts on. The young man on duty had brazenly cupped her hips with his hand. And she had smiled back at him over her shoulder. Her cunt had been pressing against the cold metal of the counter. He put his hands between her legs and stroked up to the top. The touch made her jump. He moved his hand tightly back and forth. She wished she'd have seen him take off his pants and expose his hard penis to her. Then pull her pants down all the way to the floor and put his mouth on her sex…
"Lick me, yes, it feels great, eat, lick me, Duke, fuck me!"
She rubbed her clit frantically while Duke's nose and tongue moved inside of her. Spasm after spasm of pleasure racked her nerves, shook her from pelvis to extremities, and finally left her limp, and sleepy.
After some time she was roused from her slumber by the telephone. She stirred and Duke took his head up from her lap questioningly. She stood up and walked over to the phone table.
"Hello."
"Hi. How are you?"
"Are you coming over?"
"No, like I said, I have to work till about ten tonight."
"OK, dear, I forgot. I can't wait to see you. I feel sexy."
"Oh – so do I – maybe tomorrow night we can get together. If you can make it that long."
"I can make it as long as you want it!"
"I meant till then. You better wait."
"I don't have any clothes on."
"Oh no. I'm getting magnetised by you. Do you want me to walk off the job?"
"I'd say yes, but I'd better say no. I'll just touch myself and think about you."
In a few minutes Maureen called. "Sure, you can come over," said Janey. "I haven't eaten supper yet, though."
"Why don't I bring in a pizza with me? And some beer."



"OK."


She picked up the towel and her damp underpants and the rest of her clothes and tossed them into her laundry bag. She took a brief shower and put on fresh clothes. Maureen rang the buzzer and came in dressed up in black stockings and a new knit top that clung to her full long breasts and wide ribcage. Janey touched Maureen's nipple standing up under the cloth. "Gee, I could loan you one of my bras."
Janey giggled. She set the pizza and beer down on the table. "I'm going out and get some tonight," she said.
"What happened to Terry?"
"He's busy. I saw him last night."
"He's going to spoil you, Maureen. You'll never be satisfied with an average man now."
"That's right! He'll stretch me out and I'll have to get a pet horse."
"Yes, they make good pets."
Maureen gave her one of those joking insinuating glances.
Duke, who'd come over to as soon an Janey let her in, continued to nose around the base of Maureen's drink. "Watch it, Duke," she said, sitting down as they began to sat. Janey'd ripped the box top back and they scooped out long piece of the pie. Duke continued to press his nose against her ass through the back of the chair and was sniffing her loudly.
They both laughed, Maureen first, then Janey somewhat embarrassedly.
"Have you got him trained to lick pussy or anything."
Janey looked down and smiled. "He must like your perfume, Maureen."
"Honey, I've got neither perfume nor soap scent. That's me he's rootin' at… me and me alone."
Janey looked over at him sharply, "Duke! Get over here!"
He responded immediately, after an instant of facing her.
She patted him as they talked, stroking his head approvingly, then calmly she moved her hand up and down his spine hypnotically. He sat on his haunches and from time to time swivelled his head and licked his chops.
Long after the last pizza had been devoured, Janey popped open her third beer.
"Oh," said Maureen with exaggerated satiety. "I shouldn't even be drinking this one."
"Well," winked Janey, "you could leave the other two for me."
"I might do it," said Maureen thoughtfully, not showing surprise. She brought the can up to her lips and drained it. Less than half an ounce. "I thought you were coming with me."
"I don't know," said Janey. "I might have a late date tonight."
"So, you, really have an old man now, that's marvellous."
"I guess so," he said, then smiled wickedly.
"I'd like to do it, too," said Maureen, "but this is too much fun."
"Well, don't think I'm in a different world."
"I don't, but if you stay at home all the time, I might start getting modest in the way I talk around you."
"I'm not going to stay home," said Janey, taking a long drink of beer. "I might want to come out later, so think about coming by again. If you're going to the Dominoes, you'll have come back this way anyway – unless you spend the night somewhere else."
"Not the night, honey. Not tonight. Tomorrow I've got a few things planned." As they talked on, Maureen noticed how much rapport existed between Janey and Duke. Janey looked just like a princess.
"Well, honey, it's knocking eight-thirty. I'm gonna wiggle over to the licensed premises."
Janey sighed, smiled, saw her to the door.
Maureen rambled down the stairs, skilful with her spiked heels, tight short skirt and full stomach now fairly rested. A man passed by the front door of the apartment building, glanced in her direction and looked as he passed. She came outside busily direct to her car, a Pinto, slammed the door smartly, and ignited the engine. The car purred out of the parking space and glided down the street like a fast kitten. She pulled up at stop sign, blinked her light, and turned and accelerated up the avenue with a roar.
The Dominoes was crowded, people spilling out into the brightly lit sidewalk spot around the door. Traffic on the street was moderate and quick of foot. Janey went to the end of the block, turned left and left again into the parking lot of the shopping plaza across a narrow lane from the bar.
Inside the buzz enveloped her, and she met and passed by many pairs of eyes. A bar-girl asked her what she wanted, and somebody she knew materialised about the same time and sprang for the drink. She took frequent tiny sips and gabbed and looked about. The guy introduced her to a couple of friends, she moved in closer with them at the bar and talked with a stranger at the other end of their group. A pretty cool guy. They warmed up to each other, but he begged off when their group suddenly started to split, and she had to settle for exchanging phone numbers with him.
Hope that wasn't a big waste of time, she thought, circulating quickly about another sector of the bar. People at tables, mostly strangers, looked at her and some of them tried to get her attention. She waved or said hello to a couple of individuals whom she knew.
Off to the side of the Dominoes was an open door that led into a kind of short alley, a cul-de-sac used mainly to let out some of the excess heat from indoors.
She walked out there, and it was crowded like parts of the inside. Directly across from her stood a bull-like guy eyeing her with a lewd smile. She felt neutral toward him, but right next to her was a dark-haired handsome one who stared at her with somewhat more sophistication but an equal intensity. He started to talk to her. She licked her lips slightly. They were so close together out there that their thighs were touching. The soft cotton of his sky-blue trousers and the slightly abrasive fabric of her tight stockings. Their conversation grew animated and friendly. He looked down again at her nipples, prominent against her knit top and stared for just a second. He slowly rolled his thigh a little more against her, then away from her leg, and swivelled his body so that the side his hip was resting against the wall instead of his ass. She felt his cock throbbing on her leg. She inhaled a little more deeply next time with just the slightest hint of a hiss. He smiled at her again, and their eyes communed more closely.
"Come on over to my place," he said as a combined question and invitation.
"I don't know, Mike. I got to get up early, go to work, pick up my work clothes at home, come outside a minute with me."
She took his hand, and they walked back through the crowd, having to let go and move single file through the middle of things. They were stopped once by the mass, and he put his hands on her shoulders comfortably. Her hips pressed back against his belly and penis, which got swelled again. He stood there for a while caressing her back.
They got moving again and went outside, walking through the inquisitive crowd by the front door which admired Maureen's round firm ass in the black skirt and her long shapely black-stockinged legs. Her heels clicked warmly as they made their way to the parking lot and disappeared from the bar around the corner of the building. They took a few steps further into the dark and then embraced, hotly thrusting lips and tongues together rubbing their mouths over mouths and cheeks. His hands pressed up the sides to her tits and felt them with gentle firmness. She sighed "Mm," out loud and leaned back a little pressing up against his aggressive posture. He kissed her neck and moved one hand down her spine to her rear, roundly caressing her buttocks and stroking the valley between them. He cupped his hand in deep, low on her tight skirt, stretching it very tight. She pushed her pussy against his leg and wiggled. He ducked his hand under her skirt and caressed her stockinged thigh, pantied hip, and the naked flesh in between. He sucked her neck softly, mushily, kissed up to her jawbone and licked her ear. Her hair was soft and fragrant. Her panties were wet and her hands were all over him. She unzipped and pulled out his erection. It was long, stout, and proud, straining upward slightly, twitching inside her wiggling fingers.
"I want to fuck you," he said.
"What kind of car do you have?"
"An Oldsmobile."
"Let's get in it. Much bigger than mine."
"Oh shit. I don't want that frantic unsatisfied stuff."
"It's only for right now. I'll give you my phone number, and we can get together and fuck some other night for a while."
"Wait, you'll see," he said, putting his hand back inside his garments. "You'll want to do it tonight."
They walked over to his car, her hips thrusting, held and caressed by his active hand. She pulled on his dick and stroked his ass. They leaned against each other as they walked, and engaged tongues on one long skilful kiss before opening the door and climbing into the front seat of the dark spacious automobile.
Her skirt went far up as they sat, and he felt her legs eagerly, sliding up her thighs to her wet, musky panties. They kissed again. He rubbed her hard nipples with the same hand, and then went back to stroking her legs. She opened his pants again and exposed his rod. It was handsome to her, hot and throbbing. She stroked it up and down, stopping with the long olive-like head in the middle of her palm, then descended with a stroke nearly to his tingling nuts.
"I'm going to come now," he said. "Do me quick, then I'll eat you, then I'll be ready again."
She whispered "OK," started pumping him, then pushed her ass forward to the steering wheel and bent forward at the waist. She looked at his hot dick close-up in the dark and rubbed it against her nose and chin. She kissed it, top to bottom, running her hands up and down the clothed thighs. The dick stood up straight next to her ear. She licked the top, kissed it frenchly and sucked it with her lips. In a few moments she had covered half of it and was rhythmically sucking. The warmth and softness of her mouth felt fantastic. His penis twitched. He stroked her hair and neck and back. He cupped her tit and played with the nipple. "Oohhh," he said, thrusting his pelvis up firmly. She sucked him loudly, expertly, excitedly. Her tongue fluttered all over his entrapped member and flattened against it as she sucked with her whole mouth, teasing his nerves up and pulling the semen out. It gushed into her with hot spurts. It was copious and felt good to swallow.
When he went limp, she raised her head and leaned back as his manual caresses on her legs grew more insistent. He got down on the floor and kissed her thighs. He pushed her legs wide apart and caressed them from ankle to cunt. He put his hands flat on her legs above the knees, leaned forward, and nuzzled her pantied pussy. His fingers slid up and over the garment. He drew his face back a few inches and pulled her panties down by the waistband. She wriggled and got up in the air so that they could clear her ass, which he quickly put one hand under, palm up, before she could sit down again. The cool buttocks and warm cunt juice spread over the undulating bones of his hand. She moaned and hissed and he spoke a few, obscene words to her. Then he lifted her gently, slid his hand out from under, and solicitously pulled her panties down her legs and off her feet. She stretched her legs and wiggled her toes and welcomed the back of his head with her hands, entwining her fingers in his hair while he kissed, sucked, and began it eat her pussy.
His cock was pretty hard again. She had a nice cunt, one of the best he'd been into in quite a while. The smell, the taste, the texture were something else. You've hit it again, Mike baby, he said to himself. Give her the treatment and she'll come back for more. They'd fuck three times a week, have orgies! He would explore new techniques and thrills with her.
Maureen sighed and moved her legs against his head. His tongue was all over and darting deep inside. He licked her clitoris flickingly and put a finger into her pussy. Then another finger. He moved them in and out slowly while he rapidly sucked on her. She squeezed her thighs against his head and shook with orgasmic trembling. He finger-fucked her faster and faster, till she was moaning loud and coming, really climaxing. She begged for more, whimpered with desire even as is fleeing across the peak of her crescendo. His tongue whipped her pussy into a frothy mass of quivering nerve-endings. He replaced his fingers with his tongue, orally fucking her a deeply as he could, scooping with his tongue every last thrill that could come out of her.
"Oh, that was fantastic," she said moments later, stroking his hair as his head lay immobile and throbbing against her leg. He kissed her satisfied vagina softly. He got up and sat beside her again. His put her hand in her lap. His penis was rising up again and twitching insistently. She covered most of the shaft with her hand and started jerking him off. They kissed hungrily, then he pressed his thighs against hers and lowered slightly to get his rod in position…
Later on, Maureen called Janey and told her everything, almost anyway. Janey felt her heart pound in response to news of the exciting pick-up. "Where is he now?"
"He went home."
"Are you coming over?"
"I don't think so. I'm beat! What are you doing?"
"Oh, I've been combing Duke's coat."
"I'd better see you this weekend. If not before."
"I'm sure it'll be before." They said goodbye.

***

The next night she was at Rod's place again. He was just coming out of the bathroom into his bedroom and stopped there to admire her body, stretched out nude out his bed. She looked over his shoulder at him, one hard-nipples tit sticking up and out, her legs in a scissor, the top one drawn up higher, closer to her belly.
He loved the wrinkle between her lower thigh and buttock. The long separation of her legs led into an exciting, partially exposed vagina and a buttock split that disappeared behind her. He walked over and touched her foot, caressing the ankle. His cock stood out in a very stiff erection. She looked at it and blew him a kiss. He stroked her leg, got on the bed on his knees, and caressed her up to the buttocks, which he stroked cuppingly, shapingly, each one in turn. He then held the top buttock firmly and probed the crevice gently with all his fingertips.
The softness of her crotch gave way to his welcome advance. The stroking pressure of his fingers made her groan with pleasure, twist and move her legs apart so that he could get at more of her. "Oh, Rod," she said lustily, staring hungrily at him over her shoulder. She raised one foot deftly over his belly to the hard rock of his shaft. Her big toe grazed it sensuously, stroked it up and down, going back and forth in a semicircle. He twitched his dick so that it slapped against her foot. She moved her head around more, down toward him, jutting her buttocks against his hand, rubbing them against his fingers. Then she walked down on hands and knees till she could hold and kiss his erection. All the way back to the teeth, her inner lips rubbed the stiff long body of his penis. He rubbed her ass and cunt, probing both of her holes with different fingertips, just a fraction of an inch inside. Her holes squeezed his finger expertly, and when he pulled them out, it made a soft noise of suction.
She kissed and licked his boner. He kissed and licked her ass. They rolled onto their sides and embraced each other's bodies applying mouth to sex. He ran his tongue slowly up and down her damp hot pussy, spreading the lips gently, and she stretched her legs with cat-like pleasure and purred by sucking on his member. Her finger toyed with his balls, bouncing them, tracing their outlines all the way back to the bottom of his scrotum and up to his very anus, a spot that she lingered on with one fingertip, in a circular caress that matched the ardour of her mouth blowing his hot rod.
He put his tongue more deeply into her and licked around her swelling pussy, probing deeply, fucking her hungrily with his tongue. With his hands, he felt her thighs and ass and pulled her buttocks closer to him. The hair of her pubic bush tickled him under his chin. He licked more ardently, with long strokes that brought the sexy pitch of her nerves higher. He plastered his mouth against the opening of her vagina and his nose plunged into the beginning of her buttocks, into the very centre of her crotch. His hands caressed her beautiful round hips with an exciting endless movement.
She played with the base of his dick, rubbing skin and stray hairs and sensitive side-nerves, while her mouth covered him with soft, firm sucking. Every now and then she gagged a little, swallowed convulsively, and sometimes released the tight hold of her mouth with a loud smacking noise. Then she would hold his throbbing boner in her mouth somewhat loosely, and lick all around, moving it up with her tongue, revolving her tongue around it like it wanted to embrace the sexy, sensitive rod, and she would move it out of her mouth skilfully, then back in, then back out, kiss it passionately, then eat the head, slide over the shaft and start sucking once more.
Excited as hell, he teased her clitoris with his lips and tongue tip. Sometime he would engulf as much of her pussy as he could with his wide mouth, kiss it, narrow his lips by compressing them and slide them up and down her sensitive opening. His tongue would move between the pussy lips and lick around and around their insides. He would kiss her clitoris and suck it firmly, moving his index finger in and out of her vagina. Then he put the tip of his little finger in and out her vagina. Then he put the tip his little finger against her anus and pressed gently. Her hole relaxed and let the finger slide part way in, up to the first knuckle. He thus finger-fucked her a with firm, minute thrustings. As he licked hungrily and thrust his penis in and out of her mouth, her ass relaxed and spread open yet more, hungry for his caress and penetration. He put his tongue in deep and sucked her clit. His little finger penetrated to the hilt, and she squeezed it hard with her rectum. He slipped it in slowly, then slid it back in. She groaned, her mouth full of his dick, and quivered. Her cunt was throbbing and trying to draw his tongue in further. Her asshole felt a tremendous thrill. His finger was in her mouth, his mouth was on her pussy. She quivered all over and burned withe desire to complete the inevitable act, find shattering release.
He moved against her convulsively. His cock was hard as it ever got, so she sucked on it with a steady but deeper, firmer rhythm. She caressed his balls and squeezed them. She probed his asshole, too. Her middle finger played against the area between the scrotum and anus.
His shaft was thrusting in her mouth. She stayed on fiercely and sucked him using her tongue rapidly. He gobbled licked and probed her vagina, he moved his finger in and out of her ass. He sucked her clitoris and put his fingers into her pussy. She was coming, pushing her sex against his face, feeling his mouth raise and satisfy her, bring her to the brink of blissful, frenzied pleasure. She pumped her vagina for all she was worth and quivered from her lower back to her knees. His penis jerked and twitched spasmodically in her tight mouth, releasing its powerful load in hot flashings of semen that filled her mouth completely. She let it stay there for a while, licking his rod as it gave a few vestigial jerks, and then he carefully swallowed all the come with deep sucking noises from her throat.
They lay in the same position for quite a while, resting, touching mouths against genitals gently, now and then licking or kissing the sex organs of the other.
An hour later, they fucked again, this time the sex-to-sex way. His rod nosed her lips and gently popped in, rubbing the walls of her pussy in such sexy way. She went, "Aaahhh," and felt his meat slide deeper inside. He had such a long penis. It gave her a new thrill every time. So good to feel it pressing against her hungry, sensitive pussy. Feel it reach into her sex, fill her with its length. Once all the way inside, she could feel it throbbing. And it seemed to grow bigger and stiffer inside of her. She grabbed his buttocks tightly and pulled him closer, their bodies rubbing together.
He slowly began to withdraw his rod, at first just an inch or two, then slide back in a sexy slow way. Then he made longer strokes, gentle firm ones, very slow because he was rock-hard and she was gripping him with all her strength, her cunt molding sensitively to his erection. A trembling possessed her, which began as a burning inside her cunt, deep inside, then glowing all out as her muscles gripped his penis. Rod responded to the burning with strokes, lifting his ass up and thrusting his rod back into her. He supported himself on his hands and swung his ass back and forth, sometimes in a circle, but mainly straight up and down. The sensitive head of his penis scraped up and down her hot, wet pussy with wonderful friction. Soon he was coming again, spasming and shooting inside her with groans of pleasure.
"That was really good," she said, legs akimbo, idly stroking his back rear as he lay on top of her. His cock was slowly softening and slipping from her genital. She reached down lazily and grasped between two fingers. The process of limpening stopped, though he did not grow hard as he usually did when she touched it.
"You took it out of me, Janey."
"That's what I'm here for," she said.
They stroked each other softly and intimately, inducing sleep. She yawned. "When we going get together again? Saturday?"
"I don't know about that, dear. I'm – working – you know."
"Well, how can you work on Saturday night."
"Because I'm getting paid double and the job has to be done, so I'll be there till after nine or ten, and I don't know what time I'll be home or what shape I'll be in. Course it would be enough just to sleep together."
"Yes, it would. Why don't you call me up anyway? Or just come over?"
"OK, that sounds good, Janey," He exhaled deeply like you do when you're just about asleep, and they moved a little closer together, their arms around each other. She was hoping he'd wake in the middle of the night and fuck her again, but actually it would be better in the morning just before going to work.



CHAPTER FOUR


Saturday afternoon Maureen came over to Janey's house with a bottle of champagne.
"What's the celebration?" asked Janey, after a momentary hesitation because it was only three o'clock.
"Down, Duke, down," she said, patting him firmly but aloofly on the head and shoulders. "What it is, Janey, is my sex life. I'm going a mile a minute. Terry on Thursday night and this guy Mike again last night."
"You got two good ones, huh?"
"Both of 'em can fuck like gorillas, and Mike has a tongue like an elephant."
"Next thing you ought to get is a donkey," responded Janey with a bright laugh.
"Whoa," cried Maureen as the plastic cork shot out of the champagne bottle with a loud pop. She quickly lowered the neck so the bubbly would pour into a glass. "Janey, that guy Terry's dingus is bigger than a donkey's, and he smells a whole lot better over all."
"I should hope so. Last time I was on a farm the last thing I thought about was sex."
"You never had a horse or anything, did you?"
"No! But I've looked at them."
"Who hasn't."
"I wonder what would be like?"
"Wouldn't be like anything, Janey. A horse might be too big, or it would take long to mount him. You'd be cold. Now the thing to do would be to train Duke to go after you. Down, boy! Actually it looks like you don't have too far to go."
Janey gave her a funny smile.
"Maureen, you haven't told me much about this guy, Mike."
"I thought you were a good girl. You don't want to hear things that'll drag you back into the fishbowl."
"Rodney's, going to be away all weekend working. Go ahead; I can at least listen."
"Janey, this guy has a taste for everything. The first time I met him we weren't kissing for more than ten minutes before he went down on me and gave me the greatest head I've ever received. And when we had more time, he went all around the world with me. If I wanted to, I could just lie there and let him cover me with kisses."
Petting Duke's head, Janey stared kind of meltingly at her and nodded.
She smiled back at Janey, seeing that she was hot but didn't say anything. "So after a while, I get on top of him and fuck like a two-legged mare. He's the type of person who wants to do everything, and from the way he talks in between sex, it sounds like he's done everything already."
"Like what?"
"Using ticklers and dildos, having threesomes, orgies. He wanted to put on a huge dildo and go up my ass with it, but I held hack. I let him put his penis in there though. It's fairly long, kind or slender – really feels good."
Janey drank some more. Her face was crowded with lust.
"I tell you, honey, I would do almost anything with him. And now he's got these friends, a man and a woman, he showed me their pictures – nude pictures, yet! – and he's going I arrange a little party with us and them."
"Have you ever done that?"
"Just a few times."
"I only did it once." There was a longish pause. "It wasn't bad. You really have to he in the mood. The sex happens naturally. It doesn't matter who you're with in those situations."
Maureen nodded. "When I'm fucking with a man, don't mind if a woman is there."
"Would you kiss another woman?"
Maureen looked at her kind of embarrassedly Janey felt that way, too. A lump formed in her throat.
"I've done it," said Maureen slowly. "If you're in the mood, it's not that different. It's – even kind of a thrill."
Janey hissed without meaning to. Their eyes met intimately, played and probed, and danced away. Janey felt her nipples hardening. "You ought to invite him over here," she said.
"Which one?"
"Both of them."
Maureen laughed loudly. That felt better. The joking was a release. She went over to the couch. Duke followed her.
"Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. He started sniffing noisily up and down her upper leg, crossed over the other one. "That tickles, boy!" She rubbed his head and neck some more. "Janey, this animal is awfully friendly."
Janey laughed but said nothing, continued to sip her champagne. When the glass was empty she poured some more.
Maureen had a maxi dress on that buttoned up the middle of the skirt section. She brought her dangling foot down to the floor and watched Duke, sniff around her hem and then stick his head up underneath eagerly.
"Janey! This dog is something else!" She laughed at her friend with her face all pinched up by humour, lust and wine.
"Wait a minute, Janey! Wait a minute… he's going right at me. What a sniffer, what a… oh, Janey," drawled Maureen with amazement and pleasure. "Oh… Janey… What is he doing with his tongue, Janey…"
Janey felt hot now. She couldn't hold the secret back any longer. "He likes to lick me sometimes, and I let him. Does he feel good?"
Maureen nodded slowly, staring at Janey.
Janey walked over to the couch with her glass and bottle, both of which she placed on the floor. She and Maureen looked at each other for a while, then Janey put her arm around Maureen's shoulders. They leaned their heads back against the top of the couch and looked at each other with strange abandon. Janey felt all tingly. She felt suddenly free, yet possessed. With Maureen inviting her, she mover her face forward slowly and gently kissed her friend on the lips. Maureen responded with a soft kiss, opening her lips and touching the tip of her tongue to the tip of Janey's lips.
Janey's left arm was around Maureen's shoulders and her right hand held Maureen's in Maureen's lap, right above Duke's active head. Maureen closed her eyes and let her mouth gape slightly. She was savouring the genital licking the dog was giving her. She squeezed Janey's hand. Janey stared at her face.
"Take off your pants," she said slowly. "It's much better that way."
Maureen opened her eyes. "Oh," she replied lazily, "I don't know."
"It's OK," said Janey, feeling she was more the excited one.
"It's OK," she repeated. "I'll take off mine, too. It feels good, doesn't it? We can let him lick both of us. All we have to do is sit here. It's better than talking about it. You're not nervous, are you?"
"Not now," said Maureen softly, shaking her head.
Janey let go her hand and started to unzip her slacks. Maureen watched her friend stand up and slid the garment down her legs. Janey had a pretty ass. The silk panties clung to them alluringly.
Maureen pulled the flap of her skirt upward steadily, popping the snaps one after the other. Then she undid the buttons of her top part, until her entire dress was open and she sat there really covered only by a bra and panties. Janey stared a while at Maureen's nipples pushing out of the fine bra fabric. Then she called Duke away from Maureen's crotch and guided him to her own. Duke nuzzled her eagerly and began licking right against the panties. Janey closed her eyes and moved her hips slowly. Then she quickly pulled down her panties, giving Maureen a terrific sudden view of her naked ass. When she straightened up, Maureen liked how she looked even better – round, firm, prominent hips, a few wispy black hairs at the bottom.
"Mm," said Janey, "that feels good, Duke. Lick me, boy, lick me!" She enjoyed that for a while, and when she turned around to get back on the couch, she saw Maureen without her bra and panties. Janey sat down and they stared at each other. Duke was licking Janey's cunt.
"Let me take this off for you," said Maureen, running her hand smoothly over the front of Janey's bra. Janey sat forward a little and let Maureen reach behind her to undo the clasp. When it was free, Janey took the garment off and tossed it aside. Maureen rubbed the top of her back and shoulders for a while.
"That feels good," said Janey. Her tits got goose pimples, and her nipples got very erect. She touched the right one and stroked her back and Duke licked her fragrant and now very damp pussy. She could smell her own, and she could smell Maureen's too.
Maureen moved her head closer, letting her long hair fall onto Janey's skin. She moved her head around, trailing the hair across Janey's sensitive shoulder and part of her breast. Maureen touched Janey's left breast softly, feeling the goose-pimpled skin and hard nipple. She tweaked it between thumb and forefinger.
"Does it feel good?" she asked.
"Yes," said Janey, struggling to overcome the lump in her throat.
Maureen pulled away and leaned back against the couch, her shoulders wide, displaying her longer breasts which curved upward slightly at the tips. Her brown nipples looked very long. Janey looked at her friend's body. The belly was a bit rounder, the black pubic hair not as abundant as Janey's, but it trailed up past Maureen's navel and out across her thighs and down her legs a little further. She touched the top of Maureen's near thigh. Her skin was a little bit darker than Janey's.
Duke hit a very sensitive spot and Janey spoke to him, urging him to continue more aggressively. She spread her legs wider and moved deeper into the cushion to expose more of her crotch to the animal. Her hand played with Maureen's knee. Maureen played with her own bush and watched the dog eat Janey.
"It's amazing," she said. "He really goes for it. You're so lucky, Janey, to have somebody around who'll go down on you any time you want but never talk back to you."
Janey laughed. "I just started doing this with him. Think of what I almost wasted!"
They both stared, smiling, faces flushed with lust, eyes and mouth damp, as the handsome head of the Dane bobbed and dug between Janey's legs. When his lips brushed across her clit and tickled her, she jumped. She lay back, legs open to him, gradually starting to move up and down as the dog brought her pitch up. "I shouldn't hog it all for myself," she said.
"That's OK," said Maureen. "It's fascinating. It makes me hot to watch."
Janey turned her head around and looked at her with a kind of twisted grin. It looked like she might be ready to come soon. Maureen gazed into her eyes. Both of them felt softer, warmer, hotter, melting inside their chests with desire. Maureen reached out a hand and touched Janey's tit again. Her hand was firmer now and squeezed the lovely breast confidently. Their eyes met and seemed to draw them closer. Their mouths opened in readiness to kiss. A thrill ran through their bodies. Their legs touched and leaned against each other. Janey started to rub hers against Maureen's. Maureen came closer, till their arms, sides, and one breast touched. Their faces came together again, this time without hesitation. They kissed like real lovers, slowly, wetly, warmly. Their mouths opened and stuck together. Tongues felt each other and ran deeply into each other's mouths. Their hands caressed each other's arms, tits, sides. Janey touched Maureen's belly, putting a finger into the belly button, trailing her fingertips down the hairy warmth to Maureen's bush. There she spread her fingers out firmly and combed her way through. Soon her hand rested on Maureen's cunt, which was hot and wet. The musk of it grew stronger, deeper, more concentrated and tantalised Janey's nostrils. She moved her hand around on her friend's organ.
"That feels good, Duke," she said.
"That feels good, too, Janey," said Maureen.
Janey stroked the hairs around the warm pussy lips. Her wet hand spread out the moisture and dampened the hairs. She caressed Maureen's pussy and crotch while Maureen kissed her warmly on the cheek and then ran her tongue tip into Janey's ear, feeling the outline of the involuted structure, then plastering her whole tongue into the opening.
It gave Janey a new thrill and more impetus to her stroking. She was lifting her own crotch up and down against Duke's eager, noisy, whining face (she caressed his flanks with her feet at some points). At the same time she stroked Maureen's cunt with longer and deeper motions. The wet pussy opened up to her, the soft thick wet lips spread around her fingers and subtly beckoned them inside. Janey ran her finger tip all around Maureen's tough little clitoris, and Maureen started squirming. She kissed Janey hungrily on the mouth some more and gripped her wrist tightly with her left hand, urging Janey to play with her more. Their passions were still rising. Maureen encircled Janey's shoulders and neck with her other arm and caressed her girlfriend's warm smooth skin. She dangled her hand over farther and tickled Janey's far tit with the skin of her fingertips. Then she touched the nipple and toyed with it, pinched it gently, and stroked circles around and over it. Janey moaned it pleasure. Two bodies acting on her sexually! The thought gave her as much pleasure as the actual movements of flesh and doubled her excitement.
She pulled her mouth away from Maureen's hungry one just enough to say, "Maureen, it feels so good, keep touching me, feel me more like this!" Their breaths mingled hotly for a few seconds as they played with each other's bodies, and now and then little cries, moans, and sighs escaped their lips like kisses. Maureen stuck her tongue way out and dragged the tip across Janey's mouth. Janey revelled in the sensation, then met Maureen's tongue with her own. They locked tongues and licked around and around each other's tongues. Their tongues flicked on each other, and then leaped together in a full French mouth embrace. Their lips met again and melted against each other. Maureen's hands rubbed and squeezed Janey's tits so well – Duke sucked her cunt to the edge of orgasm, and she finger-fucked Maureen's pussy and rubbed it up and down with masturbatory frenzy. They were both writhing on the couch in the throes of sex, and suddenly forgot about the dog. Janey swung around to meet Maureen and the two of them pressed their cunts together and embraced face on, kissing deeply and passionately. Their tits pressed together, and their hands flew over each other's backs. Maureen pressed forward, and Janey went down on her back. Their thighs and cunts rubbed together wildly. Duke was not passive in all this. He began frisking about, nuzzling them here and there, licking Maureen's legs and feet, tickling the sensitive areas of her skin and thus driving her even further on.
She let go Janey's tongue and kissed her mouth and nose again very quickly, demandingly, uncontrollably. Janey felt a trembling in her loins, and so did Maureen. The dog climbed up onto the couch too and started licking Maureen's ass, deftly stimulating the hips and the wet fragrant crack between. She pressed her crotch down onto Janey's and rubbed it firmly. At some points it seemed their clitorises were in direct contact, but the sensation was new to them, they weren't always sure.
What they were sure of, however, was the great pleasure they were feeling from this warm contact. Their cunts throbbed in unison, the juices and odours mingling till it seemed like each of them was transformed. Maureen looked at Janey's arm, an inch away. So close it looked unlike the arm of her old friend. Janey's whole body looked like that of a different person. Of course Maureen had never seen it naked, nor had she been naked in front of Janey before – though they might as well have been, from the way they shared sexual gossip. Was this the natural next step? No, not necessarily. But, it was natural. And it felt good. And it was new. From now on, they would never be the same two people again. The thought exhilarated Maureen, and it scared her just a little bit, too. But she knew this intimacy they shared, their new mutual secret, had to be a good thing.
These thoughts ran through her mind quickly, and she didn't spend a great deal of time or energy on them. The physical sensations of their spontaneous tryst were much more important and compelling. Janey in fact was bouncing up and down beneath her, starting to come again, lifting Maureen's body with her terrific thrusting. Maureen clasped her tighter, holding on for dear life. She felt like she was riding Janey. And the dog was licking each of them in turn.
"Yes, Duke, lick me, lick me," said Maureen fiercely, feeling the orgasmic thrills spreading in her body too. Janey stroked Maureen's spine and placed her hand on her girlfriend's buttocks. She caressed them firmly, more a grip than a stroke, and it really felt good. Before she knew it Maureen's ass was opening to her, and she soon had a finger part way up her rectum. Possessed by hot flashes, Maureen thrilled to this new intimacy. She dug the feeling of that finger inside her, and Janey for her part seemed just as attached and moved the digit around sensuously, as if it were the centre of their lovemaking. Duke was right now licking Maureen's cunt, and she was trembling with renewed desire. Dizzy with sweat, misty-eyed with passion, Maureen kissed Janey hotly on the cheek and neck and hair and rubbed her whole body on her girlfriend's. Meanwhile that finger kept moving inside her butt.
The feel of it brought back quick visions of crazy things that had happened to her or which she had imagined at some time: a doctor giving her an examination, a rectal thermometer used on her when she was a child, the hesitant touches of young adolescent lovers, and the mouth of an old boyfriend who'd once kissed her ass and licked her anus for about fifteen minutes, pushing his tongue as far inside the hole as he could get it, raving whenever his tongue was free about how he was now as hard as a giant sequoia and wanted to slip his penis up her ass more than anything in the world. She didn't let him go that far, but maybe she should have. Men had done it since, but that first time had some special passion attached to it.
But it didn't matter. She kissed Janey on the forehead and stroked her hair. Janey was bouncing again, getting her pussy off against Maureen's left leg, while Maureen got the same thing off Janey's. She reached a hand down along Janey's thigh and curved it underneath until she contacted her friend's wet pussy. She rubbed her fingers on it and moved them in and out. Then she felt Duke's tongue licking her fingers and Janey's cunt. She pressed her thighs more firmly down on Janey's wriggling crotch and pressed her cunt more firmly down on Janey's hot smooth leg. The bouncing gave special stimulation to her clitoris, and she imagined Janey must be feeling the same thing.
They were writhing and thrusting frantically now, coming onto the peak of orgasm and it was fantastic, thrilling them over and over again.
She felt something big and warm and hairy spread out on her back. Duke! That fucking dog! But he felt good, like a relaxing blanket, even if rather heavy. In the state they were in she didn't notice his weight. She felt his lower body move on her ass, then she felt something slender and slick move between the lips of her cunt. Duke was thrusting away on her – he was fucking her!
A few moments later, as she and Janey began to come down, Maureen said, "Janey, your dog likes me. In fact he's fucking the shit out of me, and I feel kind of funny." Janey looked over Maureen's shoulder with a shocked expression and saw the dog doing her girlfriend with a passion. "Duke!" she yelled. "Duke! Stop that! Stop it! No!" But her commands met only an open mouth, hanging tongue, and loud frantic panting on the part of the dog.
Janey squeezed out from under Maureen and got onto her feet rather gingerly. Then she took two determined strides to where she could slap Duke severely across the butt. Three sharp cracks and he was off Maureen and dashing away for safety, away from Janey's vengeful form.
"Gee, I'm sorry, Maureen." Maureen looked up at her weakly. "He's never done that to me. I hope you didn't feel too queer, or that he spoiled anything."
Maureen shrugged.
Then Janey grinned. "Was it good?" she joked.
"You've got to be putting me on!" exploded Maureen with exasperation.
Janey shrieked with laughter and slapped her girlfriend on the buttocks. Maureen grabbed for her and missed.
"Maybe we ought to wash up."
"Sounds like a good idea."
They went into the bathroom, turned on the water, collected towels, and when the water was warm enough, they pulled out the shower button, pulled the curtain around the tub and stepped in.
The water was refreshing and soothing. They took turns soaping each other's bodies, not neglecting the intimate corners they had just discovered in each other. Janey pin-pointed her douche-bag and suggested Maureen use it to get out the dog sperm. Maureen nodded and finished washing the outside of her body.
When they stepped out on the rug and towelled off, Janey mixed up a scented douche for Maureen to use and worked on her face in the mirror over the sink while Maureen sat in the tub behind her and cleaned out her vagina.
"This stuff is sweet, Janey. I'm going to smell good enough to eat tonight."
"Which one are you going to see?"
"Neither one actually. Not tonight. Unless Mike calls me between nine and ten at home. He said there was a chance."
"That's generous of him."
"If you had a chance to fuck him you'd believe what you were saying."
Maureen got up and put down the instrument. She stepped out of the tub and towelled off her thighs and lower legs and ass. Janey's ass was right in front of her as she bent over to wipe low on her legs. Maureen leaned forward and kissed Janey's hip. Janey turned a sudden smile over her shoulder.
Maureen stood up, walked up behind her, let her body press against her and looked at Janey's face in the mirror. Her hands were on Janey's shoulders. Janey swivelled her hips a couple times for fun, but Maureen felt a new surge of excitement. The hips brushed against her mound and she felt like climbing up Janey's back.
Her arms encircled Janey at the waist. She felt the prominent curls of her pubic hair touching her wrist. She moved one of her hands downward smoothly and let it rest on Janey's mound.
"Oh!" said Janey. "Want some more, huh?"
Maureen just smiled meltingly at her. Their eyes met in the mirror – Maureen's more passionate, Janey's a bit cooler, eyes round, mouth small and open. She paused in what she was doing and regarded Maureen in the mirror. She felt Maureen's cunt getting wet against the back of her upper thigh.
She put down her face cleaning tools and turned around to face Maureen. "Honey, you're really feeling sexy," she said. She looked down at Maureen's long, firm tits. The nipples were big, sticking up at her. She grit her teeth and rubbed her cunt against Maureen's. "Let me make you feel good," she sad, sliding her hands down Maureen's back to her nice big hips, where they rested and then began to caress the soft flesh gently, over and over.
Maureen closed her eyes. "Oh, that feels good. Good Janey. Don't stop, baby, keep doing it."
Her words and tone of voice sent a thrill through Janey's body. She felt her own nipples hardening.
She knelt slowly, bringing her hands softly over Maureen's buttocks and down the backs of her thighs. She caressed these and planted a firm dry kiss on Maureen's mound.
"Mm," said Maureen. "That's nice. Oh yes, do it again."
Janey brushed her lips all around the front of Maureen's crotch, feeling the widespread silky pubic hair on her face, and smelling the delicate sweet fragrance of the douche.
She kissed up again down Maureen's mound, and this time encountered the coolness of her vagina lips – the top of them, opening slightly to her mouth. Kissing Maureen on the vagina was like a silent way of talking to her. The big mouth in front of her spoke not but gradually unfolded and behind its movements, often surprising and elusive, were all the energies and other parts of Maureen's body – the bones, muscles, membranes, hairs.
On her knees, gripping the legs in front of her, she planted a firm open-mouthed kiss on the sweet, musky orifice. She gave it some tongue, feeling the inner rim of its large hard lips, the taste of it on her flat long tongue.
The taste was one of soft blossoms, sweet fruit. Maureen's skin had a delicate fragrance and tasted good. Janey kissed her from near the knee to above the crotch. She crushed her lips on it. Her tongue pistoned between. She moved her hips and elbows like she was dancing, making Maureen laugh and stumble back a foot or two, say, "Hey, Janey, let me stand up," putting her hands on Janey's hair, steadying herself, straddling her genital across the mouth of her friend, who looked up at her completely concentrating her mouth on tonguing her, and licked her lips. The buttocks of Janey shifted restlessly on the floor, her leg, and the heels of her bottom-up feet.
Janey licked Maureen's lips. Maureen wanted to kiss her feet, but she felt pinioned by the pleasure tonguing out of Janey's mouth.
She thrust her pelvis onto Janey's mouth, and they started to swing in several inches of an arc, moving down to Maureen on her knees, pussy up in Janey's mouth. If Janey went down to kiss the lower parts of her vagina, Maureen could move forward and cock her face askew of Janey's buttocks. Put her finger in between. Watch her suck it. She pulled her finger and licked it. She bent her head toward Janey's anus but could reach it. Janey's head pushed against her clitoris, making it painful for her lower belly, so she had to sit back up or lie down.
She sat up, Janey was bringing her to the brink of a waterfall. She squatted on the balls of her feet, and Janey licked that spoony tongue over her cream from underneath her wide shadowy crotch. She brushed the hairs curling up the front of her juicy thighs. Janey, gripping Maureen's ankles or buttocks, would swing out of the saddle to caress the thighs over her which sometimes pressed on her face, or on her nipples when she put her tongue up Maureen.
Maureen started jacking off when Janey came up for a minute or two. She continued to squat and bounce her legs tightly while she talked, hips to heels.
Janey, recovering her verbal senses, fingered herself, too.
"This guy gave me a dildo," said Maureen.
"What kind," said Janey, warming up to the idea.
Maureen jacked herself on. "It's a soft pink one, slides in – very easily – and it's so smooth it feels like it's flexible, but it's not."
"Mm! Wow." Janey gestured toward Maureen's cunt, spread her legs out and their feet contacted again, Janey rubbing her soles over the top of Maureen's flat squatting feet while she rubbed herself. Finally Maureen sat down, and Janey zeroed in on her cunt.
"Do you want to lick it some more?"
"Yes."
"OK," Maureen pulled her hips back by rolling her legs in and holding them in her arms.
Janey dipped forward, placing her hand on Maureen's under-thighs and touching her tongue right to the cunt. "You taste good," Maureen heard her say. Sexily she felt Janey's tongue probe her vagina, glide in and flip on the lips up and down or in a circle. It slipped right down to her bottom and entered. The tip moved out and licked up to the ridges of her membranes to the skin and hair then back to the rear entrance. "Janey! Ah!" laughed Maureen, holding herself up on Janey's back. "Oh! Uh! I wanted to do it to you before." Maybe with a dildo, she thought.
Janey washed out her mouth after a while and came back to kiss Maureen's pussy. Maureen had moved back against the door and had her feet flat on the floor. Janey applied herself assiduously after brushing back her hair. Lying on her side she sucked on the mouth of the vagina of her friend. The vagina squirmed and responded to her tongue kiss. The duration was ten or fifteen minutes. Then Janey asked her if she wanted the dildo. Maureen smiled broadly for a long time before saying, "I think I do want it," moving on Janey's finger embedded to the hilt in her vagina. "OK," said Janey, moving gently twisting her finger where it was, "so you want to try that artificial cock? Will it feel good?"
"Oh, that feels good! No, it won't be artificial if you put it there. It almost like a human if you think about it with somebody."
"I'll sit behind you and move it and caress you and you'll think I'm a man!"
"Or Janey with a cock!"
Janey squeezed Maureen in mock anger. Their mouths entwined in a dreamy kiss. Maureen got up to get the instrument out of her tote bag in the other room. Janey heard. "Down, Duke! OK, OK… don't lick me!" She heard Maureen striding back in and looked up at her. Curling hairs and smiling face.
Maureen got down in the centre of the floor on all fours and sat facing Janey. "Here it is," holding it at her.
Janey took out the pink rippling dingus between her thumb and four fingers of one hand. Looked under it and down at the base. The head had a gentle full round tip and rippled back toward the middle in hair-like waves to simulate skin or the cords of a man's dick. Janey frowned at it and felt it with her fingers with pleasure. Maureen put her hand on it, too.
"Now, if I sit like this facing you, you might want to guide it right in about an inch." Maureen spread her legs, and spread the lips of her cunt with her fingers and smiled at Janey and the dingus being rubbed against her cunt. The surface of it was smooth and made Maureen tingle. "Come on, now, guide it in." She gripped Janey's hand very firmly, hardly moving, and followed it towards her groin as the tip of the phallus slipped in.
She breathed heavily as Janey concentrated on the intromission. Janey's fingers were on her cunt massaging and helping them spread. Soon the dildo was really in the grip of her cunt. She leaned back, rolling on her hips, holding her legs in the air, scissoring them, and finally spreading them invitingly.
Janey crouched between them on her knees and squeezed the base and shaft of the dildo. It moved in Maureen's body. Maureen moved back. Her legs sucked Janey toward her like tentacles or a bellows in reverse, and Janey grabbed her feet and kissed them, caressing them while she moved her pubis carefully against the cushioned back of the dildo and pressed forward on Maureen, who accepted more of the rod.
Janey caressed Maureen's legs from ankle to knee, caressing the muscles between very relaxingly. She massaged the backs of Maureen's quivering thighs with special care. Gradually, he moved forward till the back of Maureen's thigh, were touching her breasts. She caressed the hips and around the vagina of Maureen with both hands, then just one hand. The other felt Maureen's anus. Janey twisted the rod and moved it in and out Maureen grabbing her with her legs. Janey put a finger up Maureen's ass, and held it there firmly until Maureen had completely come.



CHAPTER FIVE


That evening, all cleaned up again, sitting on the couch with her dog nearby and her hobby around her, Janey reflected a little more on the fun and the weirdness of the life she was leading.
Maureen and Duke – two new lovers in her life which had seemed almost monogamous less than a week ago. Now she'd been with her girlfriend and with her dog. Each was very different, as Rodney was different from them. Maureen with her beautiful long tits and uninhibited ways was a sort of mirror image of Janey. Sex with her might or might not continue; in either case it was merely a fun, the natural extension of their intimate friendship and an exciting new field of exploration. If they didn't run it into the ground, they could easily avoid the possibility of getting bored with each other.
Rodney was a perfect mate – strong, protective, considerate, skilful and hard-working. She loved him.
Duke was a world unto himself. Her surrogate child – her brother from the other side, the land of dogs. The extreme affection she had felt for him had simply blossomed into something more adult; and yet also something more adolescent and salacious. It was like masturbation games and making out with the boys, only on a higher level. Doing it with Duke was bold fucking, pure and simple.
He was looking at her while she thought this, and rolled onto her side to face him and pat him. "You're not weird, are you, Duke. You're just a healthy young… male. You feel good, your hair, your muscles, your bones. You even smell good to me, Duke, and that's really something where I'm concerned. Yes, do you like me to do this? Does it feel good? Yes, it must feel even better to you than it does to me."
She remembered how those two dogs looked when they were fucking. She was just a little girl and had felt the indefinite allure of the mystery being opened up to her.
"Who do you fuck, Duke? Do you have a girl friend in a backyard somewhere?" She remembered how he had spontaneously mounted Maureen.
"Yes, you must really like girls, Duke. Even girls like me who don't even have a big nose or big tongue and only have hair in a couple places. Unlike you with hair all over your body." Her petting was very extended, very warm. Duke's tongue was hanging out more than usual, and he pushed against her from the pleasure she was giving him and from his desire to receive more.
She put her hand underneath him and cupped his genitals. She gripped his sheath with thumb and forefinger and stroked it lightly. The friction was very pleasing to him. He licked her arm over and over and at times splashed his tongue in her face, making her laugh.
Very soon his pink erection feathered forth, and she touched it, too, with just her index finger on some of the strokes. Soon his pink organ was sticking out halfway, and she just gazed with fascination.
She touched his balls again and pulled the tips of her four fingers down their round bodies with exciting gentleness. Over and over she did this, then pressed her fingers fill against the bag, surrounded it and squeezed with more firmness inside her fingers than against his balls, but the strong pressure was transmitted to his testicles, and she saw his erection grow another length.
"Come on, boy, Duke, Duke, stick it all out for me."
Janey caressed him, with loving care, softly, firmly, from base of scrotum to tip of penis, pulling, tickling, and squeezing as she rubbed. Kissing him, too, on the top and front of his head, she teased and tickled his erection until he was good and ready and stuck out to his full straining length.
His front paws were on top of the couch cushions, and Janey was halfway off the couch, feeling his genitals with one hand and hugging his body with the other, while she kissed him on the ear and near the eye.
"Good dog, Duke, good dog. Your dick feels good in my hand, all slick and hard. Fuck my hand, Duke."
She kissed him hard on the top of the head and hugged him closer. Her lower hand squeezed his balls and then cupped upward, stroking his erection.
Duke panted wildly. His tongue slapped her with its wet stickiness. "Oh, Duke!" she shrieked. "You're getting me completely wet!" she laughed and shook while she laughed and this excited him more and made him lick her more.
She turned her face away from his persistent tongue, but she could not take her hand away from his prick. It felt sexy, and she needed him to come almost as badly as he wanted it. Lovingly she pushed his head away with her other hand, and he got the message. He stopped licking and let his tongue just hang out, deep and damp, while he panted with tremendous, desire. His body moved up instinctively, trying to press against Janey, but she wouldn't let him do it.
"Don't get my clothes dirty," she cried.
Duke jerked his pelvis and whined from deep in his throat and chest. Manfully his lungs puffed up and his ribcage swelled. His whole body throbbed with the lust of his erection. His muscles corded into hard balls. His cock swelled out to its greatest dimension and he made a sound deep in his throat like a soft growl, a rough sound of affection. Janey felt all these signs, felt his lust take control of her, and jacked his penis faster. He quivered. Stray drops of clear liquids sprayed from the tip of his pink rod, and seconds later a few terrific squirty spurts flashed up into the air and onto her arm and hand. The sperm was very warm. Some of it got onto her clean dress and the cushions of the couch.
"Oh, Dukey," she said, slowing her masturbating down over to a me crawl and finally a stop, "you've got it all over me."
She got up from the couch, Duke looking up at her with quizzical pleasure, his eyes intense, his body tired and grateful. Instead of following her into the bathroom, he slumped down on his paws and waited for her to come out.
Janey wiped the wet spots with a thick towel. They seemed to come out OK.
She came back into the living room and dabbed at the spots of come on the rug and the couch. No damage.
Finally she plopped back into the couch, and did her thing until the downstairs buzzer sounded. Excitedly she leaped off the couch, sprang to the door and pressed the button to let him in the outer door. She stood there with her eye in the peek-hole, hearing the sound of feet coming rather heavily up the stairs and then seeing Rod step into the hallway and walk to her door. She swung it open and they embraced hungrily. It felt good to grab onto each other after so much time apart especially. Rod kissed her warmly on the mouth and then on the cheek. They stood with arms around each other, still greeting each other affectionately inside the locked door.
"You look nice," he said. "Are those clothes new?"
"Nope. Just something you haven't seen before."
"I'd ask you the same question but I know you're just being a slob."
The joke about his grimy T-shirt underneath his fresh outer one and the dirt under his fingernails made him erupt with laughter. His hand squeezed her while he shook, laughing with his head thrown back. She grinned toothily and rubbed the powerful muscles of his forearm and upper arms.
"I would have changed completely, Janey, you know that, but I thought it would he more fun if you took off my dirty undershirt for me."
"Oh, is that it? Well, you did the right thing." She walked over to the couch and he watched her for a moment her pleated skirt and shoe-less legs in white hose.
"Come on over and sit next to me, dirt man."
He walked over and she held out her arms. He sat down and embraced her. Their mouths met in a kiss and their tongues felt around inside. He put big hard hand on her hair, stroked the back of her neck, too. He felt down her shoulder and arm and dropped his hand to her leg. The skirt rustled smoothly. He slipped hid hand underneath and caressed the thick knit hose that covered her legs. She sighed between kisses and swung both legs up on his lap. He caressed her knees, lower legs, and feet, giving her an ankle, toe, and sole massage that really stimulated her. She pressed her lips against his wildly and kissed him again and again, loudly, then pressed forward meltingly, once again licking his lips and joining her tongue to his.
He had a firm erection by now that made a thick bulge in trousers. He moved her leg over, grazing it with back and forth passes. Then Janey bent one leg at the knee and pointed her foot at his bulge.
First her toe, then the soft flesh underneath felt his trapped penis and stroked skilfully like a monkey.
"Oh, that's good, Janey! Do it! Can you feel dick twitching?"
"Mmm, a little bit. Your trousers are too tight. Cramping the style."
"That's no problem," said Rod, reaching for his zipper.
"Wait!" said Janey.
He paused his hand on her foot.
"Let me take off your shirt first and give you a sponge bath."
He laughed at her, and she smiled wildly back at him, licking her lips.
"You want me to come in the bathroom?" asked Rod. He stood up in front of her, held her foot by the ankle, letting it hang there in his palm and caressed the instep and toes with his other hand. She arched it and toed his tight pants, played with his sheathed erection.
"Aaahh!" said Rod. "That's nice."
Janey smiled, and wiggled her tongue at him. His face was flushed, his eyes wet with lust.
He bent over at the waist, stepped back, and raised her stockinged foot to his lips, kissing it many times.
She brought her other leg out from under her and let it dangle over the edge of the couch, lifted it and brought the toes up his legs, between the thighs, tickling him when she got to his sensitive balls.
"Janey!"
"Come on, Rod."
They went into the bathroom, and she quickly unbuttoned and stripped his outer shirt off.
"Oh, that undershirt is filthy. How could you let it go like this?"
"I don't know."
They giggled at the craziness of both their remarks.
She rubbed his hard pectorals, through the grimy white cotton T-shirt, tried to tease the nipples a bit, then raised it up from the waist exposing his hairy belly button and abdomen with its hard muscles, and pulled the shirt up past his ribs, grazing his sides swiftly with her fingertips, touching also his very hairy armpits, lifting his arms higher, pulling the shirt completely off him.
"Mmmmm," she sighed, caressing his chest and shoulders firmly with her slender hands. She pressed her cheek against the wiry curly black hair of his chesty and inhaled the subtle odour of his skin. She put her arms around his back and stroked it slowly, firmly, tantalisingly, sliding her hands downward first as she kissed his breastbone and belly as she deftly fingered his spine. His hands stroked her soft, blonde hair and played lightly with her ear lobes. She kissed his belly again, licked the hard hot skin languorously and bit as much as she could squeeze up – him being in such good shape, this wasn't easy. She buried her tongue in his navel and stayed there, nothing moving but her tongue and blood.
He squeezed her shoulders. With a long sigh, she drew her face back from her belly and gazed up at his chest, his neck, chin and face. His eyes. Her fingers were playing with his belt-line, fingertips digging down into the hidden skin.
She cupped the front of his trousers with one hand and moved her palm around and around on his wrapped-up rod. Finally she went for his belt buckle, undoing it rather slowly, for her hands were shaking, and when the metal parts rang together upon unloosening, she went for the top button of his fly. This popped right open from pressure of two fingers and thumb, and she slowly pulled back the open flaps of his trousers like the page of an opening book. The zipper slid apart as she pulled the flaps toward her and away. Finally the big tent of his white cotton shorts was right in front of her. The sheathed cock pointed up at a forty-five degree angle right between her eyes. She couldn't help herself – she opened her mouth and gripped his cotton-cased hard-on with her lips. She even ran her tongue tip on the fabric. She pursed her lips and pressed them in one more kiss on the underside of his hidden shaft, pushing it firmly against his hairy belly, before drawing her head back. Shaking a little with fantastic lust, she caressed his buttocks then slid his trousers down to his ankles and took them off his feet one by one, Rodney stumbling to a slightly new position.
Then Janey curled her fingers around the elastic waistband of his underwear and pulled them out toward her nearly six inches. The swollen head of his cock bobbed into and out of her sight. She leaned forward slowly and looked into the space between cotton and belly and legs. What a fantastic hard-on! She kissed it, she licked the top and then pulled his pants completely off. Tossing them aside, she looked up at his large compact scrotum and the long quivering thickness of his hard boner.
She came up higher and gripped his erect penis at the base with both hands. Looking at it attentively, she flicked the tip of her skilful tongues across the stoutly stretched skin of the head. It was smooth and prominent. At first it seemed to swell out even more under the touch of her mouth and her gaze.
She moved her hand softly up and down the whole length of his penis. "Rodney," she drawled, "it's so hard!" She squeezed the base, grit her teeth with desire (an itching in her gums), and watched fascinated as a clear drop emerged from the penis mouth and sat fat and glistening between the two tiny penis lips. She put the tip of her tongue to it gently. The sticky stuff clung to her tongue and stretched out in a momentary string when she drew her tongue back. She licked her lips, eating the remnant of the drop and squeezed his prick some more with both hands. It grew very red from this manipulation and throbbed insistently.
"Twitch it for me," said Janey, letting go and watching intently.
Rodney moved the right muscles and his swollen rod jumped up and down before her eyes.
She grabbed at it again. She was trembling all over. She had still not taken off any clothes, and here Rodney was completely naked in front of her with a beautiful erection.
"I must do it now," she said in a hot whisper. "I can't wait any longer!" Arching her neck, she opened her mouth very wide and took the swollen peter inside.
She brought her lips together, clamping her mouth onto pulsing rod and she began to caress him with her tongue and suck with loud slurps and loud gulping swallows. Rodney was ready. She sucked him rapidly, and he slowly rose onto the balls of his feet, leaned back, jutted his pelvis forward, put his big hands on the back of her head.
She held his enormous dick in her mouth tightly, her face kind of twisted as if in pain, but it was her eyes closed with terrific lust. Her mouth tight as she tongue bathed his penis and sucked on it powerfully.
He felt it swelling up even more inside her mouth. It was so tight, it might have burst. The rigid bony tissue pushed against her cheeks. The skin of his big stiff penis was super-sensitive to the caressing of her wonderful mouth. He moved it back and forth on her tongue, inside the tightly gripping sucking walls of her mouth cunt. Finally the swelling veins and tube of his mammoth rod could stand no more. They had to release all that pent up passion. At first a slender uncoiling of semen trickled into her mouth, and then with terrific pulsations jerking up from his testicles, the copious come popped out of him in violent spasms of pleasure.
"Ooh!" he said. "Aaahh! Aahh!"
Janey sucked all of it into her, mouth, tongue rubbing the underside of his shooting shaft, begging for all he had to give. She swallowed it with long careful undulations of her throat. Finally at the come was in her tummy. And she licked his relaxing tool clean.
She released it and swallowed a few more times. She kissed the long limp organ gratefully.
For a second she felt a twinge of regret at having gone down on him so soon. For during all that day, with all its sex play, she had not yet come properly, or so she thought. But the blow job had been wonderful; one of the best she'd ever given. He'd be firm again and would last longer the second time! Then she'd get a cuntful and savour every second of it, every hot stiff millimetre…
After a leisurely shower together, they towelled each other off and Janey put on her robe, a satiny padded garment that had a fine subtle scent to it.
They went into the living room to watch TV. Duke jumped all over them, but finally settled down, and the two of them sat on the couch, Janey part way onto Rodney's lap, her legs crossed, the top one half out of the robe. He stroked it from knee to toe lovingly, relaxing and gently stimulating her.
The TV was not so interesting. In fact they hardly paid any attention to it. What occupied them was just the pleasurable feeling of being together. The comfortable weight of Janey on Rod's pyjamaed legs, the smooth feel of her skin caressed by his, the sight and smell of her hair, the shape of her neck and head, the fine slender forearms and hands that were not covered by her dark robe, the handsome rugged thick build of Rod's hands and arms, the musky manly smell of his body next to hers, the soft scratchy feel of his abundant body hair…
"Rodney, how much did you say you pay for your apartment?"
"Janey, are you asking me to think about moving? That's a monstrous job and I have never liked it unless I was getting paid for it or doing it for a very good friend besides myself. I like to keep my house orderly and that's it, no moving around…"
"OK, OK, skip it, just wondered if you were ever in the market for a studio."
"A studio? An office maybe, to go along with the shop. A warehouse would be good."
"Yeah!" she laughed. "I think this would be good, too," digging her fist into him.
"Hey-hey! That tickles," he said and grabbed her wrist tightly so she couldn't get her hand away and cried out.
"You, want me to stop being a bachelor, huh? Want to put the cuffs on me!"
"Stop!" she laughed convulsively. "That hurts!"
"Good," said Rodney, "it's supposed to."
"Is something wrong?"
"Yes, I'm horny."
"Again?" she laughed, a snorting horse-like giggle. "There's nothing wrong with being horny – but there is in trying to make up for it by being a creep!"
"Ha ha," laughed Rodney. "I oughta give your arm an Indian burn. Actually I just want to wrestle with you. Or I'll sic that animal onto you! Get her, Duke!" He laughed convulsively as the Dane actually pawed Janey aggressively as if he really might start to hump her. "Hey, what do you want to do, breed with that dog or something?"
"Get outa here!"
He couldn't help it, hee-heeing all cramped-up like a kid. But he didn't notice the stare she gave him or read the pause he had given her.
"You could probably make money doin' Duke as a stud."
"What? Why do I want more money? Not off my dog – he's like part of the family."
"Yeah, but people in the family work to earn a living."
"Yeah, but you don't let your kid out to he a donor in a sperm bank, at least not until he's old enough to know that he really wants to do that and decides on his own. Duke is just a dumb animal; he can't talk to anyone: he couldn't tell a nurse or doctor to be more careful with the electrodes or whatever they use."
"Alright, Janey dear – but people sometimes sell their own bodies for a while to make money."
"What people?"
"People generally at-large."
"Ha ha! You think I'd do it?"
"Some people even sell their bodies to the hospital and walk around for the rest of their lives with tattoo on 'em sayin' Property of Catsass Medical School".
"I don't think I can believe that," said Janey.
Her robe was open around her breasts. They dangled when she moved. He saw them hug her when she stood still.
"Janey, I wouldn't lie to ya, and I think you might have told me about it."
"No I did not!" she said quickly.
What perfect nipples, he thought. What a pale body.
She was sitting on his leg, drumming with her fingers.
"Did you know what the average penis size is for the entire world?"
"No. I never thought about it."
"Ha ha ha! I doubt that!"
"You think you must be hot stuff, on your muffet?"
Yeah, thought Rodney, mushroom. Keep doin' that. My little cedar chest. Oh your hair is really nice. A curly forest close to the plateaus of your "front". He stroked her legs and stomach as she sat atop him with the robe flowing back on her arms.
The naked front of her body communicated a warmth to him. He pushed against her.
"Oh, what's this?" said Janey, moving her legs apart enough to reveal the top of the vertical rod that had been pressing against the wrinkles and big softness of the bottom of her body, compact thighs and ass pressing against him.
She rubbed her fingers on the topside of his shaft and pressed the burning tool against the hairy closed lips of her pussy.
"Not bad," said Rod, feeling the lust creep out from under his tongue.
A fire slowly worked up and around his chest like a mustard plaster and the muscular coiling in his buttocks pushed his genitals against her quim and the upper bottoms of her legs.
Janey shifted position so that even more of his rock was exposed to view and titillated her vagina. He played with it and put a finger inside of her cunt, exciting herself that way.
"Rodney, it feels good. Doesn't it feel good?"
"Yeah!" he said. He stroked her leg and put his fingers on her slowly softening pussy. The musky aroma attacked their nostrils. He played with her wettening vagina and stroked the first part of the inside with his fingers, all four of them moving up and down making her feel very sexy and move her body up and down on him, from pelvis to spine, her young bosoms wagging and dangling like great enticements. She put her hands on him to steady herself as she pumped her bottom on him, and she moved her hands around in an exciting circular caress that covered every sensitive never-ending in has hairy, muscular abdomen and chest. She massaged his biceps and shoulders to, as best she could in this position, and tickled his hairy belly button lightly and scratchingly.
His boner was now thickly pressing against her cunt and belly and arching upward with the force of a skyscraper. He held her thighs caressingly, covering them from hip to knee with intimate, lustful contact, and then put them on her waist, gripping her hip bones tightly, shaking her powerfully, making her whole body jiggle on top of him from toe to teeth. She let herself go and really dug the vibrations of him possessing her temporarily like this. She shook like a young tree, or a pet, or a beast of burden – this was her fantasy right now: to let him mount her and ride her wherever he directed.
His cock was enormously stiff and throbbing. Her hand felt it with firmly rubbing fingers over the top and sides, while the underside of the stiff shaft pulled on her hairy lips and mound and seemed to aim for her belly button only an inch or two above it. At times it twitched, and the jerking motions looked and felt like the penis was climbing up her belly.
She hissed long and loud and squeezed his huge dick with one hand while the other diddled her hard clitoris. Rodney was still humping from underneath with his legs, flexing and unflexing the powerful thigh muscles, heaving her upward with his pelvis, thighs, and belly, shaking her at the waist, and feeling her hip, the crack of her ass, the small of her back, her slender sides and strong compact ribs, her swinging, shaking, jigging boobs that he loved so much.
"I'm really getting hot," drawled Janey breathlessly.
Rodney's caresses for a second became more ardent, more intimate…
"Your penis is long now. It's big. Let me come with it inside!"
He nodded and automatically helped her get up by pushing up with his hands. For a few seconds she literally dangled above him, supported by his powerful forearms. She drew up her feet, pointing her knees at him, and brought her legs and crotch carefully into position. Very gradually she moved her wet, hot pussy mouth onto the head of the straight-up rigid erection.
Spreading the cunt lips with her fingers and gripping the sensitive spots of his rock under the head with her two fingers, she guided their genitals together and moved onto him rather quickly, sliding enticingly down the long penis with her flexible, muscular, tight-muscled cunt.
They both shouted with delight at the exciting stimulation of the entry of his penis into her vagina made them dance and twitch inside. He felt a pulsating in his cock so sudden and powerful, he wasn't sure what was happening for a few seconds.
Janey felt it, too. "Are you coming already?" she asked him, her eyes still closed with star-bursting passion, her lips heavy and wet.
"No," said Rodney. "I just found a new nerve, that's all."
And that made her laugh and the vibrations went right into her cunt where the hard penis throbbed further in response.
His cock was embedded to the hilt, but he continued to move his abdomen up and down pushing it into her, bringing their pubises into exciting contact, and causing a firm, all-enveloping friction between their sensitive organs.
She could feel him pulsing inside of her, and every now and then, when the humping and jigging subsided, she would squeeze his penis with her cunt muscles, straining to clamp it lightly like a hand, and this drove him to resume his lifting and pushing, which was even more exciting to both of them due to the tight grip and the narrower space inside her, causing more friction.
Then she felt something else. For a second she thought it was Rodney licking her, but this was a hallucination: when she thought again and looked, she found Duke nuzzling and splashing his tongue on her ass.
"Hey, what's that dog doing?" said Rodney petulantly, angry on being stepped on by Duke's careless, frantic paws.
"He's just being friendly," replied Janey, petting Duke on the head while he licked her crack in the rear. It felt good. "What do you expect him to do when he sees us fucking, anyway? You think he's superman or something? Superdog?"
"No, I don't, and that's why I don't feel right with him messing around while we fuck together. If I wanted to fuck him, I would have come to see him, not you."
Rodney looked at her sharply, but she smiled and laughed in such a way that he had to, too. He'd never really thought of her doing anything with Duke, and of course the thought was ridiculous. To him. He actually wouldn't have minded after a while, but he would have thought the ideal was pretty perverse.
What was that dog doing to her anyway? Did she respond to it sexually?
"Are you getting off on that fine-bred animal of yours?"
"No," she said, smiling from her perch above him. "I'm getting off on you – on that hard dog of yours that's sticking my pussy so nice."
He laughed, guffawing from the belly, at the way she expressed it. He loved Janey for her coarse language sometimes. He'd had women who would do everything but were too embarrassed to say "balls". He lay prostrate under her laughing for a long time. His dick twitched now and then from the reflex, and the general abdominal and muscular shaking gave Janey even more stimulation. She moved up and down him slowly, sliding her cunt off and on his always embedded tool. Duke was still licking her, going after her ass for some reason, but then he swung down to her vagina and started checking Rod's penis.
"Hey, that's enough!" he shouted. "Damn, I don't want that tongue all over me."
Janey giggled wildly when she saw what was happening and remained on her upstroke for a while to watch. She'd never seen Duke lick a man before – she was the first one to come on with him – and was highly amused. "Does it feel good?" she asked, repressing a guffaw at the anger in Rod's reply.
"No, it doesn't feel good! What do you think I am? I don't want that!"
She ringed his cock with two fingers, sliding them from the hairy base to almost the mid-section, where it disappeared into her damp tight pussy. It's still hard, she thought, in fact it feels bonier than ever. But she shooed Duke away by waving her hand, slapping him gently on the muzzle, and making verbal threats and commands.
"It might be better if we went into the bedroom," said Janey.
"Why don't we just use the daybed," said Rodney impatiently. "We could run the wooden gate across the kitchen entrance to keep him out of here."
"Well, that wouldn't be so good, 'cause he'd probably be whining and scratching and might even try to jump over."
"Geez, you'd think you could command your dog a lot better than that, Janey."
"What do you want? When it comes to fucking, even a good dog can't control himself."
"He needs a girl friend," Janey smiled. "Why don't you get him one, Janey?"
"You know how much it would cost? And the trouble I'd have taking care of two of them. Not to mention getting rid of the litters."
"Let him outside then," said Rod in one last stab at keeping the disruption of the their lovemaking as simple a possible.
"Nope!" replied Janey. "I'm not going to lock him in the bathroom because I don't believe in that."
"You care more about the dog than do you about people," grumbled Rodney, groaning with lost satisfaction as Janey slid her cunt off his rock and walked over to the bedroom door.
"Aren't you coming?" she said impatiently to Rodney, who just lay there on the floor with his eyes closed. She'd never seen him act this way, kind of like a spoiled kid.
"Yeah," he said with a grin, getting to his feet. She admired the way his body looked when it got up. Sometimes his words or actions were exasperating, but he was always a good companion, true lover and friend, and she got more satisfaction from him than from anyone.
They embraced tightly at the door to her bedroom, pressing their bodies together, squeezing each other, feeling the hot pleasures of skin on skin and flesh merging with flesh. Their tongues entwined in a firm thrusting kiss. His prick stood up hard and stiff again, throbbing mightily against her soft sexy body.
They went in, she shooed Duke back away from the doorway and shut the door. The latch clicked, and she held out her arms to Rodney standing with an erection in the middle of the room. Her tits dangled and bounced as she walked toward him, thighs and hips rolling, full of lust, enticing him through the eyes, making his dick twitch.
They kissed again and rubbed their bodies together hungrily, savouring every sexy touch. Her hands clasped his shoulders and back tightly, and he squeezed her to him ever harder, his bursting dick pressing hotly on her belly. His hands stroked her backbone, the slender muscles around the hollow her spine made and grazed the fine hairs that grew there. He felt her buttocks lovingly, reaching down as far as he could go on the back of her thighs.
She pulled her mouth away from him and kissed him on the shoulder, bit him on the neck and ear. She ground her body against him, rubbing her firm belly on his long erection and moving her pussy up and down on his leg.
Her breath came hot and heavy, practically melting his cheek with the moisture of it. The hot wind from her tongue rippled the cells on the back of his neck. Her hands pulled him. They both wanted to go down on each other, but for some reason only thought about it distractedly in a frenzied embrace.
His cock was free of the flattening weight of her nude body and wiggled against her.
"I'll grab it with my armpit," she said.
He put his mouth on a mound of her flesh, and kissed her body.
She was down on him, sucking the sensitive flesh of his pubis. Now and then she grabbed his cock and held it to keep it out of the way and to feel him, keep him pumping inside. Her mouth ran expertly all around the plate of the pubic area, kissing and suckling, even on the sides of his inner thighs, getting close to the top, the divider between thigh and scrotum, which is where she also sucked after sliding her tongue like blunt skiving tool all up and down the hilly wooden flesh of his bag. It was an enticing sight to her, those hairy, wrinkly, oily, funky marbles that attracted her tasty gaze all around the wiggling pillar that looked like a giraffe's neck. Wishing she could hop onto a giraffe with her naked thighs, she leaped her tongue, craned her neck to reach the top of the stiff penis with her mouth and blow kisses for a while. Rodney, back on his elbows, took it with a strong sigh of pleasure, and watching her buttocks wink at him while she twisted around his Maypole made him want to touch them, squeeze those firm melons a little, and dig his fingertip right into the very naval of the orange.
"Mmmm," said Janey, making an effort to choose between the dilating cunt that responded to his pressure behind her and the hard hot pecker that was sweetening her mouth. "Give it to me some more," she said, thrusting her buttock back and forth.
He tickled her and fingered her deeply. She twisted around, tightening her orifice on the bony appendage of his hand. She felt tremendous by it, but soon it wasn't enough. Because she knew what she wanted. What she'd really been thinking about both before and now had forgotten, in order to taste the dripping head of it, pulling it out and looking at it, then climbing over him to get some of that jazz inside of her.
He sat up with her and they clasped tightly, screwing as deeply as they could in their seated crouch-like union.
They wanted it closer. Janey spread her legs and lay back. Rod brought his legs under him at the same time, and rocked forward a she rocked slowly backward. His organ slipped back and forth, in halfway at most. This tantalised them, tickled their genitals, which twitched with anticipation and mounting excitement. "My pussy," she said, but didn't finish the statement.
Her vagina pulled on his penis gently with pre-orgasmic contractions of its exciting walls. He moved the head into the rest of the cavity that had formed for him – soon her mouth gripped the base of his prick. He flexed his tubes. She moaned beneath him. He was so ready. His dick was steel stiff. She moved slowly under him. He leaned forward, his hard body covering hers. Her head twisted with joy in the middle of her splayed out hair which provided a cushion for Rodney's face. His chest pressed down on hers. Their sides, feet, and thighs seemed to merge. Their pelvises were equally balanced, legs flattening together, balls pressed almost into her cunt, his cock engulfed by her sheath. At last he began long strokes of smooth sliding rhythmical pleasure. Her cunt responded with contractions that pulled on his plucky member. "Oh, that prick," she mumbled, feeling it slide into her so far, then almost out. She grabbed him possessively, began to hump him frenetically. Pools of lava formed in her groin, spilled out of her crotch. His cock was like the closing of her holes, the tongue of her cunt-mouth.
Explosively, twisting on that tree of his groin, she climaxed with tremendous shooting stars behind her eyes. The bulb of pleasure pistoned every inner inch of her pussy, raising the temperature of her cave to near boiling.
His swollen stout rod spurted fine streams of sticky come into her. His penile nerves flashing, his halls pumping.

***

Later on the bed, having thrown off the blanket and half the top sheet because it was so warm, Janey rubbed his back, but Rodney slept on, nearly snoring. His breathing was heavy and so modulated that she sometimes felt a buzzing in her pussy when she heard it. She ran her fingers through his hair. Outside the door she heard Duke scratching, but it took a long time for it to register in her mind. She then listened sharply toward the door and in a little while, the scratching stopped. She was angry with Duke for disturbing her. She heard him whimper, paw the door a little more, then pad sadly off alone somewhere into the living room or kitchen.



CHAPTER SIX


The next day they went out and did some things together and hung close all day. That night he slept with her, too. "Nice you had one day off work," she told him. It was like being together with friends who had forgotten each other to some degree by being out of each other's presence. The more they stayed with each other, though, the more they felt at ease, felt comfortable and active.
Rodney mentioned, something about how easy it would be to put up some paneling in her living room. The idea excited her imagination, but she didn't want to tell him to go ahead with it either. Maybe she'd move out of there within six months or a year. In fact he had asked her about that earlier in the day. Not exactly asking her but thinking about it out loud in a rather light way, saying what they could do together, know each other better so they could always know what the other was talking about or act in a more harmonious fashion, and a way more exhilarating generally to each of them.
That long Sunday night/Monday morning they fucked three times, but it wasn't as frantically lustful any of the times as it had been the night previous. Having to go to work the next morning did not hinder them from coupling or making passes at each other. In fact they woke up more refreshed than they had been in a long time. The new stimulus was of a mental nature and gave them a bounce in their walks as they separated early under the blazing sun. Each went to work in their own car.
Janey didn't see Maureen all day. Rodney was not going to be home with her that night and was probably working too late for her to see him. They both would have been tired to try to meet that late, but Janey felt a certain amount of sexual energy when she got home, even after she'd eaten and fed Duke and walked him all around the neighbourhood, the little park where she talked to some of the older ladies and couples and young students who were out, and back to the apartment not much before the sun went down.
She turned on the TV and saw a wild dance show. A big sparkling theatre production, glittery costumes and long sexy people, lots of big shaky boobs and shirts cut to the waist revealing hard muscular abdomens on the men. She watched their tight-trousered groins for a while.
Sitting on the couch, Janey called Duke to her, "Come boy, come!" She patted his head as he ran over eagerly and began sniffing her thighs. She stroked his high graceful ears and patted his thick cheeks. "What a beautiful little fellow, you are, Duke."
She got further down, pulling back her head so she was lying on her back. She spread her legs more and diddled her pantied crotch for a while. Her skirt was way up by her waist, and Duke went after it, sniffing up her legs, licking the smooth satiny tasty flesh here and there.
His nose sniffled and riffled on her panties. She dug a fingertip down against her clit and rubbed rapidly. Duke nudged his muzzle against the front of her wet panties, lifting his nose firmly against her cunt lips and her finger, eventually driving it away from her clit. She reached down and patted him gratefully with her other hand, and put her finger back on. She moved her hips from side to side, feeling her cunt really go wet and ready. She wanted to jack off. Duke helped her along, and when he finally started mounting her by putting his front paws heavily up on the edge of the couch cushions, she looked down eagerly at his crotch. It was poking upward with a pink hard-on. She rolled her leg under him and tickled his slippery prick with her toes and the side of her foot. Duke whimpered and barked with delight.
She got underneath as far as she could go with her foot and caressed his balls with the tip of her big toe.
Meanwhile her legs were spread closely around Duke's diving head. His tongue went up and down her moist fragrant panties, molding the fine fabric to the lips of her swollen pussy.
She pulled the waistband of her shorts down, uncovering much curly black hair and the top of her thick white mound of pubic flesh.
Duke sniffed at the newly revealed portions of her genital anatomy and licked them energetically. Janey pulled her panties down further, but his frantic head kept ducking lower, getting underneath the waistband and her fingers to contact the pink slick juicy cunt itself. His nose was buried in it and his tongue scooped and slapped at it while she struggled to pull her panties yet further down, let go, rejoin her hands to the fabric under Duke's insistent neck and wiggle mightily to help get them off.
Finally, of course, there was no help for lifting her ass in the air, slipping the panties entirely off them and pulling them down her close-pressed legs. It merely egged Duke on. He climbed up on the couch on all fours. At first it shook with his new weight, but it felt exciting to have him over her like that, lips not far from his panting tongue, his pink erection sticking rigidly out of the hairy sheath. Her legs were inside his. She felt about to embrace him as never before. She spread her legs and brought them back together, she spread them again, contacting Duke's legs. His long tail swung back and forth in a strong arc above her lower legs. Her feet wiggled with delight. She raised her arms to him, holding him like a lover. She lifted her crotch off the couch and offered the grasping lips of her damp hot organ to his pink arching stiffness. He whined again and then growled. His cock slipped rapidly in and out of the first inch of her vagina. She arched her lower back mightily and shoved her body onto him. He threw his paws over her breasts and shoulders and let his weight fall on her.
His lower legs were planted firmly on the couch, shoving him onto her in a classical face-to-face dog mount. His cock split her inner lips at last, and they both squealed with delight as the erection found its ultimate target and swelled yet more, sticking into her another inch or two with the first stage of ultimate excitement.
The smell of his hairy warm body intoxicated her. People had always liked him – everybody liked her dog; and sometimes they told her she should enter in shows, try to win prizes and money but she always said no to the very idea. She merely wanted a companion for her lonely hours, which weren't many but weren't pleasant to pass alone. Yes, this was how she would appreciate Duke. This was how she would use her prize dog who kept his purely amateur standing: she would be his female lover. He would possess her like the incarnation of a spirit from the pagan world. A dynamic animal lover who did not talk to her but communicated with her more deeply than almost anyone else. She felt this. It was a nameless love, blossoming into an exciting physical interlude or perhaps a whole life, she didn't know; she might introduce Duke to other dogs and have actual orgies with him. Or she might try different scenes altogether. It all rushed together in her mind and crystallised in the lovely sensations in her body.
Duke was on her hard and heavy, frantic and demanding. His rapid, lusty, reflex movements infected her with a different speed of sex. Perhaps it was a resuscitation of her instincts through the evolutionary ladder? She didn't know. She squeezed him and tried to match his frenzy. The blooming firecracker sensations in her cunt went off like miniature Roman candles all over her sensitive fucking flesh. He licked her face and neck, and she had to duck, laughing, away from his splashy sticky tongue. It felt good, however. Then he was over her just holding on and panting while his forepaws grabbed her sides tightly like he wanted to consume her and his pelvis pumped wildly, the long arching penis rubbing her adaptable cunt into blazing orgasm.
She humped her hips and rolled her body rapidly. Duke howled with delight and drove his genitals at her again and again spurting his entire store of semen into her vagina till it ran out of her with a slow, sensuous trickle.

***

She did see Maureen the next day just before lunch.
"Got your bag?"
"Yup!"
They waked brightly down the street to the little park corner where they ate before. One of the guys on the construction crew they passed was sitting on the low cinder block wall and swinging a sledge hammer idly before his knees and back to just between them. He laughed when he saw her staring for a few distracted seconds at what he was doing. She smiled and laughed to going to talk to Maureen.
At the spot, they fanned out their skirts and sat with stockinged thighs splayed on the grass. It was green and rich and tickled them.
They asked each other how the weekend had been relative to sex. Maureen had had some crazy time with that guy Mike, and Janey said that Rod had slept with her for a couple nights running at her place.
"How did Duke take it?" joked Maureen.
Janey laughed in surprise. "Well, you know, he really tried to get into the act himself a couple of times."
"Did you let him?"
"No; Rodney didn't like it when Duke started to lick me when I was on top. I talked about it jokingly and all, but it was clear that he wouldn't go for the idea of any further partners."
"Really? I wonder why not, Janey. I'll bet you he's not going to turn down a second or third woman who comes up to him."
"Ha," said Janey, "would you like to try him?"
"Not when he's with you," said Maureen knowing, "I don't want to spoil anything and spoil our friendship." She almost continued, I'd take him alone, however – but Janey had taken her hand affectionately. She smiled into her friend's eyes and squeezed her hand back. For a second they felt like embracing, but in public it would have felt too funny because of the worry caused by being seen. They would certainly have lingered in a passionate hug; as it was, they looked around now and then to see if they were being observed holding hands.
They moved a little closer together as they discussed some of the crazy things on their mind. Their knees were touching gently, kind of thrillingly. Janey now and then passed her hand nicely up and down Maureen's lower leg. She insinuated a finger into her friend's shoe at one point and rubbed her instep.
Laughingly, Maureen pulled her foot away, saying, "That tickles! Stop it!" She took off her shoe and rubbed her foot soothingly.
There was a gleam in Janey's eye. She knew Maureen was hot and didn't want to be flustered for the rest of the working day. She could understand that.
They finally got around to going out some night during the week, perhaps that night.
"Oh, and don't forget about Saturday night," said Maureen.
"Don't forget about what?"
"That's right! I called you last night but didn't get you and forgot to call back. I daydreamed that I'd already talked to you, isn't that strange!"
Janey nodded neutrally, expectantly. "Yeah," she said, "I've done that."
"There's going to be a big party," said Maureen excitedly. "Word's come to me through some special friends I've had for quite some time. And I even found two girls in the offices talking about it. They stopped when they saw I was eavesdropping, but I'd heard the address, and I said, 'Yeah, Saturday night, Margaret Paul and Tom Lindsay,' and they were really surprised that I knew about it, too. They're nice girls. Anyway, you ought to come. I'm going to bring Mike. I'd love to bring Terry, too, just to mingle with the crowd even more, but I'm sure one of them would get jealous cause they're both after me these days."
Janey shook her head and smiled. "Well, I can't bring Rodney. He's bound to be working. And you know, I'm not sure he'd go for what it sounds like you're talking about – an orgy party, right?"
"Right! Depending on what anybody wants! But you're better off not brining him – get somebody new, just for the sake of that night! But I bet you he'd participate if you and maybe somebody else talked to him seriously about it. He just looks like the crazy passionate type."
"He is, but I don't think you've met him enough to say that he's orgiastic. I think he was jealous the other night when Duke started licking me."
"Oh, bosh! That's just an act! He's one of those guys who'll say anything just to keep their mouth going!"
"Maureen, you're crazy."
"I know, but what difference does it make?" Janey got all the details and said she would probably go alone for fun, and Maureen told her they'd pick her up, though she'd have to talk to Mike first since she'd probably go in his car.

***

That night, she took Duke for a walk, brought him home, made her supper, and after washing the dishes, felt a sudden desire for Duke's attentions. He'd been at her pretty closely, and it was like they both knew they were going to make love that evening.
Janey went into her bedroom, took off all her clothes, and walked back into the living room nude. Duke frisked about her, sniffed and nuzzled her, licked her feet, cunt, and ass.
As the passions mounted, she sort of squatted while standing and pushed her ass at his insatiable mouth. She petted him while he licked her. Her caresses grew more and more sensual, and she grew more and more horny. Duke's cock was sticking out and he began to hump her leg.
"Come on," she sighed frantically, dropped to her knees and wriggling her hindquarters at him. She reached back and grabbed his front paws.
The dog moved forward and mounted her. Trembling with powerful desire, his front legs clasped her body and his rear ones pushed up to her ass. His cock tickled her crotch. She reached behind, stroked it smoothly with short jerks and guided the tip of it into her hot cunt.
Soon Duke was into her all the way. His body lengthened in this position and practically seemed to cover her. The weight of him was almost like a man's – no, she thought, more like a very young man's, a large boy, a teenager. She laughed at the thought.
The dog humped her rapidly, driving his dick in and out of her with tremendous quickness. The super-friction made up for his lack of size compared to Rodney. She was getting used to Duke's manner of fucking and found that the rapid in-and-out of his narrow slippery cock stimulated her outer vagina more than anything had in a long time, except for tongues – and his hard distinctively shaped penis was so unique that the orgasms he gave her had something all their own, something she could never get anywhere else.
"Oh!" she cried. "Do it, Duke! Fuck me, doggie, fuck me!"
She squeezed her cunt on his prick, grabbed his legs tightly, matching the frenzy of his passion with hers.
Within minutes, she had come several times, and Duke wiggled up into her with a shooting spermy climax that had him breathing like a long distance runner after the last quarter mile sprint.
"Oh that was good, that's good," Janey sighed, as Duke slowly relaxed and gradually slipped out of her. She went into the bathroom.
After a couple of hours of watching TV with him, she felt very tired. She got up to snap off the set and Duke followed her. He stuck his face between her legs and wouldn't automatically get out of the way to let her pass. When she finally pushed by him, he ran up to her again and nuzzled and sniffed the back of her legs, on up into her ass, tickling her with his insistence.
She looked down at him for a while. "How about coming in with me, Duke?" she said thoughtfully, leading the way to her bedroom and admitting the happy dog.
She pulled back the covers and top sheet, got in, and held out her arms to Duke. He nuzzled her, frisked around, and licked the tops of her breasts affectionately. She kissed him.
"Come on, Duke!"
After much urging, she got him under the covers with her and turned off the light. It had been no problem getting him to jump on top of the bed, though at first it had been necessary to break down the former prohibition she had imbued him with. Once he was on top of the bed, though, he just wanted to sit there on his paws, panting happily, per-haps lying down, but on top of the blankets. To be underneath was strange for him and made him kind of uncomfortable. But she caressed his genitals and aroused him enough to stay just where her gentle sexy hand wanted him to stay.
"Oh Duke," she said smiling in the dark. "You've got a lot to learn, or else I do. I want you to be nearby in case I want to fuck. It's going to be a long night," she finished, yawning, gripping, stroking, and squeezing his genitals as she hovered just above the threshold of unconsciousness.
Sometime later, it seemed like hours but may have been much less due to her deep sound sleep, she awoke from vague, stimulating dreams to find Duke rubbing against her and licking her ear and the back of her neck. She hugged him to her, spreading her thighs automatically so that more of her most sensitive parts could contact his hard, thrusting body. He grappled with her in this fashion, feeling a little clumsy doing it face to face and lying down like humans, but he conformed to her needs pretty well. She stroked his back, up and down his spine, tantalising him with her sensual touch.
Feeling him rub frantically against her, she reached down under his legs and took hold of his genitals.
"Don't waste it," she said, "do it inside me."
She guided the dog hard-on into her cunt. He moved against her strongly and penetrated well. His thick-skinned hairy prick sheath rubbed against the fanned out lips of her cunt.
A vision of Maureen suddenly came into her mind's eye. She imagined they were kissing passionately mouth-to-mouth.
She moved harder against Duke. He humped with wild abandon.
She also saw Rodney. His long smooth erection – his tongue working on her sexy cunt.
She grabbed Duke as tightly as she could, wrapped her legs around his thrusting lower body and humped back and forth with him. Soon both came, whimpering with exhausted pleasure.



CHAPTER SEVEN


At the office, Janey felt a little weird. Good, but rangy. Different, very turned on, she was rushing around with her work, asking questions of her superiors, bull-shitting with other girls on the prompting of an instant, often spewing out five minutes of talk with them in two minutes, shifting impatiently from foot to foot. They didn't think she was trying to get away, rather they enjoyed the attention she showed them. Always friendly, she was today being aggressive, solicitous, and even passionate, seeming to speak with the gleam of her eyes and the motions of her tongue as much as she did with the words.
For her part, Janey very lustful. She had been gazing about her all day, watching office people run in and out, bend over the work at their desks, frowning or with neutral faces or smiling and laughing, and reflecting how they all looked like animals. Human dogs! She said to herself and laughed out loud at the crazy idea. They all looked like bunch of barnyard creatures to her. Look at them in their tight slacks, buttocks prominently outlined to all eyes. Look at their short tight skirts and dresses, showing their legs and sometimes a glimpse of their panties. If they were animals, they would get together and sniff each other. She fell like a dog and fantasised that they were all dogs and could run around sniffing each other on the buttocks as a means of saying, Hi, hello, how are you. Shall we do more?
In her fantasy everybody looked good to her. All those women with unique hips, bushy vaginas, and musky scents! She could run up and give them each a dog sniff! Or do it to those guys, each one a brand-new pair of hairy balls, long hosey tubes or short little cute pricks that would triple their size if she played with them.
Seated at her desk she surreptitiously pressed a hand against her pubis. She was really getting wet. If she didn't get some relief soon or forget about it, she'd be filling the office with her scent and they'd all be over sniffing her.
After while she forgot about it and went about her work very busily and energetically, but she couldn't keep it neutral. Every five minutes an image was popping up in front of her. Once the image of one of the men standing in front of her on purpose, even though he never looked at her, and pointing at her with a clothed erection, like a pointing dog. But she noticed finally there was no hard-on, no attention to her.
She felt a random horniness. Any woman with a decent body made her sensitive, and some of them had superb figures or parts of figures: fine faces, legs, hands, perfect bottoms, fine torpedoes. She was in one of those fits where she saw everybody's pubic hair in her mind's eye.
Soon she was in the lavatory masturbating in a stall. Her head went to an intense image and stayed there so she could concentrate enough to bring herself over the edge. At one point two women were talking quietly in another part of the bathroom, and there was another lone woman next to her for a couple of minutes, she was sure at certain times that each of them could hear her playing with herself and were listening – perhaps with interest! The thought amused her and made her laugh as he washed, up and walked out of the room.

***

That night Rodney called her up, and she refused to go see him. She was tired, but the fact was Duke stayed with her in bed all night. She hadn't been aware while speaking to Rodney that the dog was going to take his place in bed.
The next night she went to visit him, and he felt an irritating coolness or detachment in her. "What's on your mind?" he kept asking her, but she didn't know what he meant. She realised her own feeling and response were thinner, but could she tell him that the sex was being diluted by Duke? Maybe she would have to choose, or develop more potential energy.
She gave him what he wanted, though, she worked very carefully and considerately on him and got herself off. They passed into sleep very happily.
The next day at work, after stopping at home early and felting Duke out for a quarter of an hour after his long night alone, she found another old superior at the office, a Mr. Adams, playing with her papers and pens and paper clips, extremely interested in what he was telling her about some procedure or other and anecdotes about the billing department, sitting on her desk and rapping on and on, smiling through her oblique stare, not caring that she didn't want to pay attention.
He was eyeing her tits very interestedly, for she wore a low cut light sweater and had no bra. He kept leaning towards her and peeking over the top of her garment. If anyone noticed they kept it to themselves. A couple of times she leaned toward him to let his eye in deeper, and smiled when he responded as she thought he might. It was also so clear that he had an erection for her. She wanted to reach over and squeeze it. They got into talking about going into another room. She got up with a mild smile and gave signs that she wanted to move along but lingered from him and he was aware that it was funny that he wanted to get and go, too, right now, but had an erection that it wouldn't do to show to everybody. Imagine walking down the hall like that! The very thought made his cock stick out even more for a little while.
However, all things came to pass, and Mr. Adams and Janey were soon ambulating slowly down the corridor of the floor, through and past many offices like the one Janey worked in, but mostly full of strangers. He liked gazing momentarily at her pretty strong and slender legs, flashing out or her miniskirt in their light hosiery. He was a bit of a shoe man, too, and when he got to the tiny back room he had in mind and had locked the door behind them and sat on a stool near the end of a row of storage bins, he asked her to put her shoe up on his leg and stand there for a while, during which he spoke to her in a very quiet, rapid voice, rubbed her feet and the shoe leather and her legs and begged her to give him her pussy. He was about to shove money out of his pocket when he saw her pull her panties down – first lift her skirt, then peel her panty-hose down thighs a ways, then run underpants down as far, exposing terrific big bush that he rubbed admiringly with his hand, just brushing the silky hairs on their outer perimeter and layers, laying his hand onto her mound and squeezing the flesh there very firmly and lovingly. He undid his pants at the same time and flipped out his swollen tube. She took in hand without a word and rubbed it up into rigidity.
He caressed her further down, getting now into her wettening pussy. The lips parted for his fingertips, felt pleasant from the low firm gentle stroking he was giving her.
She sighed, moved forward and spread her thighs, stood up on her toes and guided the head of his dick into her soft opening. Moving down slowly, she engulfed his hard erection. Squeezing, she moved up and down lowly, but carefully impaling herself on his flesh stick.
He undulated his hips, moving his rod in her, and she pumped back. Their rhythm was a little sluggish, though synchronised, and it wasn't long till they had speeded up a bit and were drawing terrific breathy thrills out of the stimulating friction of their genitals.
"You feel good, baby," she said to him kindly. She felt some affection for him, had in the past, though she was, mainly doing this because he approached her when she was ready for some. More than ready!
The pleasure were blazing and intense. His cock struck sparks of electricity in her hollow cable. She gripped him with a cunt convulsed by orgasm after orgasm, mild mellow and sweet, and he hurried naturally and shot off his fire inside her. The friction slowed to a halt, where they relaxed both very satisfied.
He offered her his handkerchief to clean off a little if she wanted. It seemed fresh enough.
A few minutes later, they were approaching the door.
"Nobody'll never believe this or know about this, will they?" said Janey humorously.
"Nope," he said assuredly as he drew the bolt back, opened the door, and let her go out ahead of him.
He lingered, she walked past some empty desks, and turned into the hall and went on without him.
At her desk, Maureen waiting. What a pleasant surprise.
"Hi, what's new?" said Janey, sliding into her seat.
Maureen leaned over from her perch on the end of Janey's desk. "Mike and I will come pick you up at eight o'clock on Saturday if you still want to go."
"Of course," replied Janey in an ironic kind of way that made Maureen laugh.
"What have you been doing?" she asked with a brief burning stare.
"Same old stuff," said Janey, looking down at her desk eye distracted, face neutral.
Maureen stopped gloating. "Incidentally, told somebody you had this Great Dane who was great in terms of what kind of dog he was, the form and the colour; she wanted to know if you'd think of breeding him. She might pay, I think."
Janey frowned. "Who is she?"
"Millie, who works on the public counter."
"Oh, I know her."
"You do? Good. I've got her address and phone here. You keep it and give her a call or something. What else? I don't know. But I've got to get back. I was here for five minutes before you came."
"OK, Maureen, thanks a lot, honey." But Janey wasn't really so sure about breeding Duke. Seemed like she just didn't want to exploit his beauty for money.
Of course everybody would say she was crazy. Rodney and Maureen would.
I don't care, she thought. I know what I like and what I want.
That night Rod came to see her. Duke jumped all over him, and he seemed to take to Duke much better, which made Janey glad.
"Guess what I got today?" asked Rodney.
"A quart of apple jack."
"Naw! Think again!"
"A King Kong suit?"
"No!!"
She stroked his neck. Her face lay on his chest. One of her hands had been cupping his genitals.
"A box of skins."
"What?"
"Wait and see."
"Rubbers?" she asked. He nodded. "What is so special about them?"
He wouldn't reply except to make a pass at her. Having thought about making love with her all day, the rush was on and she responded quickly because she had been ready, too, and soon got him ready to go.
She lay back on the bed in the other room, the door closed behind them. She stared expectantly at him, begging him to enter her. He smiled over his quivering mast and tore open one of the foil packages. He shook the prophylactic in his fingers until some of it unrolled. "Here, Janey, put it on me!"
He came over to her and she complied. The lubrication was very thick feeling, though sparingly applied to the condom, and it had a nice scent as well. She slowly rolled the rubber on his cock.
"Yowee!" said Rod in sort of a manic matter-of-fact way. "That's the way to tantalise a guy, young lady."
"Look at that!" remarked Janey. "The rubber's got a tip like one of those old lamp-bulbs. It makes your prick look like its got a sharp arrowhead for a tip."
He laughed at her comparison and climbed over her on the bed.
She spread he legs. The moist cunt glistened up at him. He caught a slight whiff of her scent.
Slowly he lowered himself down and entered her vagina with gradual, intense penetration.
"That's fine," she said, enticingly, full of pleasure in her organ. "That's really good, move it in all the way."
After a couple minutes of having him completely inside, she realised that something felt different. Her cunt felt hotter, yet more able to move and less painfully sensitive it friction. The lubrication on his condom was apparently an aphrodisiac. She asked him the name, but it was some Latin name, a long technical sounding thing she couldn't repeat.
"It makes me feel like I'm already coming," she cried brightly.
Rodney was pleased that the stuff was so good. The fellow assured him it was an organic mixture, and Rodney was a little bit sceptical that it would do anything. Janey gratified him with her response.
He moved in and out with slow long strokes, moving in deep, and hanging when he moved out, leaving his cock-head in, rolling it about the rim of her opening.
"Ohhh, Rodney, that really feels good."
She squeezed him and squirmed. Felt like a thousand new nerve had grown inside the walls of her cunt and were pressing down on his penis, trapping within her orgasmic place forever.
"Yes, Rodney, it really feel good!"
"I have two dozen," he sighed, sweetly penetrating with his penis to the hilt once more.
"Put them on!" she said.
After fifteen minutes of rather explosive preparatory rhythmical fucking, they got to the pitch of explosion and ejaculation.
"Oooh," she cried, "Ooooh!" Helplessly, but quite aware, she threw herself at him, humping away like mad, arching her pelvis into his from the small of her back, wiggling her pubis on his.
He stroked her fast, deeply in and out, faster and faster, breathing heavily, until sparks flew along his erection, dancing up his tube with the rising, squirting sperm that jerked out of his pulsing penis with great spasms of pleasure.
"Oooh, that felt good," said Rodney, still jerking inside his tube.
"Yes. Wear that thing any time. It really does something," said Janey.
Rodney was pleased and also thought of how he could maybe get more and sell them to some of his friends.

***

On Saturday Rod was working as he had the weekend before, and they decided on Friday (when they spent the night together) that they wouldn't get together on Saturday, since he would be better off working as late as possible to get the job almost done.
Janey spent the day walking outside with Duke, not only in the small park near their home but as far as the big city park nearly a mile away. There he could run long distances without stopping, meet a lot more dogs, scamper about with them, and still hear her loud cautious calls carrying through the long corridor between street and trees. He mainly stayed on this long wide field of grass, occasionally straying into the area behind the trees and bushes with other dogs of various kinds. Almost never did he find one of his own variety. Janey thought this was peculiar. Only once in the past year had they ever encountered another Dane on their walks. It had been a female dog with whom Duke had exchanged a lot of sniffs while her master and Janey smiled and shot the bull.
That had been months ago. Anyway, it didn't appear now that Janey need be concerned about Duke – he was getting plenty of companionship from her after all. Actually she wished he could get down on all fours with him out where the breeze blew and nature filled all her senses. Get down and let him sniff her? Even kiss him and wrestle with him? Let him fuck her out in the middle of the park while all the other dog owners and dogs watched with curious, fascinated excitement.

***

By five o'clock, they were back home. Janey brushed Duke off some more, finishing the coat cleaning and grooming job she had started in the park and worked at so assiduously there. Then she gave him fresh water and dry dog food from the twenty-five pound bag in the pantry and rubbed his flanks and haunches while he bent hungrily to his meal.
She warmed up some meat loaf and vegetable casserole for herself. The remains of what she had made for her and Rod last night.
She thought about what a good fuck they'd had. Both last night and this morning. She still satisfied from it, swollen up and hollow inside, tender and glowing.
She took a shower and she towelled off in the warm steamy bathroom, she anointed herself with fragrant oil, just here and there. Her cunt felt tender, yes, but it wasn't too sensitive to put her finger inside for a little investigation. Her hand was by now impregnated with oil and it left some strong traces in her cunt and on the outside lips and hairy mound where she rubbed her oiled hand, too, and on her upper thighs, through all her crotch, and in her ass.
As she stood up and combed her hair before the mirror over the sink, she smelled the delicately sweet fumes and enjoyed the mild sensual intoxication it gave her.
She brushed her hair for a long time after, wrapping a long bath towel around her damp body. Her hair grew silkier and fuller from the action of the brush. Even the hair picked up some of the oil, a few traces, and had its own subtle fragrance from the shampoo.
She took a long time getting dressed, too. First she painted her toenails with a flesh-pink colour, made up her face lightly with eye-shadow, pencil, and some red lipstick which she stared at for a while in the mirror and then wiped completely off. Her own lips looked good enough to attract those she might want to attract. And she didn't want to be leaving traces – they often landed in the wrong places.
After brushing her pussy with a whisk of talcum powder, she pulled on a white pair of her tightest, scantiest briefs. They clung to her body with just enough firmness and were flexible and comfortable no matter how she bended or sat. Then she pulled a very short tan skirt up her legs and fastened it at the waist. She rarely wore this garment. It was definitely a party skirt. She didn't even like to wear it on the street for more than half a block because it always drew stares and often comments.
Finally she donned a thin knit top, which clung nicely to her bare breasts, and on the top of it she wore an open tan jacket without buttons or clasps in front that made a kind of brief suit with the short skirt.
She looked at herself in the full-length mirror inside her bedroom after putting on some high heeled shoes.
Looks good, Janey dear, she said to herself. She laughed at the daring of it. Her slender shapely legs looked even longer because of the high heels and with such a short skirt, looked like they could be bare all the way up to the crotch. She turned around a few times, checking herself out from various angles, walking away and walking back toward the mirror. She liked the way she moved.
She sat and waited for Maureen and Mike to arrive.
At exactly eight o'clock. She heard a purring motor cut near her building. She opened the curtain, shielded her eyes from the near streetlight and looked down. The passenger door of a big white GM car swung open and a couple of seconds later Maureen was outside. She wore heels, and was dressed in dark clothes. She turned to say something Janey couldn't hear to Mike apparently, who was going to stay in the car.
Janey got up from the window and grabbed her shawl and a tiny purse with her keys and a couple of bucks in it.
When the buzzer went off, she pushed the button to let Maureen in several times, said goodbye to Duke, patted him, and set off down the hall to meet her friend, slamming the door behind her and making sure it was locked.
She waited outside the elevator and met Maureen, who was surprised at first. They got into the elevator together and went down to the street.
"You look nice," said Maureen, looking Janey's body over with gleaming eyes.
"You, too," said Janey admiring Maureen's low cut black dress that ended at mid-thigh and her black stockings that showed off her shapely legs to perfection.
"This is Janey," said Maureen through the window to Mike just before opening the door for Janey to swing in on the front seat. Janey got in without hesitation and she and Mike greeted each other with smiles. He had sharp friendly intense eyes. He glanced at her legs once, and started the car, checked the mirror, and looked out his window as he accelerated the car away from the curb.
Janey swung against Maureen as the car moved quickly to its left. She put her hand on Maureen's thigh to steady herself and for a while they held hands in the dark.
"These people are very interesting and give excellent parties," said Mike.
"Good," said Janey. "I haven't been to a good party in a long time."
"This will be a swinging affair," said Maureen.
"I know a couple of the people that'll be there, and they're wild!"
"Oooh," said Mike with a short wave of his hand and a genteel movement that was meant to signify a rolling of his eyes, "anything goes at this place. Anything! There are many rooms and many things going on. But you don't necessarily have to join in and do any of them. You can get crazy, you can dance, you can say anything, or you can find a place to sit by yourself or even rest all night. They even have a healed swimming pool."
"Sounds like a palace," said Janey with an excited flush in her face.
"It is," said Mike. "It's a pleasure palace."
They spoke well together like they were all three old friends, and the ride did not take very long. Within a few miles they were pulling into the curb among a whole wilderness of other legally arranged automobiles. They got out and waited while Mike locked the car door.
"I wonder if I should leave my purse in the glove compartment," wondered Janey out loud.
"No," said Maureen. "What if we should get separated long about one or two o'clock and you want to go home with somebody else or something?"
Mike said. "Mary always has a small guest room for coats and valuables. She keeps the door locked and wears the key on a gold chain around her neck."
They walked up to the front door, their heels clicking on the pavement, their voices excitedly babbling with anticipation.
They rang the door bell of a huge home. From afar they heard the muffled noise of a large gathering. Suddenly the door swung open and they were hit with a blast of talking, shouting, shrieks and laughs, and the hostess, Janey immediately gathered, was standing in front of them with a big welcoming smile. She was a somewhat older lady, ample of flesh, and very expensively dressed. She said hello to Mike and gazed excitedly at the faces and the breasts of the two young women he had with him.
"Mary, this is Maureen, and this is her friend, Janey."
They exchanged pleasantries with the lady, taking her hand in turn, entering the big warm house and letting her close the door behind them.
The hall was carpeted, had a very high ceiling, and led into numerous other rooms from which came the sounds of merrymaking at high volume.
"Come in here now," said Mary, unlocking a door just to their right. She threw the bolt, twisted the knob, and threw the door back, holding it open as the three of them brushed by her in turn. "Find a good place for those things you most care not to lose," said Mary. "And don't forget where you put them! I hate having people lose things of value even though I know everyone here or know somebody who can vouch for them, there have been things lost and it makes a very unpleasant effect on a party when someone discovers a loss, even if it's not a theft."
They did so and filed back out of the room. She locked the door behind them and dropped the key back down between her breasts.
"Now," she said, grabbing Janey by the arm, "I want you to meet the guests."
Janey smiled and led the way with Mary. Mike and Maureen were right behind them. They walked straight down the hall, leisurely and curiously. They glanced into each room, waved and said hello to strangers, smiled at the funny games they were playing, old party games and kids games with an adult twist, passed one room where a beautiful girl, covered with sweat, was doing a fast nude dance on top of a table while people watched, shouted above the music, or drummed the edge of the table with their hands.
At the end of the hall, they veered left into a kitchen full of hors d'oeuvre tables and cocktail food. "Here are the drinks," said Mary. "Take whatever you like, whenever you, want it. You have only to ask." They nodded hello to the uniformed bartenders.
Finally they emerged in the back of the house and found themselves suddenly in a dark area surrounding a large pool where people frolicked with lots of laughter and splashing.
"The water is heated," explained Mary. "You may also feel free to leave your clothes on one of the chairs or tables around the sides if you care to swim or ask me if you can find me to lock your clothes in the room where you left your belongings. There are also some bathing suits in the lockers at the end of the pool apron if you feel that you need them. But most of us don't bother to wear them while we swim here. I personally think they just get in the way."
"Crazy," said Mike.
The three of them wandered slowly back toward the back door of the house.
"Now there are lots of things to do and lots of new friends to make," said Mary. "Remember there are three floors in my house and you are free to walk anywhere that's not locked. If you need anything, just holler." She disappeared into the crowd.
The three of them stood in a tight circle for a few moments feeling their way into things. There were lots of nude people walking around and sounds of moaning from a dark corner at the far end of the pool, perhaps closer… Mike was visibly getting excited. Janey felt a pounding in her blood, too.
A tall nude redhead with striking dark nippled boobs and a widespread growth of curly pubic hair passed by them wearing heels and recognised Mike. "Hello, darling," she said delightedly, putting her hand on his ass instead of his arm for back, and he smiled at her, too, as they exchanged pleasantries.
Janey and Maureen looked at each other quizzically. The burst of surprise, and perhaps jealousy, passed quickly, though. Everything seemed too free to get hung-up on, at least for now.
The other woman kissed Mike goodbye and walked into the house. All three of them watched her move away – she had a great ass and fine legs.
They grinned together with flushed faces. "This is a bit beyond," muttered Janey.
"Beyond what?" asked Maureen.
"Beyond my expectations."
"Make you glad or what?" asked Mike.
"Well, I'm not sure!" she laughed in reply. "But I think it's good. Take me a little while to get that loose, however," she concluded, jerking her head in the direction of the friend of Mike's had taken.
"Oh, she's nice," said Mike, going on then to explain.
They made their way slowly to the kitchen, having to squeeze past knots of people in the corridors, often congested in tete-a-tetes of people fully dressed talking to people fully undressed. It struck Janey as ludicrous at times – mainly when it was a nude man talking to a dressed woman – but she liked to look at the men, gauge what they might be like, physically.
She and Maureen and Mike had cocktails mixed for them by the bartenders. They stood around sipping and talking and gradually got into conversation with other people, especially as the crowd grew larger and larger until, as the clock down the hall chimed nine, the whole floor seemed to be buzzing with excited social drinkers looking for a partner.
Mike was talking to a tall busty blonde in a white dress that was cut low and exposed most of her uplifted breasts. There was so much noise, Janey never did catch a single word they said to each other, but she saw when Mike put his hand on her cleavage, left it there and even stroked her tits openly for a good long minute. Maureen was also talking to the tall blonde. The three of them became a very tight animated group Janey noticed how Maureen and the other woman shook hands and looked at each other when Mike introduced them. They were all red-faced from drinking, the heat, the crowd, and the obviously sexual excitement they inspired in each other. It appeared that the three of them were about to retire somewhere else. Janey made a "see you later" signal at Maureen and, watched them move away, the tall blonde's ass rolling alluringly inside her dress. Mike's hand patting and stroking it just before they got sucked into the crowd in the hallway.
Soon Janey put down her empty glass and went toward the stairs. She walked up slowly, intent on where she was going, though was nowhere special, and aware but uninterested by the men who stared up her dress as she went upstairs.
Here there was almost as much conversation in the halls, though she was drawn mainly to the music coming loudly from a big room nearby. She walked in and gazed up at the vaulted ceiling, then down the finely decorated walls to the professional pop group at the far end of the room that was providing the dancers with music.
The people dancing were really into it, twisting, grinding, moving and stepping generally with grace and involvement. Janey enjoyed just standing there and watching them for a while.
A guy came up to her and asked her to dance. She smiled and agreed immediately.
They got into a loud, vibrating, shaking piece, and while stepping carefully in those shoes, Janey began to feel the music get into her as she moved, and before long she was really moving with it. The guy was a good dancer and led the way, always keeping up with her when she suddenly up-tempoed. She was enjoying herself, moving with abandon and sensuousness. He liked the way her body twisted and flowed; he watched her tits shake and vibrate against her top, too, and she smiled back at him when he saw him staring longer and longer at her. Soon it was obvious that he had hard-on; it was causing a swelling in his tight trousers. He was a slim well-built man. As he danced, he often swung close to her, brushing her body as he went past in an arc. They had plenty of room to move like this, and when he brushed against her, it was generally with his stiff penis touching her leg or her ass. Or even her hand as she moved her arms to the tune. Normally this kind of forward behaviour would have been so overt as to strike her as perverted, but this was obviously a crazy party and she was in its mood already. Nothing could surprise her now, she thought. Not even the guy propositioning her at the end of the dance, whispering hotly into her ear as she listened wide-eyed, let him squeeze her hand, and felt his erection throbbing against her body. She said nothing, and as the group moved into a slow dance, he took her and began dancing closely. She moved in time with him, letting her body move against his firmly. His hands were not exactly running all over her, but they moved sensuously and firmly, caressingly, where they did touch, which was her sides, her back, and her hips. His cheek was hot and flushed against hers, which grew equally warm. His cock was standing up high and hard in his pants and twitched occasionally against her. At times he embraced her hard and just rubbed himself against her. She let him do all this without protest, in fact she began encouraging him, and soon she was as eager as he was.
When the music stopped, they unclinched slowly and held hands for a while. His cock was still bulging and throbbing in his trousers. But this hardly deterred them from walking past dozens of people to get out of the room, down the hall, and into a bedroom upstairs.
He closed the door behind him and threw the slide bolt that gave them private. Janey was enthusiastic about, but she didn't exactly feel like fucking right now and told him so. He said he didn't mind; "Just do me." She agreed, glad that he didn't insist.
He sat down on the bed next to her and they began making out. He caressed her stiff-nippled tits and stroked sensuously down her side and over her belly and thighs. His hot hand moved sensuously on her bare legs and pushed between them with his fingers stretched out long and probing. Soon his fingertips met her panties and stroked her pussy through them, feeling how mildly damp and warm the fabric felt.
Janey meanwhile was playing with his swollen trousers, rubbing his erect cock through the cloth, and soon going after the trouser button and the top of his zipper. Swiftly she pulled the fly down and released his straining shorts to the air. Her hand quickly covered his cloth-covered organ and tremblingly began to stroke it up and down with hot fingers, sometimes stopping to squeeze it firmly or hold it while her thumb rubbed hard back and forth the sensitive head to the even more sensitive patch underneath it.
He was breathing hotly and heavily, kissing her ear with his tongue like he wanted to absorb it.
"Stand up," said Janey.
He did so immediately, and he quickly pulled trousers and shorts down to his knees. The man's penis was average, somewhat slender, and very handsome-looking. She stroked it carefully with her whole hand. He found her touch was very exciting. At first he was disappointed that he didn't want to kiss it, but after a few minutes of being stroked expertly by her, he pulled out his fresh handkerchief without a word and handed it to her.
"Lie down on the bed!" said Janey excitedly. He did as he was bid. Gazing at her while on his back, his trousers and pants down past his knees, his cock arching toward her at a forty-five degree angle.
She bent over him and gripped his throbbing organ at the base. With the other hand, she held the handkerchief ready. Slowly she moved her hand up his penis, all the way off the top, which gave him a nice thrill and the his cock twitch visibly as her grip slid off the sensitive swollen head. Then she brought her hollow hand back down onto the head, slid over it again going down, and stroked the way to the bottom of the shaft. She licked her lips. Her other hand still holding the handkerchief, went to his tight excited scrotum and caressed the balls gently with flesh and cloth while her other hand stroked his excited shaft. Soon he was groaning with desire to be off and starting to push his pelvis at her hand. She picked up her rhythm, jacking him faster and faster with a gentle grip that slid from top to bottom of his member over and over again. Her other hand and the handkerchief caressed his halls with a fast light circular motion. When the first drops appeared at the mouth of his penis, she swiftly brought the handkerchief up, pressed it gently against the top of the organ, and masturbated him with the same quick light rhythm, touching as much of his penis as she could with the hand that was jacking him off.
He groaned and sighed loudly as the orgasm seized his penis. She could feel great surges of come pumping through his tube, making his penis vibrate with all kinds of exciting explosions. The ultimate stiffness and jerking throughout his organ felt good in her hand. For his part, the skilful way she masturbated him brought the sperm shooting right up from the bottom of his balls, splashing in copious spurts of pleasure into the handkerchief that soon seemed half-full of his love liquid.
She sighed as he began to relax after finishing. What a tremendous ejaculation! She thought. She squeezed the last drops out of him and wiped the tip of his penis carefully and folded the handkerchief up until all the moisture was contained in the centre of the tight ball of cloth.
"That felt great," he said. "Thanks very much. You're sure I can't do nothing for you?"
She thought for a moment, but replied. "No. Not right now. Maybe later we'll get together again or something. I don't know."
"OK," he said, matter-of-factly, taking the handkerchief from her. "Can I call you up sometime?"
She gave him her phone number and they exchanged names and parted. He left the room and closed the door. A few moments later, she followed him and didn't see him in the hall, automatically looking both ways.
She stood outside listening to the dance music downstairs and thought of going back there, but right yet she didn't feel as excited by the idea she did by curiosity. She wanted to walk around and see this whole party if she could. Then she'd figure out where she belonged.
Like a little girl in a candy shop, or a lust virgin at a fertility rite, she walked down the hall slowly, carefully, confidently, kind of tip-toeing around the edges of the party, meeting people's eyes, gestures, and words in a friendly but not lingering way, and moved through various rooms. People were loud, drinking, kissing and hugging under bright lights, soft lamps, coloured bulbs just barely lifting the blackness covering certain corners, and touching each other openly, sometimes even undressing each other almost oblivious of whoever else might be around. Pressed close to a wall by the crowd in one room, she rested and thought of where to go next when her attention was attracted by a quiet writhing couple just three feet away in front of her, kissing and embracing sensuously, looking like they wanted to merge. Then man's hand caressed the back and hips of the woman, which were facing Janey. She saw his hand seek the top of the zipper and went up the back of her dress from her ass to her shoulder blades. She listened to the woman moan louder as the man undid her zipper. When it was entirely open, exposing the tops of her nude hips, he put his hand inside the back of her dress and glided over her skin. She moved against him yet more, and her dress slipped down to her waist. He pushed it over her hips and it fell to the floor in a heap around her feet. She was now entirely nude. She had a nice ass. She was squirming against him, her feet moving up and down, weight shifting from one foot to the other. She kissed him hotly and he stroked her fine body with great intimacy from shoulder to thigh. Janey was very excited watching this. Finally the two of them disappeared into the darkness behind them, to where Janey couldn't see them, though she squinted into the blackness for several long moments.
She felt a hand on her legs, looked down and saw a man sitting by her feet, in front so that she couldn't move. But she wasn't that impatient to get away. She liked the way he was stroking her. His hands moved softly and sensuously up and down her legs from ankles to mid-thigh.
"You have soft skin," he said, softly, bending a little closer and inhaling the fragrance of the oil she had put on after her shower. She merely gazed down at him and let him feel her up. It was stimulating, though not really exciting. It felt good, like a massage would or the caress of a friend.
He pressed his lips against her leg just above the knee and stroked the backs of her lower legs. He moved his tongue tip on her in a little circle. She, suddenly felt on her guard. His hand glided up her leg and rested on her crotch gently. "Let me eat you," he said. She looked down at him, couldn't feel much, and shook her head. He seemed rather disappointed as she stepped over him swiftly and walked away.
He'd find somebody else, thought Janey. He just wasn't very interesting.
What a place, she thought. People making passes so openly and being so cool about it. It was nice to be somewhere where the men didn't insist on making it with you. She hadn't taken advantage of that guy either; he had enjoyed stroking her as much as she enjoyed the momentary stimulation. No accounting for taste.
Down the hall of the second floor, more and more people were making out. Men were openly caressing women's legs and the way their arms went up those dresses, it was clear that a lot more than leg was being felt.
Janey got the excitement again, tripping down the hall and watching this. A couple of times she jumped away from guys who grabbed her ass. Sometimes she had to move out of the area quickly, but it made her laugh and was good to the general spirit of the party.
She walked into another room, a small living room. To one side of her a couple was mouth-kissing very passionately. As she walked by and glanced at them, sh heard a long unmistakable sound on other side: it was definitely genital kissing. She glanced that way and couldn't believe it. A guy was on his knees between the legs of a woman seated on a couch and was kissing her full on the vagina, making loud slurpy noises like you do when you eat pussy sometimes. He was really kissing her, and from the sound of it, she must have been really wet and wide open and ready. She was nude from head to toe. Her face was thrown back, her eyes closed in lust, her hands caressing his active head.
Janey moved further on to the end of the room where a double wooden door painted white met her. Hesitating for just a second, she put her hand on the brass handle and twisted it. The latch was released, and the door swung open. A small knot of people just inside the door stared at her and seemed to welcome her. She closed the door behind her softly, and looked down at them seated before her on the floor, some of them were fully dressed, some were in their underwear. They talked or stroked each other or played some kind of cards, including a Tarot reading, and a couple of them were making out passionately.
The real scene of the room was happening on the huge bed at the far end, however. There was hardly any light there, but from the scent of things and the noise, it was clear there was lots of heavy fucking going on.
One of the men in the group in front of her introduced himself, took her hand in greeting, and got her to join in whatever discussion was taking place from time to time. She sat with them for a while, talking animatedly, letting her body be stroked by friendly hands and contributing her own caresses to various individuals of both sexes in the group.
Before too long one of the women had had enough from her male partner and lay back on the floor with hungry eyes. She wore only panties. Her tits were large and good-looking. She rubbed her own nipples as her friend, wearing only cotton under-shorts swollen by an erect penis, peeled her panties down from the waist, exposing her hairy pussy to the excited eyes of whoever in the group cared to watch, and he bent toward her kissing her groin and licking it around her mound. She raised her knees up, lifted her hips slightly to let him lift her panties all the way off. She was also exposing her glistening vagina lips this way, and he was not long in splitting them with his passionate tongue.
Under pressure of this stimulus, other members of the group made grabs for each other's genitals.
Janey moved aware, excited but not ready to involve herself there. She watched momentarily from the slight distance, then walked further along, into the darkness of the room. The closer she got to the bed near the other wall, the more she as able to make out what was happening.
It was largely a raft of naked people orgying on the bed. They were so tangled up, it was hard to tell what was going on, but now and then a penis clearly moved in and out of a vagina, or a tongue deftly stroked the crack of someone's ass.
Some people were dozing on the floor next to the bed. Janey moved backward and bumped into some arms. "Excuse me," she said, disengaging herself.
She walked a little further back the other way, but wanted to watch more of what they doing on the bed. Right in front of her on the floor a naked man was standing with hands on hips, cock sticking straight out into the mouth of a woman. She held his ass, caressed his balls, and sucked him firmly, every now and then making a loud smacking noise as her mouth took in some air.
Janey was fascinated and felt a burning in her cunt. The moisture slowly welled up inside and her hips began to throb with sudden desire.
At that perfect moment she felt some hands caressing her buttocks. It was dark and she did not turn around, but she let the stranger caress her. It felt fantastic. The hands moved up and down her hips, from back to thigh, covering only what her skirt covered. At times one of the hands would turn sideways so the fingers could press into the cleft between her hips and massage the intimate crack up and down. Sometimes the hand would press far inward when it got to the bottom of her ass and would tickle her by making a pass against her cunt.
What finally surprised her was the feel of the hand moving around the front of her body, caressing her sensitive mound, then moving downward over the top of her pussy, past the hem of her skirt, to her bare thighs. The touch of the hand showed that it obviously belonged to another woman! It was amazing because the sensual quality of the caress seemed very masculine.
Taking her eyes away from the long stiff penis being sucked in front of her, she looked into the eyes of the woman who was feeling her up. The woman had a dark-eyed, sharp featured face. She smiled at Janey nicely, then squinted and licked her lips. Her hand went under Janey's skirt and touched her wet panties, feeling the fine contours of her hot cunt through the light moist fabric.


Janey moved against her in a pressing embrace, grabbing the woman to her in her lust and kissing her on the lips. The woman's other hand moved up from Janey's ass and touched her large hard-nippled breast, massaging it sensuously through the thick knit top. Janey felt weak in the legs, already wanted to go down to her knees. A man walked up to them. He was naked and had a fine hard-on slicking out. He put his arm around the woman Janey was kissing and tried to embrace her himself. Janey put her left hand on his cock and slowly stroked it, giving it an expert feel. It twitched and jumped and grew stiffer in her hand. Meanwhile the other woman felt both Janey tits under the top with her bare hands. She pressed her mound against Janey's tits and undid her own skirt. It soon fell to the floor and Janey noticed that the woman was nude below the waist. Janey continued to stroke the man's hard-on while he passionately kissed the other woman on the mouth. After a while she knelt slowly, lifted Janey's skirt, kissed her pantied mound, pressed her mouth against Janey's pussy for a long time, then brought her head out from under Janey's skirt, took Janey's hand away from the man's hard penis and covered it with her mouth. Janey watched excitedly, playing with herself, hand inside panties, while the woman blew the man passionately. After watching for several minutes, she crouched lustily behind the woman, caressed her naked ass and wet vagina, and still watching the exciting act of fellatio she was performing on the man's penis, put a finger into the woman's pussy, moved it in and out sensuously, then added a second and a third. Her heart was beating wildly. All around people were fucking, kissing, masturbating, sucking, and switching from one partner to another. Smells of incense mingled with the intoxicating odours of love-making. She masturbated the woman swiftly, excited by it all. Her mouth was wide open – so excited she could hardly get enough air. Before long the man was jerking in and out of the woman's mouth. She grabbed his ass and pressed her face against his belly, taking the entire penis into her throat. She massaged his hairy pubis with her lips. He closed his eyes and with many groans and sighs and "aaahs" of pleasure, ejaculated flashingly into her throat. She swallowed rhythmically and let go of his penis, now half-limp after another minute or so. Meanwhile she wiggled her ass even more wildly as Janey jacked her off. The woman was wet, hot, and sweet. Janey gave it all she could, getting a real charge herself at how strongly the woman came from her fingers.
Finally she turned around and faced Janey, grabbing her tightly by the arms. "Let me do it to you, now," she said.
She pushed gently against Janey, making her lie back. Then she slowly stripped off Janey's garments till Janey lay tingling, completely nude, loving the way the woman's soft hand massaged her bushy pubic mound.
She gathered Janey's clothes in a pile and placed them carefully with her own clothes and covered them all with her lightweight coat in a small heap against the wall eight feet away. "Now," was all she said, coming back over, running her hands up and down the tops of Janey's legs, lifting her feet, massaging them briefly before bending forward to kiss Janey directly on the bush. She massaged the mound with her tongue and licked lower, around the sides of Janey's musky cunt, across the face of it, kissing down the inner thighs, spreading them with her hands, licking all around the perimeter of Janey's cunt, kissing it lips to lips, and penetrating it at last with her skilful tongue.
Janey relaxed totally, immersed in her excitement, and revelled in the joy of the lustful sensations the thorough woman gave her. They were soon the centre of a small crowd of attentive orgiasts. A man lay over Janey's chest and sucked one of her tits. Another came over and stood above them, waving his erect penis, then jacking off excitedly, shaking semen all over them. They didn't care. Another man came over and a woman approached at the same time. They were on opposite sides of Janey's upper body. The man had a tremendous hard-on, and the woman knelt and leaned across Janey to suck it. It took a while, and Janey played with her tits which were swinging near Janey's flushed face. The pleasure the woman between her legs was giving her pussy was wonderful. She sucked, licked, and kissed on and on, driving Janey higher and higher. People came and went. At one point a whole group of men stood over them shacking their sticks, holding themselves, stroking their penises to orgasm, splashing Janey and her friend with warm come. But they came and went, and the woman was still eating her, making her come again and again with shattering, blissful sensation.
Finally Janey dozed off and when she awoke, the woman lay half asleep with her mouth still on Janey's cunt. She looked up when she felt Janey stir.
"What's to do now?" said Janey. "It's late. I don't want to drink any more, and I wonder if my friends already went home."
"I'll give you a ride, dear."
"You would? Oh, thanks! And let me tell you again, what you did for me was fantastic! Did you get satisfied, too?"
"Yes! You did it to me! And while I sucked you, I masturbated, and also took in a couple of pricks."
Janey laughed wildly, and they got up to pull on their clothes.
As they sped home in her new friend's car, they exchanged phone numbers and addresses and talked about what they did, what they liked to do sexually, during which the woman asked her all of a sudden, looking it her with excitement from the wheel of her speeding car, "Did you ever get licked by big dog?"
Janey looked at her with disbelief then cried out with the pleasure of telling somebody, "Yes! I have a beautiful Great Dane, and we get it on!"
The other woman looked at her with flashing eyes. It was an awfully lucky night to be coming across such a friendly kindred soul! Her name was Margaret, and she and Janey planned to get together in a couple of days.

***

That same night Rodney finished up his work very late, got home at 12:30, but still called Janey. No answer! That bitch! She never slept through the phone, she'd answer it any hour. She must be out. He wasn't really angry, though. He felt a twinge jealousy, but soon turned to pleasure at the idea that they were still quite independent. That provided a relationship with safety valve if the pressure got too high.
He stretched with a tired, but exhilarating ripple of his well-used muscles. Went to the refrigerator, took out a beer, popped it open, went to sit by the TV set. Some old B grade movie was on. Held his interest for a while. Warm and dusty from work, he gradually shed his clothes and once out off beer, walked back through the kitchen in his underwear. As he passed through his living room with a fresh can, he noticed the light on across the street. It was past one and everything else looked dark and dead out there.
The light belonged to the woman across the street – that single woman who'd been watching him eat Janey that night and walk to the window with his hard-on bobbing. He stood and waited, looking for a while at the empty lighted window. Then just as he was about to get back in his chair and turn around to watch the TV set, she walked into the room, right up to the window and stopped, first looking down and around at the street, then looking up at him and staring across without moving. It was pretty far across to her, but he was sure she could sometimes see her eyes blink. Maybe not, he wondered, but it was no hallucination to see her put her hands to her cheeks, then sit back awhile obviously looking at him looking back at her, move to the middle of the room and open her arms. Her breasts stuck out in her dress! He twitched his limp dick, but she probably didn't see the slight bulge it made go up a second then subside. He laughed coarsely and stroked his balls. Just to kind of take away the itch to the rest of him or make a sign to her.
She walked toward a corner of the room and looked like she was leaving, but he was wrong, she stopped short brought her hands to her sides, then looked at him, and brought her hands up to her tits. She held them up looking across. Rodney's penis resembled a mine-sweeper. It seemed like half a suspension bridge, hanging and swinging in front of him within his loose shorts. He couldn't fail to notice that. Pretty soon it became a bridge that found its other side and grew into a skyscraper. He popped open the beer at last and swallowed waiting to see what she'd do. It was fine! She unzipped her dress and stepped right out of it, going to the other corner of the room and stripping off her bra. She did not turn around through but stared at the wall as if was going something there that he couldn't tell… Now she was playing with her pants! Rodney felt like ripping his pants off and springing in her view.
She might gobble it, but how would he get to her?
He'd have to wait until she came out of the building over there some time.
With much regret yet relief at figuring it out, Rodney waved his rocket at her and sat down. But he sat down with his head still twisted toward her, to see if she would say goodbye. She turned away and walked past the centre of the room again. She bent over at the waist trying to pick something off the floor. He pointed his finger at thumb at her in a mock pistol and made a few shots even as she got up exposing her juggling breasts for one instant before striking off the light.
Wow! thought Rodney exhaling with pleasure. He stared it the set excitedly and drank the second beer without focusing his gaze to the screen for very long. His cock was sticking out of his pants and not being denied.
He belched about ten minute after he came, woke up and dozed to the set, then stood up, scratched and yawned and doused the light and put his body in bed.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Janey balled Rodney on Saturday night, and two nights later was over at Margaret's. The other woman let her in the front door of the little house with a great little smile and real diamonds of excitement in her moist, slitted eyes. She was smaller through and through than Janey'd remembered, just enough to make her fine-boned body feel engulfed by Janey's hug in response to her. She thought she looked good leading the way down the hall quickly, talking over her shoulder to make Janey catch up, but she was devouring the momentary idea of bringing Rod in with her. Of course she was there for Margaret and Fido and whatever pleasures might ensue, but this didn't prevent her from imagining the rock-like penis of Rod in the rooms with them at certain silent or distracted times.
Margaret was really effusive, talking about everything non-stop, especially our furry friends, of the canine family.
"The first time I ever got off with my dog was when I took care of a bunch, of basset hounds, honey. Those long fat little warm-bloods looked, so involved and so cute that I let myself tail into fantasy like you have all the time, you know, and touch myself in the crotch."
"I always associated the basset hound with the old TV show."
"You mean that Jackie Cooper thing? Yeah! But that was a sluggish dog; I'm talking about beautiful basset hounds, Janey. Long little ears. I'd alway grab 'em and kiss 'em, rub their little bellies, and chests. Their dicks weren't out of the question either, I'd stroke 'em a little bit. I never got off on a female, but the men were kind of cute with those attractive things they got."
Janey just laughed at her. It was friendly, though. She wasn't trying to put Margaret down. Just funny the way she went on.
"So when I saw two of my basset hounds fucking, I thought, well, it's, the best thing I've run into all day or so, and it was suggesting what I'd been missing from my own sex life. Busy as I was or without the right emotional attitude."
"I don't know," said Janey, shrugging.
Margaret's wolfhound walked into the room. Margaret immediately said something to the dog and petted him before he could respond in any way to Janey.
"He's beautiful," said Janey. "How long have you had him?"
"Oh, pretty long," Margaret broke up. "And he's pure bred, too."
"What a fine tail! What a crazy head! Strong looking dog."
Margaret beamed with pride. "I keep him around me all the time. I've completely lost my fear of the streets at night. Nobody says anything to me that get me turned on the wrong way without him yapping their heads off."
Janey said, "He seem friendly enough."
"Friendly enough for what?! Are you ready to breed him for me? I've been, wanting to come up with a girl-like he dog or a girl servant-companion who's dumb and dog-like."
"Oh!" cried Janey boldly. "That's sick!"
"Ha-ha-ha! I'm just kidding! The nearest thing to that I ever got was when I bred giant dogs with each other to get even bigger dogs that could put their paws on a human's shoulder and still tower above your head!"
"Wow! What kind were they?"
"No special kind. They were furry but in coils, kind of sparse like a terrier can be, only they were more setters, borzois, hounds… kind of freakish dogs."
"Must have been. Oh, this room is nice! So bright everywhere," she said, looking around at the white and pale yellow painted walls, the numerous fixtures, and furniture but white plastic couch with a long very thin cushion and some chair and pillows. The rug moved springily to Janey's feet. It seemed like somebody else was going to be in there – with them, or just with her? She sat down, took off her shoes. Margaret stooped to her chair and picked the shoes by the backs of them with her thumb and first two fingers.
"What can I get you? Bloody Mary? Vodka screwdriver? Gin and tonic?"
"Uh," said Janey, giggling, "do you have any whisky?"
They decided on two Canadian cocktails.
"What I wanted to say," Janey mentioned, as they drank in rapid sips, and lolled in their seats; Janey swung her chair wide and thoughtfully, "was that your dog, the one who grew above people's heads?"
"Yes," replied Margaret, smiling across at Janey with just enough deadpan to get across her exaggeration. "I put my arms around his neck and swung down along his belly like a monkey. Sometimes a saddle and I went on his back, but usually I laid him in a hammock underneath."
Janey tried not to laugh. "How big – a bulb – did he get."
"Enough to tie me on for twenty-four hours," said Margaret before throwing her head back in wild laughter.
Janey mused, and looked at Margaret's trim compact body, stretched out near her from short brown hair and more experienced looking face to her plaid blouse and blue slacks and open-toed shoe tilted up… just a few inches away from Janey's own crawling.
Margaret smiled and looked up as Janey's foot rubbed hers. She stood up. She walked over, every step loose quick yet intense to Janey's eyed and hers, bent and kissed her as they embraced and hugged with a return of warm passion.
She caressed Janey's back as they clasped, then returning to a kiss from cheeks to lips, they felt each others breasts through their blouses. Janey had on a different knit one over her blue jeans. Margaret got her nipples right away, wishing she could return hers for a second. It felt good to stroke them under that modest clinging cloth. Her hands and Janey's big tits felt slippery. A fiery tongue licked up the nerves of Margaret's upper thighs and lower belly.
Their tongues played audacious gradual games, touching the other girl's lips and mouth, nose and cheeks, as well as the other person's tongue.
Their mouths plastered together. Their bodies moved together from waist to knees. Margaret moved her pubis against Janey's own mound, and Janey stopped for a second. Margaret immediately stepped back and began to undo the buttons on her blouse. Janey watched and almost involuntarily licked her lips. It took a while for Margaret to take all that off, including a bra, but they were so cute when she exposed them! Also smaller than Janey remembered, but fine big handfuls, firm and brown stiff nippled. The two trouser-clad women moved together again for the excitement of a bare-bosomed embrace. They writhed against each other sensuously.
Margaret stopped around the ankles. It was so tightly piled up. The tight legs and hips she had carefully uncovered, and now she was impatient to enjoy her prize. One hand grabbed Janey's lower leg and the other held and pulled on the trousers while Janey stepped out of them, leg by leg. She could feel her tits bounce with anticipation as each foot came down on the rug heavily. The dog whimpered and Janey stroked his high head, across the forehead back over the ears. He was a superb dog. He looked up a her with a huge smile, his long tongue curving well out over his lower jaw and back toward his neck. It was all wet and glistening and he panted infectiously.
"Oh, nice," she barely heard Margaret whisper as Margaret slid softly up her legs and squatted caressing the backs of her thighs softly and smoothly. She smiled down at Margaret and saw her touch herself then touch Bela low on the belly. He was up in the air with his paws held by them, one in Janey's hand, one on top of Margaret's shoulder. The dog has a hard-on, she thought. Even before she touched him. It felt sexy to watch Margaret expertly stroke the dog from sheath to tip and back to balls. She must have done this hundreds of times, thought Janey.
A fire built in her loins. She watched for almost three minutes while Margaret played with Bela's genital parts. The dog was really excited. Soon of course he had to drop back on all fours. Janey wanted to go down on him for a second, but Margaret pressed her hands firmly against Janey's belly and continued to stare at her girlfriend's big outcurling hair and finely shaped vagina.
Her hands stroked Janey's legs with great desire. Her mouth moved drily against the outer reaches of Janey's pubic hair. She rubbed her face on Janey's belly mound and legs, holding the girl firmly with her hands on other hips and sometimes her hips.
Margaret was still squatting and Janey tried to give her some soft penetrating toe, but it was almost impossible, except when Margaret turned far enough to one side of Janey's middle, but she wouldn't or couldn't, all her attention was fastened on the centre of Janey's body below the waist. She caressed Janey's hot skin. Her mouth pressed warm open kisses on the girl's vagina.
Janey closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure. Her breath started to come and go very deeply, sometimes sharply. The ardent lips and skillful tongue of Margaret were like a thousand tiny needles or jets of hot water scouring and stimulating her tough genital tissue. Her cunt opened up to Margaret's licking. The big curly lips swelled outward in a puckered kind of way.
Margaret put her tongue everywhere inside those lips and rubbed the inner lips as well, the nubby clitoris, and the hole in the very centre which was so used to a big penis.
"It feels good," said Janey, with warm emphasis on the last word. "I love it when you kiss it all up and down like that, it feels like you're sucking."
Margaret smiled and ran her mouth a little faster, fully attentive to the expert methods of her cunt-eating.
The loud noises her tongue made reached Janey's inflamed ears and brought a further burst to her mind and body as a whole as she felt her lips move and expose new parts of their anatomy to Margaret's fine little gobbly tongue.
But the noises couldn't all be coming from her own pussy. No, absolutely not, she found when she opened her eyes and saw that fantastic dog ducking his long muzzle right under Margaret's squatting buttocks, pushing his head in front the side and getting underneath just enough to flash his long tongue in and out of Margaret's excited cunt. The nose of the dog rubbed against his mistress's excited cunt. Sometimes he licked up, getting her ass, and the outer and upper parts of her hip, too.
They were both well into the tryst. Janey embraced Margaret's wonderful unselfish pleasure-giving head tightly and even stood closer, pressing her thighs against the sides of Margaret's head. Margaret's face buried in her pussy, humping Margaret while Margaret kissed and sucked her off.
"Ooooh," she said. "Oh, oh…" shaking and quivering, and after she had come, standing straighter and straighter up against Margaret who continued to lick her pussy gently. The dog was getting her.
When Janey'd had enough, Margaret got down on all fours and asked Janey to help her. Janey got down on the floor on her belly and chest and watched the approach of the excited dog to Margaret's nude, wet hindquarters. The large pink penis stood out of the sheath excitingly. Janey put her fingers around it and stroked with rapid firm slips all up and down, front to back of its erect contour. Bela panted and moved closer. Janey wondered what it would be like. She watched attentively as the dog finally grabbed the middle of Margaret's body above the waist and brought his pelvis up. His hips jerked forward convulsively, rubbing his penis against Margaret's lovely compact buttocks, which Janey stroked from top to bottom many times during all this before finally guiding the erection into her friend's cunt, which is what Margaret had been referring to in the first place when she asked for help.
Bela gave his all to the act. While Margaret backed up at him and pushed and wriggled her body, the dog humped her frantically, with a show of uncontrollable passion, which drove on both of them. Margaret's body thrilled to the enveloping furry clutch of the wildly working animal, whose pumping hindquarters, with penis now swollen inside of her, moved with heat and friction not to be denied. She came with wild little cries escaping from her body, and Janey felt creamy just watching. The dog ejaculated moments later with jerks and gasps.
Janey petted the animal's hindquarters as he slowed down and waited for the chance to disengage. He felt furry and warm and strong.
It was not long before she got her own chance. Margaret had got her a full-length fine fur robe to put on over her nudity, and the feel of the garment was just fantastic as she modeled it before a full-length mirror in the bedroom and walked back into the first room with it on. Margaret petted Bela in such a way that Janey knew she was giving the animal some pre-trained messages, and the idea thrilled her to uncontrollable readiness.
She imagined Margaret commanding the dog to move aggressively on Janey, and lay back in the couch with an exhilarating vision of the big beast advancing on her, nudging and snuffling, licking momentarily, then mounting with a huge erection that he trapped inside her by his bulb at the head of the erection and never came out!
Actually she sat draped heavily in the all-consuming fur, luxuriating in the feel of its soft white fibres with their mild sweet scent. The touch was soothing and yet also thrilling to her sensitive skin. She touched herself underneath, stroking her newly wettening pussy, while she watched Margaret stroke the dog's genitals, speak to him with intimate verbal caress and command, and help press him into readiness. Janey sat curled up on the couch inside the warm luxuriant fur robe, only her feet sticking out. Margaret caressed these momentarily and then ordered Bela to start making love to Janey's tingling body.
First the dog licked her bare toes and feet, warmly and firmly covering every square inch of her sensitive areas, and moved his head aggressively inside her robe to lick her lower legs, knees, and thighs. Janey felt his cold nose pressing against the soft flesh of her excited breasts and belly. The cold touch soon passed as her body slowly but inevitably molded itself to the jutting bony structures of the animal.
Janey felt his furry head moving under her arm as he licked her warm fragrant ribs, and she began to stroke the dog more and more, covering much of his upper body as he grew bolder with her.
It was not long before she was lying excitedly on her back, partially supported also by her shoulders, legs spread wide to expose long glistening pubic hair growth from lower belly to upper thighs. In he middle, where the canal and locks of her vagina were open and moist, the dog directed his sniffing muzzle, pressing his nose, and warm scooping tongue.
The motions of his tongue got Janey extremely hot. He was a little bigger than her own dog, and in some ways the difference gave her extra stimulation. She didn't know if the dog was a better lover or just a different one, but it made her feel great in a unique way to have him gobble her juices with as much passion as he showed. Margaret almost seemed to be in there with him again, but she contented herself with staring closely at Janey's excited, tongue-manipulated vagina and licking her lips with desire as she watched. Her hands were controlling and guiding Bela, stroking him underneath on his belly and genitals, hugging him around the side from ribs to ribs, fingering, squeezing, and gently pulling the erection that stuck out of his groin with as much if not more stiffness and insistence than it had when he was making love to Margaret.
Janey "aaahhed" as the dog ate her to a high pitch of passion. She spread her legs and raised them to give him more of her crotch to work on. As he covered the most sensitive regions with his maddeningly thorough tongue, she quivered and shook with wonderful orgasms, each one as good if not better than the previous.
It was not enough however and it was with a thrill from her vitals to her head that she saw Margaret raise Bela up, play with his wild swinging stiff penis some more before her wide eager eyes, and position him on top of Janey's prostrate, welcoming nude body splayed on top of the flung open fur robe. Janey's hot stimulated naked body rolled excitedly on the fur as the dog rested his front paws and forelegs on her, getting her used to the weight of him, getting himself used to the way she looked and felt face-to-face before he mounted her.
Janey was frantic with desire. Her thighs opened and closed, sometimes rubbing together with slick anticipation. When she pressed them very tightly together, they contacted her erect clitoris and gave her terrific sensations.
The dog hovered over her with is enormous pink panting tongue. Margaret was taking care of the last preparations and compulsive involvements on her part – feeling the dog's balls and cock, stroking them to yet further readiness, touching and commenting on Janey's wet cunt: "You have a beautiful pussy – just the thing for Bela to fill with his rod." She played with it, rubbing her hand over the top parts of Janey's vagina, catching the clitoris with exciting rubs. "You know some dogs like Saluki and Greyhound often have such fine pussies a dog cannot get inside them once he's so stiff there's a bulb in the head of his cock. I wonder if Bela will have any problems getting into you, dear. I suppose not – he's not that hard yet and you're ready for him, aren't you? Yes, I can feel it! You're so hot and so wet, aren't you?"
She frantically spread the lips of Janey's pussy with two or three fingers of one hand and simultaneously guided the head of the excited dog penis into the opening. The two organs came together beautifully. Janey moaned as the dog entered her and she began bouncing up and down on her ass almost immediately; the animal, meanwhile, pushed in pretty far, got himself as big in the penis as he could and began with smiles and pants, fucking Janey with a passion.
"Ooooh," said Janey, "oooh," twisting her head from one side to the other as the dog moved in and out as rapidly as he could, really not going too far and causing so much friction from his frantic humping at close quarters that she was already coming again, this time in a staccato burst of prolonged pleasure. She hung onto the big furry beast for dear life, humping right along with him, though rarely keeping up with the wild dog rhythm. She let herself go and seemed to fly through space full of excited images of nakedness and genitalia. The dog pressed down on her with his full weight, excited her and filled her also with awe by virtue of his frenetic primalness. He was like a return of her primitive heritage, a reminder that her very distant ancestors had been members of the animal kingdom a bit lower down than she was now. The dog threw a tremendous primal fuck into her, and her sensitive greedy body responded with full abandon to their passions.
Margaret urged the dog on, stoking his balls and the base of his cock and sometimes caressing Janey's thigh or ass or part of her vagina that lay exposed at any point.
Bela came inside of her after long minutes of jerking wildly. Janey was more and more stimulated all the way. By the time he got into his final burst of movement as the semen moved through this tubes and up and out his excited penis, she was already as excited as she could be. The final drive by the animal burned her vagina into yet another wave of orgasm, bringing little cries of disbelief, pain, and pleasure out of her as the final release of their nervous energies came to pass.
It had felt great, but she gradually got thoughts of Duke, and started much against her will to feel funny about letting another dog do it to her.
Was she going to be sniffed by every big male dog on the street, be a target for any stray canine that could stroke and lick her intimately? She imagined what it would be like going into the bushes with a dog who wanted to fuck her, or taking one home to fuck. They were really so less demanding than men!
However, she didn't think about it for very long. She slept for a while arm in arm with Margaret while the dog sat or lay nearby them, adding his warmth and the soothing beat of his breathing and the noise of his natural panting.

***

The following night she received Rodney at home. After a simple supper which she had prepared for them and held in readiness while he returned, late again, from his outside job, she curled up with him on her couch and they kissed passionately, full of the sense of time missed together. It felt wonderful to touch his body again up close, put her hand on his swollen trousers and hug his strong muscular frame tightly. Plus feel his solicitous hands caressing her body the intimate way she liked it done.
They were talking now about combining some of their housekeeping. While Janey wasn't totally sure she wanted to move in with him or have him really move in with her, the thought of spending so much time apart was hard to bear. Lately it been his moonlighting that kept them apart, but there was also just the physical distance between them. Many times at night he'd called her and they had been too tired to want to get in a car and drive over.
As he stroked her body, slowly unloosening her clothing and divesting her of it, she fell a thrill at his closeness. They moved together in such harmony. Maybe it was a good idea. He'd talked about it more than she, but now she was feeling the desire for a closer union even without him mentioning it. She felt it with as much urgency as she felt when he pressed her excited body against him as he stimulated her tits and crotch. And she knew that he would feel just the same after she came. It was soothing and when necessary, exciting just to have him close.
He took of her top and, squeezed her naked breasts gently. The stimulation of her erect nipples and surrounding flesh coursed through her nervous system like a bolt, an aphrodisiac of touch. Rod bent and sucked the nipples, lingering with lips and tongue over what he'd often kissed before, yet each time felt and gave her to feel that it was almost for the first time, that he was still finding out about and exploring her body.
Eyes half closed dreamily, she lay still as he knelt on the floor in front of her and caressed her leg from top to bottom, finally undoing her slacks and pulling them off her. Nothing but her panties remained, light, clinging, moist, and suggestive. He put his hand on her pantied cunt and moved it around in a revolving caress that fell really good.
Duke was getting all over him, however, jumping around, nudging them, whining, even barking.
"He's jumping all over me again, Janey," Rod complained, shielding himself from the dog and sometimes shoving him away.
Janey hated to see him push Duke. She got up with an effort and a sigh and led Rodney again to her bedroom, where she closed the door against Duke, who whimpered outside for quite some time, listening to the two of them kiss and make love. It to had been a while since she had given Duke any love, and the poor boy had a need for her, which it was impossible to fulfill as much as she would have liked.
She made love slowly and passionately with Rodney. Going down on him in a sixty-nine as he ate her, then fucking him off and on for an hour. Through it all Duke would not go away from the bedroom door for more than a couple minutes in response to her commands. It seemed like she had no control over him any more.
"That damn dog," complained Rodney. "I wish you'd get rid of him or teach him to behave, mind his own business. He really gets on my nerves."
Janey felt the glimmering of her final resolution to this problem of long-standing. There was no possibility of making Duke "behave", as Rod so innocently put it, because once he had got him involved with her sexually, there could be no real turning back unless all the desire for her were trained out of him. And she hadn't the heart to be so hard on him.
There was one way out she could be sure of. The next day she visited Margaret in the evening. "Oh! So this is your Great Dane! What a beautiful animal! Did I ever show you my pictures of a red-boned coonhound I used to own…"
"A what?"
"A red-boned coonhound. A very special breed developed through selection by dog breeders. One of the most beautiful animals you'll ever want to lay eyes on."
Once inside Duke began to bark at the other dogs in the house, for Margaret had brought in a few others besides Bela. The two women shushed the dogs and tried to soothe them and even get them together. One of them, a boxer bitch, was in heat and attracted Duke after a while. Janey watched the dog circle her, sniff her, and start to get in the mood for mating, too. She watched with a strong dose of regret and a certain pang of jealousy.
But this was going to be all for the best.
"Thanks for letting me take care of him, Janey. I've never had such proud-looking animal as he is. You know I'll take good care and you can come any time to visit him or take him with you."
Janey thanked her and left with the exhilaration of having released herself from a burden. It was painful, but she'd get over that. You'd never have guessed her mixed feelings from the light bounce in her gait. Near the corner, she passed the pet shop where Margaret often took her puppies. A bunch of cute little ones pressed up to the window as she passed smiling down at them.
Just around the corner she got into her car, started it, and sped off to meet Rodney.




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

