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CHAPTER ONE


Nita Swenson gave one last swipe at the inside of the kitchen cabinet and leaned back against the table. Allen was still in the living room, finishing unpacking the books from the orange crates. Moving was a real drag and Nita was glad that they were almost finished. She could use a shower and a good meal.
Nita pulled the kerchief off her hair. The auburn ringlets were plastered to her head so tightly that she didn't think she'd ever get her hair clean. She unbuttoned the jean shirt she was wearing and tossed it in the new washer. Her jeans were added to the load and then her lacy white panties.
Nita walked to the living room, her full titties bouncing freely. She stood in the doorway and called to Allen.
"I'm going to take a shower, honey. I'm just beat from unpacking the kitchen stuff. Why don't you run down and pick up some hamburgers for dinner?"
Allen looked up and his mouth opened in surprise. Then a pleased grin appeared on his face. He never could resist the sight of Nita without any clothes on. Her titties jutted straight out like rocks the nipples shiny red marbles. Her pussy was just as beautiful as her titties, a soft, red powder puff of hair hiding the pink wetness inside.
"I think I'll take a shower too," Allen suggested, grinning wickedly. "Maybe we'll feel more like doing something once we get all nice and clean."
Nita giggled and her eyes twinkled. "If I take a shower with you, we'll never get out of there," she complained. "You know what happens every time we get in the shower together."
Allen grinned. "Exactly what I had in mind," he answered, starting to move toward her.
Nita squealed. She turned to flee but she made sure that she didn't move too fast. She really wanted Allen to catch her. She hadn't exactly been thinking about fucking, but now that the subject had come up, she wasn't going to miss out on it for the world. Fucking with Allen was always fun. She didn't care if she was so tired she could hardly move, the moment he touched her responsive cunt with his cock, new energy flowed through her body. Nita liked to fuck any time, any place. The shower was the most fun. Soap made everything slippery and fun. She felt a quiver of excitement flood her pussy as Allen's arms captured her and he kicked the bathroom door shut with his foot.
Nita adjusted the temperature of the water as Allen got out of his clothes. She was waiting in the shower with a bar of soap in her hand when Allen stepped in.
"I get to wash you first," she giggled, pushing him under the spray of hot water. "If you start in soaping me we'll never get done."
Allen let the hot water splash over his body gratefully. His muscles were sore from lifting boxes all day. Their new apartment was nice, though, and it made up for his aching muscles. Even the water pressure was better than it had been in the old house they rented in Los Angeles.
"I wonder who our neighbors are?" Nita said, soaping her hands. "I hope we're not being too noisy for them."
"There weren't any other cars in the carports the last time I looked," Allen remarked. "I don't think we have to worry about our neighbors. It doesn't sound like anyone's home yet."
Nita nodded. They would have to be careful not to disturb their neighbors. The building was a four plex and she and Allen were used to having a whole house to themselves. They'd have to remember not to squeal or tear around at night like they were used to doing.
"Mmmmmm, feels good!" Allen moaned as Nita's soapy hands started to rub over his shoulders. He thought about what they usually did in the shower and his cock hardened until it pointed right out at the stream of water. He waited until Nita had soaped his back thoroughly and then he turned around and pointed to his stiff prick.
"Look what came up," he chuckled. "Something's come between us."
Nita giggled. "Oh, I'll take care of that too," she murmured.
She reached out with her soapy hands and grasped Allen's hard prick in her fingers. Her hands were so slippery that it jerked away. The harder she tried to grab it, the more slippery it became.
"This is never going to work," Allen laughed. "Let me rinse it off a little. Then I'll soap you. After you're all rinsed off we can play around."
Nita stood perfectly still while Allen soaped his hands. Her pussy felt like it was burning up. She could hardly wait for him to touch her with his slippery soap-coated fingers. That was her favorite part of a shower. She loved to feel Allen's fingers slipping between her legs to cup her steamy pussy.
"I guess I'll just start at the top and work my way down," Allen offered. He made a grab for Nita's titties but they bounced right out of his hands. They were so slippery he just couldn't get a good grip on them.
Nita shivered as Allen's fingers slipped and slid over her titties. Her nipples poked out at his fingers and she felt a burning warmth spread through her pussy. She'd just die if he didn't get down to her pussy soon. She could hardly wait for him to touch her there.
"That's good enough, hon," Nita said. "Do the rest of it now. My titties are all clean."
"I know what you want," Allen kidded her. "You just can't wait for me to wash your pussy. Isn't that right?"
Nita giggled. "You're right," she admitted. "Come on, honey. I'm so horny I'm almost coming already and you haven't even touched it yet."
Allen reached for Nita's long, tanned legs. His fingers slipped between them and brushed over her wet, furry pussy mound. Nita started trembling so hard that she almost fell down. She was really worked up now. She hoped that Allen wouldn't spend too much time on soaping her pussy hair. She wanted him to get right to the slippery pink slit of her cunt.
Allen could tell that Nita was eager. He deliberately took his time, running his fingers all through her light pussy hair until it was squeaky clean, but not touching any other part of her pussy. By the time Allen had washed her pussy hair three times, Nita was ready to climb right up the blue-tiled wall. Her legs were shaking and her face was flushed. It wasn't the heat of the rushing water that was making her face pink, though. It was Allen's teasing fingers gliding over her pussy hair but not quite touching the moist pink silt of her pussy.
"Oooooh," Nita begged. "Please, honey. You know what I want. Don't tease me any more. I just can't stand it!"
Allen chuckled. He had teased enough. If he didn't hurry and touch Nita's pussy now her excitement would turn into anger. He didn't want to carry her frustration that far. Enough was enough and Nita was ready for a treat.
"Is this what you want?" Allen asked, spreading out the lips of her pussy with one hand and slipping his soapy finger right up her moist pussy groove.
"Ahhhhh!" Nita moaned. She gave Allen a blinding smile. "Yes," she answered, beginning to sigh in passion. "That's exactly what I want and I want lots of it this time."
Allen ran his finger around in Nita's sweltering pussy until he found the hard little button of her clitty. Then he let her pussy lips snap shut again with his finger inside. He had something else he could do with his free hand now – something that Nita really loved.
Allen's hand moved up the silky softness of Nita's curvy body. He pinched his fingers around the rosy bud of her nipple and squeezed, rolling it between his fingers. A rush of steamy pussy cream coated his hand. Having her nipples squeezed always turned Nita on. She was so hot that Allen was afraid that he would make her come too soon.
Nita sighed with pleasure as Allen's fingers plucked at her nipples. Her hand found his hard, throbbing prick and she began to massage it, running her fingers lightly up and down the velvet stalk. She could feel how hard and big it was getting. Allen's cock was swelling up so big that she could hardly get her fingers around it.
"Yeah," Allen groaned. He loved the way Nita played with his cock. He knew he didn't dare let her go too far, though. He didn't want to shoot yet. They had a lot of fucking to do before he'd let the cum in his balls spud out.
Nita's fingers danced over the tip of Allen's cock. The skin was hot and stretched there and she could feel his cock pulse with pleasure. It was good to know that Allen was feeling the same exciting thrills that she felt. They knew just how to turn each other on. It had been that way from the very beginning. The first time they had fucked they had come together. That was one of the reasons Nita married Allen and she was sure it was one of the reasons he had asked her to marry him. They were in tune as far as sex went. They both loved the same things and they weren't afraid to ask for them.
"I wonder if our new neighbors like to swing?" Nita mused, not stopping the action on Allen's prick. "I hope we find some other couples to swing with soon. I'm already missing the wild parties we used to have in Los Angeles."
Allen shivered a little. He didn't really want to tell Nita what he was thinking. He supposed that there were swingers all over the country but he was willing to bet that half of the people in Lakeville still thought that swinging was something you did on a playground.
Lakeville hadn't looked very promising as Allen had driven through it this morning on his way to their apartment. There were four grocery stores and a liquor store. Lakeville didn't even have a movie theater the only thing that Lakeville had of interest was the new computer center where Allen was going to be working. Most of the people from the center drove in from Madison, a sixty mile round trip.
"We can tell more about the town tomorrow," Allen said, doing his best to change the subject. He didn't want Nita to get depressed about living in such a little town. He wanted her in a good mood because he had some pretty sexy plans for her. He had something that he'd been wanting to try again ever since he'd read about it in a magazine. Nita would have to be in a pretty goad mood before she'd let him try something that kinky again though. They'd tried it once, but she had made him stop. Allen wanted to keep her happy tonight so he could try it again.
"Let's get rinsed off," Allen suggested, pulling Nita under the spray of water. "I've got something I want to do and I think you're really going to like it."
"Oh, good! A surprise!" Nita giggled. "I hope it's something to do with fucking. I sure could use a little bit of that right now. My pussy feels like its going to burst into flames."
Allen chuckled. Nita was really something. She wasn't a bit shy about sex. At least he had that much going for him. If he was going to try that kinky thing again, Nita had to cooperate all the way. It would never work if she didn't want to do it.
Allen waited until Nita was drying her hair before he started rummaging through the unpacked boxes in the bathroom. It took him a little while to find the jar of vaseline. He knew that it was there because he had packed it himself.
Allen slid under the covers in a hurry and pushed the jar of vaseline under the bed. Then he leaned back to watch Nita dry her hair.
Nita's hair was beautiful. It was naturally curly and she kept it short so it was easier to dry. She wished that it was long and straight but Allen seemed to like her curly hair. She could feel him watching as she held the dryer up and fluffed the curls around to dry them.
"Are you almost done?" Allen asked impatiently. Now that he had decided to put his sexy idea into effect he was impatient as hell. His cock was straining out, poking the sheets up in a tent.
Nita glanced in the mirror. She giggled when she saw the tent that Allen's cock was making under the covers. She could tell that this was going to be fun. She wasn't a bit tired now. All of her earlier muscle aches had vanished in the heat that was building in her moist cunt.
Nita gave her hair one last flick with the dryer. She shut it off and bounded across the floor to the bed. Then she threw back the covers and giggled at Allen's startled expression.
"It looks like you've got a problem, honey," she giggled. "Do you want some help with that?"
Nita pointed her finger at Allen's stiff cock. It waggled at her, hard and ready for action. She leaned over and let her pointed nipples brush against the soft head of it, pushing it back and forth as she moved.
Allen grabbed for Nita's titties. He grasped handfulls of her soft, quivering tittie flesh and closed his eyes. Her titties were warm and alive in his fingers.
"You'd better cut that out before this thing shoots," he warned. "It's been hard for quite a while now."
Nita twisted out of Allen's grasp and rolled over on top of him, holding his prick between her tightly clamped thighs and grinning lewdly.
"I bet I know where you'd like to put that," she teased. "I don't know if I'll let you do it yet, though. You haven't licked my pussy for a long time. You should do that first. My pussy's just dying to be licked with that big hot tongue of yours."
Allen chuckled. Nita's horny suggestion fit in perfectly with his plans. He would lick her pussy until she was crazy with lust. Then he would suggest his sexy plan. It would be hard for Nita to resist if she was hot enough. She'd be willing to do anything to get fucked, even what he had in mind.
Allen reached up and rolled Nita over on her back. He swept the covers aside so they wouldn't get in the way. Nita was just lying there, trembling lustily. She knew what he was going to do. Her eyes seemed to glow and she raised her arms to him hungrily.
Allen started with Nita's lips, working his way downward slowly. He nibbled lightly with his mouth, leaving a trail of wet kisses on her smooth, soft skin. He kissed the hollow of her neck and inched slowly down, brushing against her throbbing nipple.
"Ohbhhhh!" Nita sighed. Her body was burning with a lusty fire. She loved the wet little kisses that Allen was giving her. She trembled wildly as his lips closed around her throbbing nipple and then she let out a shuddering moan of joy.
Allen sucked Nita's nipple into his mouth. He chewed and licked it, playing and sucking until Nita's whole body was trembling. He could feel his balls swell up and jerk wildly. He was getting hot too. Kissing Nita's titties always made his cock ache with urgency. He wasn't going to give in to his desires just yet, though. He had to work Nita up to the point of no return before he could give in to the throbbing demands of his stiff cock.
Allen gave Nita's nipple one last swipe with his tongue. Then he switched to the other one, which was sticking up and begging for the same kind of wet caresses. He chewed and sucked like a happy baby, trying to ignore the lusty messages that his cock was sending up to his brain. He couldn't put his plan into action yet. He had to make sure that Nita was hot enough.
Nita squealed when Allen's lips slid over the gently rounded curve of her belly. Her face was pink with desire. She could hardly wait for Allen's lips to touch her pussy. She wiggled her hips back and forth trying to hurry the approach of his tongue.
Allen could tell that Nita was hot. He wouldn't be hurried though. He wanted to get her hotter than she'd ever been before. Then she'd go along with anything he suggested. She wouldn't be able to refuse, even if it meant a little discomfort at first.
Nita didn't have the slightest idea of what Allen was planning. He was doing an unusually thorough job of turning her on, though. She could feel the heat rise from the depths of her pussy and her tight little cunt mouth boiled out streams of hot cream. Her legs were trembling so hard that the whole bed was shaking. If only Allen would hurry and lick her pussy. She just had to come. She'd never been this hot before.
At last Allen's lips reached the silky hair of her beaver. Nita felt his tongue slide out and wind through the curly nest of soft, red hair. It felt like he was taking the time to lick every strand. He had never licked her beaver this long before.
Nita felt desire rise in a sweeping tide. The room spun around dizzily and her legs spread out widely. Allen's tongue moved so slowly it hardly seemed to move at all. It was nearing the slit of her pussy now and Nita wiggled lustily, trying to hurry the touch of his tongue on her sensitive cunt flesh.
"Yessss," she moaned. "Oh, hurry, honey! I'm almost burning up! Please hurry!"
Allen let his hot breath puff out against Nita's gleaming pussy lips. He could see the juices coating her delicate pink cunt petals. Her pussy looked like a pink rose, covered with dew. It was the most exciting sight that Allen had ever seen. His cock twinged and jerked, wanting to sink between those crimson lips and slide into the wet heat of her inner pussy.
Allen's tongue flickered out lazily. He just barely touched the surface of Nita's puffy pussy lips. The tip of his tongue licked a narrow path between the petal-soft lips and headed straight up to the top of her cunt, where her straining little clitty rode high, poling out at the air.
"Harder!" Nita urged. "Please, honey lick my clitty. Make my pussy come! I'm so hot I feel like my pussy's going to burst into flames!"
Allen gave Nita's clitty one direct flick with his tongue. Then he leaned back and smiled at her.
Nita's eyes flew open in shock. "Why did you stop?" she asked, twisting her hips in frustrated circles. "Come on, honey, lick my clitty again honey, please?"
Allen leaned close until his eyes were looking straight into hers. "Will you do something for me, honey?" he asked. "If you do something for me, I'll lick your hot little joy button all night."
Nita shivered. "Anything!" she promised. "What is it, quick! I want you to lick my clitty again."
"I want to fuck you in the ass," Allen said calmly watching the shock register on Nita's face.
"I think it'll work this time. You'll let me try it, won't you?"
Nita's face turned pale. She remembered the first and only time that Allen had ever tried to fuck her that way. She would prefer to forget all about that experience. Her little asshole had hurt for days. She had done her best to relax, but Allen's cock was just too big to fit in her tiny shitter.
"It won't work!" Nita cried. "You know that, honey. We tried it before. Your cock's just too big and my asshole's too small. Don't you remember how hard you pushed before? Why would it be any different now?"
"I promise it'll be different this time," Allen said. "I was really dumb last time. We tried it without any vaseline or anything. This time it'll work, I'm sure it'll work just fine."
Nita's eyes widened as Allen brought out the jar of vaseline he had stashed under the bed. She really didn't want to try it again, but her pussy was so hot that she just had to have it licked. Allen had said he'd lick it all night if she let him try it.
"Do you promise to stop if it doesn't work?" Nita asked fearfully. "Last time my shitter was sore for a whole week!"
"I promise," Allen swore. "If it really hurts all you've got to do is holler and I'll pull my cock right out."
"Well…" Nita hesitated. She really couldn't think of any reason to refuse. Allen had promised to stop if she didn't like it. She supposed it would be all right.
"Remember – you promised," Nita reminded him, turning over on her tummy obediently. "You have to stop if it doesn't work right."
Allen grinned. Now he really had a surprise in store for Nita. He'd been doing some reading on ass-fucking. They weren't going to try it in the same position either. One of the books had said that it was just as easy if you had the woman on her back. That suited Allen just fine. That way he would be able to watch Nita's face when his cock plunged into her steamy little shitter.
"Turn over the other way," Allen instructed. "We're going to do it just like regular fucking. The only difference will be that my cock is going to slide up your shitter instead of your pussy."
Nita looked surprised but she turned over. She was kind of glad that she could be on her back. That way she could watch everything that Allen was doing. It was more exciting that way. If she had to stay on her tummy all she could see was the sheet under her. That wasn't fun at all.
"Why don't you rub the vaseline on my cock, honey?" Allen suggested. "It sure would be more fun that way. Then I'll grease your ass and we can try it."
Nita's hands were shaking as she reached for the open jar of vaseline. She was still hot from Allen's brief pussy licking. Her cunt felt shuddery and she had trouble breathing normally. Little racing thrills tore through her pussy as she dipped her fingers into the vaseline. She wondered how it was going to feel when Allen slipped his fingers over her asshole. Maybe it would feel good. The vaseline was warm and greasy. It might just feel fine. She would have to wait and see.
As soon as Nita started to rub the vaseline over Allen's prick she began to get more and more excited. She could see how much Allen was enjoying it. His cock swelled up large and stiff and jerked in her hands. It was so big now that Nita was sure it wouldn't fit in her tiny shitter. She didn't say anything though. When Allen got determined like this, there was only one thing she could do. She'd just have to let him try it so he would find out for himself.
The vaseline started to melt in Nita's hands. It ran down the sides of Allen's cock and fell in greasy streaks onto the wrinkled surface of his full balls.
"That's good enough," Allen said in a choked voice. "If you do that any longer I'm going to come right in your hand."
Nita giggled. Maybe that wouldn't be so bad. If Allen let her grease his cock a little longer she wouldn't have to let him try to pole it up her ass.
Allen pushed Nita's hands away. "It's your turn now," he said. "Spread out your legs, honey. I'm going to grease your little shitter so good that my cock'll pop right up without you even feeling it."
Nita doubted that. Her asshole was pretty tight. They had found that out the last time they had tried it.
A little quiver of excitement started rippling in the middle of Nita's pussy. It might be fun to have Allen's greasy cock up her asshole. Thinking about it sort of turned her on. She was still sure that it wouldn't work though. Vaseline could grease the skids but it couldn't make the impassible happen. It was a simple matter of logistics. Allen's cock was just too big for her little shitter to handle.
Allen dipped his finger in the vaseline. He got a big greasy glob on the tip of his finger and smeared it all over Nita's asshole. She jumped a little as his finger grazed the tender pink flesh of her shitter. It felt really strange. His finger slipped and slid deliciously. This part of it felt just fine. She could even get to like this kind of feeling. If only he wouldn't try it with his cock.
The tip of Allen's finger poised at Nita's asshole. Then it wiggled in a little way as Allen pushed it forward. Nita moaned. That did feel good.
"Oooooh!"
She could get to like having Allen's greasy finger up her asshole. It set her whole pussy quivering and juicy cream ran out of her tightly pulsing cuntmouth. Nita wished that Allen would just stop with his finger. It felt fine. His cock was a lot bigger than his finger, though. Nita couldn't imagine that that would feel good.
Allen worked his finger in and out of Nita's winking shitter until he could feel the tight ring of muscle start to loosen up. The little opening squeezed at his finger in a most delicious way. He could hardly wait to stick his cock in that tight, winking hole. If it felt this tight to his finger it would be even tighter pulsing around his stiff cock.
"Do you like it, honey?" Allen asked, hoping to relax Nita even more. He needed her asshole to stretch just a little more before he tried to shove his cock in. That way it wouldn't hurt so much.
"It… it feels good!" Nita squealed in a very surprised voice. She hadn't expected this. Allen's finger set off quivery little blasts of pleasure in her cunt and steamy juice ran out of her pussy mouth dripping down to the bed below.
Allen kept right on shoving his finger in and out. He could feel Nita's shitter start to relax and loosen. That was much better. If it loosened up a little more he knew that he could get his slippery, greasy cock inside. It would be a tight fit but at least it was possible now.
Nita's legs spread wider and wider. Allen's finger was feeling better and better. The more he shoved and wiggled the hotter her pussy got. It was kind of strange. He wasn't even touching her pussy but it was creaming heatedly anyway. There seemed to be a direct pipeline of pleasure between her pussy and her little pink slitter. When Allen's finger touched the depths of her ass channel, she could feel the tingling in her pussy. It was kind of strange but it felt just wonderful.
Allen poked his finger in and out of Nita's shitter until the little opening was well stretched and hot. The vaseline had melted now and it coated the inside of her whole ass channel. He reached down with his other hand and rubbed a little more vaseline on his prick, just in case it wasn't slippery enough already.
Nita's face turned white as Allen pulled his finger out of her asshole and pointed his cock at the little opening. This was what she had been dreading. She just knew it wasn't going to work. She hoped it would, though. Allen's finger had felt so good poking and shoving in her little slitter. His cock was bound to feel good too, if he could even get it in.
Allen reached down and centered the fat head of his prick right at the ring of Nita's asshole. Her hot shitter pulsed around the tip of his cock. It seemed to be urging him to drive his cock into the steamy tight channel.
"Ooooooh!" Nita moaned. She felt Allen's cock loom large and hot at the little opening in her ass. It scared her half to death. How could something that big and fat fit inside?
Allen felt Nita's ass pucker and begin to tighten again. He knew that if Nita got too nervous he would never be able to do it. He leaned down and began to lick her nipples, hoping to get her mind off what he was about to do.
Nita groaned as Allen's lips closed around her nipple. She was glad that he had seen the light. She was sure that he wasn't even going to try to stuff his big prick up her tiny shitter. He had seen that it wouldn't work. He was going to suck her titties instead.
Nita began to relax. She was glad that Allen had decided not to do it. Every part of her mind concentrated on the wonderful things Allen was doing with his tongue and teeth. She forgot all about his large cock, poised and ready at the opening to her tiny shitter.
Allen waited until he was sure Nita thought he had given up. Then he tensed his butt cheeks and lurched forward.
"Aaaaah!" Nita squealed in surprise. Allen's cock was slipping up her asshole. It hurt so much she could barely talk. All she could do was shake her head back and forth and squeal.
Allen pushed harder and harder. He felt Nita's tightly clenched shitter relax just a bit and the head of his cock started to slip in. The little opening was sucking and pulling at his cock like crazy. It felt like her asshole was trying to suck him inside.
Nita stopped her squeals for a moment. She felt her ass pulse and suck too. It didn't feel quite so bad any more. There was a kind of itching deep in her ass tunnel and she shivered in passion. Allen's cock was still hurting her little shitter but now she wanted it inside. She wanted to know what it felt like to have his hard cock sliding up the hot tunnel of her ass. Even though it still hurt she could tell that she would like it, once her asshole stretched out all the way. She stopped fighting the entrance of his cock and began to wiggle her hips, helping his cock slide m.
"Oooooooh," Nita moaned. The head of Allen's cock was all the way in now and he was still pushing. Her shitter smarted and burned but it felt good way deep down inside. Her pussy felt good too. It was creaming and twitching so hard that Nita thought she was going to come.
Allen gasped as he pushed forward. Nita's tight ass ring was nipping and squeezing the head of his cock. It was so much hotter and tighter than her pussy that he felt the cum swell up in his balls and his cock jerked alarmingly.
"Can you feel it, honey?" Allen yelped. "Your shitter's kissing the end of my cock. It's trying to pull me in. Do you feel it?"
"Y-yes!" Nita squealed. She certainly could feel it. Her shitter was pulsing wildly around the soft head of Allen's big prick. Each time her ass ring winked a gush of steamy cream leaked from her pussy hole. It didn't hurt nearly as much any more. It was beginning to feel just fine. Nita began to long for all of Allen's big cock in her ass. She wished he would hurry and push it in all the way.
"Harder!" Nita urged. "Shove it all in, honey! I don't care if it hurts at first. Do it!"
Allen could hardly believe that he'd heard Nita right. She was actually begging him to shove his whole cock in. He drove forward with all his might and his cock slipped up Nita's tight asshole like a piston driving up a cylinder. It shot right up the hot, squeezing tunnel of her ass easily, greased and slippery from all that melted vaseline.
"Aaaaaah!" Nita hollered. Team came to her eyes. It did hurt when Allen shoved it all in like that. The pain seemed to subside almost immediately though. It was replaced by a strange wonderful feeling that made her body quiver and her breath catch in her throat.
Nita's asshole quivered and nipped around the width of Allen's fat prick. It felt sort of like he was trying to shove a log right up her ass but it didn't hurt any longer. Her shitter just stretched and stretched and Nita felt a glow of excitement quiver deep in her ass channel. She knew what that meant. Her pussy was getting ready to come and Allen had only fucked her ass for a moment. She was coming quicker this way than when he fucked her pussy hole. She couldn't believe it. No wonder Allen had wanted to fuck this way. It was fantastic!
"I-I'm going to come!" Nita howled. Her asshole quivered and pulsed, keeping time with her hot pussy. She'd never felt like this before. It was a different kind of thrill. It felt like her whole body was going to come, not just her pussy. She gasped and moaned as Allen began shoving his cock in and out of her winking shitter. She felt his balls bump up against her ass cheeks and she groaned in pleasure. She wished she'd known about this before. She wouldn't have made such a fuss the last time Allen had tried it if she'd known that it would end up feeling this wonderful.
"How do you like it, honey?" Allen asked in a choked voice. He was having trouble talking. Nita's ass felt so good wrapped around the stiff length of his prick. It seemed to pull the cum right up out of his balls. He had to clench his fists tightly to keep from shooting. He didn't want to come yet wanted to wait until Nita came. That ought to really be something. He could hardly wait to feel the sides of her ass pulsing and squeezing when she came. Nita couldn't answer. The thrills that were sweeping through her body were so intense that she couldn't put her feelings into words. She just wrapped her arms around Allen's back and squeezed him tightly to let him know that ass-fucking was wonderful for her too.
Allen drove his cock harder and harder into the pulsing hole of Nita's shitter. It began to clamp him tighter and tighter until he knew that he couldn't hold out for much longer. The cum was boiling in his balls. He would have to shoot soon. He was doing his best to hold out but Nita's asshole was so hot and tight that it practically took his breath away.
"I-I-I'm coming!" Nita shouted. She threw her legs up around Allen's back and hooked her heels together to hold on. Her body shook like a blade of grass in a high wind. It was wonderful. The hot flashes of passion burst in her body and made her shiver and shake with lust. She sped up the side of the moutain of pleasure and hovered for an instant on the brink of joy. Then she crashed down over the other side in the most intense, wonderful orgasm she'd ever had in her life.
"Aaaagh!" Nita squealed. "Oh, yes! Yes! Aaaaaaagh!"
Allen felt Nita's asshole start to pull at his prick. It was squeezing the cum right out of his balls. There was no way that he could stop the cum rising in his prick. The walls of Nita's ass were pulling it right out of him.
"Here it comes!" Allen shouted. He ground his prick into Nita's open shitter one last time and felt his cum shoot out, spraying the fiery depths of her asschannel with great spurts of cream.
"Awwwwww!" Allen hollered. It felt like he was going to come forever. He didn't know that his balls could store that much.
Nita gasped and shook as Allen's cum raced out of his swollen prick. She felt it splash out and slip over the sore tissue of her ass channel, soothing the soreness away. It spat and hosed so hard that it made her come even harder until both of them were rolling around and squealing in the pleasure of release.
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Allen asked as he drew his spent cock out of Nita's asshole. He grinned down at her, knowing already what her answer would be.
"Bad?" Nita squealed. "It was wonderful! I don't know why we waited so long to try it again. I've never come so hard in my life. It was just super!"
Allen rolled over and smiled at the ceiling. Maybe this would be the start of a new life for Nita and him. Now they had tried almost everything and found that anything to do with sex was super. If only they had been able to stay in Los Angeles with their friends. Then they could have had lots of swinging parties with other couples who liked to swing.
Nita got up carefully and hurried to the bathroom. She held a warm washcloth to her sore ass and giggled. Ass-fucking was worth every bit of the soreness she felt now. She had a feeling that her asshole wouldn't be quite that sore the next time they tried it. Allen had taken care of her cherry shitter. Everything from now on would be pure pleasure.
"I think I'll look over this town tomorrow," Nita said as she climbed back in bed. "It's pretty small but I might be able to find another couple to swing with. There are swinging couples all aver you know."
Allen nodded. "Just be careful," he advised. "People around here might be pretty straight. We wouldn't want to get off on the wrong foot around here."
Nita giggled. She was sure that Allen was being too cautious. There were lots of ways she could tell if people were swingers without actually coming right out and asking. Maybe some of the people right here in the fourplex would want to play sexy games. She'd check on it in the morning.
Nita fell asleep with a smile on her face. Her dreams might not have been as sweet if she had known that Miriam Carison, their next-door neighbor, had heard her lusty squeals.



CHAPTER TWO


Miriam Carison turned the lamp off in the bedroom. She had been reading her church newsletter, waiting for George to come home from the office. Her handsome face creased in a frown. It sounded like the new people were awfully rowdy. He must have been beating up on his wife the way it sounded. Miriam couldn't think of any other reason for those awful yells the woman had made. It never occurred to Miriam that the new people might have been fucking. Miriam never thought about that subject. She avoided every sinful thought, just as the Reverend Thompson said a good Christian should do. Miriam never would have thought that squealing would be connected to that awful business people did as part of their marital duties. She had never squealed like that. Miriam just lay there and let George have his way when he insisted on exercising his right. She didn't like it, but it was a wife's duty to submit. Even the Bible said that.
Miriam got out of bed and padded into the living room. At least those awful howls from next door had stopped. She would have to get a good look at the new woman tomorrow. She probably had a black eye or something judging from the way that she had screamed. Her husband must be an awful man to make her scream like that.
Thank the Lord George had never done anything like that. George was a perfect husband, except for that one thing. She guessed she could put up with that, even though it was distasteful to her. It was getting a little bit harder to endure in the past few weeks, though. George had demanded that they do it twice in the last week. Miriam hoped that his awful animal urges would taper off pretty soon. It was ridiculous for a man his age to feel like that as often as George did. Twice a week was sinful, she was sure. She wished she could ask the Reverend Thompson about that, but she didn't want to bring up a subject that embarrassing with her minister.
Miriam heated herself a cup of coffee and switched on the television. She might just as well watch an old movie while she was waiting for George. He would probably be working late as usual. George had been working late for the last three weeks. There was a shortage of men down at the computer center and George didn't seem to mind working a double shift.
Miriam turned up the sound on the television and began watching a Humphrey Bogart movie. She picked up her knitting and started another row on the sweater that she was making for George for Christmas. Everything was quiet next door now. She just hoped that it would stay that way. She'd have to mention it to George when he got home. Maybe he could think of some nice way of quieting down their new neighbors. George was good at things like that. He was good with people. That's why he had such an important job at the computer center.
George leaned back in his swivel chair and propped his feet up on the desk. He had clocked out over fifteen minutes ago. He didn't really want to go home yet, though. Miriam was probably still up. He just wasn't in the mood for dealing with Miriam tonight. If she was asleep when he got home, he wouldn't have the urge to fuck her. After the fiasco last night he didn't want to have to touch Miriam for a while. His face turned red as he thought about what had happened less than twenty hours ago.
Miriam had been propped up in bed when he had gotten home. She had been reading those damn church things again and she tried to quote Bible passages to him while he was getting ready to take his shower. George wasn't interested in Bible passages. Hearing the words of the Good Book couldn't do anything for his hard cock.
George had thought that a nice long hot shower would help. It only seemed to make his cock harder, though. There was nothing he could do about the way his cock was jerking and pulsing as he towelled off. There was only one thing to do. He would have to fuck Miriam, even though the prospect sickened him.
George shivered a little as he thought about Miriam. He hadn't known that their sex life would be this bad when he had married her. She had never liked fucking, even though he tried to be kind and gentle every time he pushed his cock in her pussy. Miriam just didn't like to fuck. She was what some of those books called a frigid woman. She endured his frenzied pokings with a plastic smile on her face but George could tell that she didn't enjoy fucking one bit.
George stepped out of the bathroom and crawled under the covers. Miriam was lying on her side, facing away from him as usual. He could feel the tenseness in her body. She was hoping that he'd go straight to sleep and not demand his right as a husband.
If there had been any other way to salve his problem, George never would have fucked her. He couldn't stand the throbbing and aching of his cock any longer, though. He had been horny all day, ever since that new secretary had bent over getting a drink of water out of the cooler. He had seen her fine rounded ass cheeks and the little blue panties that scarcely covered her charms. Even now, the sight of her in his memory made George's stiff cock throb demandingly.
George rolled his body over Miriam's without a word. It didn't do any good to try to work her up. Miriam didn't like him squeezing her titties or feeling her pussy with his fingers. She had told him long ago just to hurry and get it over with.
George plunged into Miriam's dry pussy with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. It was dry and cool just like it always was. He had tried to fuck her longer than before, hoping for a miracle, but Miriam's pussy never did get hot. She just accepted his fucking with a frozen smile on her face.
George thought about the secretary at work. He bet that she wouldn't act this way if he was fucking her. She would cry, and moan under his thrusts, wiggling and squirming her hot pussy around his plunging cock.
George got so excited in his fantasy that he did something he'd never done before. He never would have done it, if he hadn't been thinking about the secretary.
He grasped Miriam's plump ass cheeks in his hands and rolled her right over on top of him, without even thinking about what he was doing.
"Fuck me good, honey," he groaned, closing his eyes in bliss.
The absolute stillness of Miriam's body on top of his made George come out of his horny fantasy with a jerk. Miriam was gazing at him in absolute shock. Her face was white and her eyes were blazing.
"George Carison!" she gasped. "I-I never! How can you ask me to do such a disgusting thing?"
George's face turned red with embarrassment. He hadn't meant to say anything like that. He apologized profusely and let Miriam get off the still stiff rod of his cock. Then he went into the bathroom and jerked his cock off like a twelve-year-old boy.
George blushed as he thought of it, even now. He just couldn't believe that he'd done something like that. Miriam had hardly spoken to him this morning and he knew that he had better leave her alone for at least a week before he tried to fuck her again. She'd probably gone straight to that old goat, Reverend Thompson, and told him about the whole thing.
George sighed dejectedly. Things just weren't working out the way he'd thought they would. He was tired of fucking Miriam but there was absolutely nothing he could do about that. She was a good wife in every other way, and strange as it was, he still loved her. He'd never dream of going out and fucking another woman. George took his marriage vows seriously. He knew that he couldn't cheat on Miriam without feeling awfully guilty.
George sighed deeply and got to his feet. He picked up his briefcase and switched off the lights. It was time to go home. With any luck at all Miriam would be asleep and he wouldn't be tempted to do anything improper tonight.
George groaned as he fit his key in the lock. He could hear the sound of the television set. Miriam was still awake. She was probably watching one of those old movies that she loved.
Miriam looked up as George came in. She gave him a friendly smile. She had forgotten all about their night last night. She was so deeply into the plot of the movie that she barely heard George say that he was going to take his shower.
Miriam wrapped the afghan around her feet and sighed in pleasure. Humphrey Bogart certainly was a handsome man. The way his eyes gazed into the camera, it was easy to pretend that he was looking straight at her.
Miriam shivered slightly and hugged herself.
There was a real man. She'd love to meet Humphrey Bogart in the flesh. If she'd been born a little bit earlier maybe she would have seen him before he got famous. She might even have married him!
The thought of marrying Humphrey Bogart sent thrills up and down Miriam's spine. Then she thought about doing that awful thing with him. It didn't seem so awful if she thought about those piercing eyes and that handsome body. It was almost fun to think about sex with Humphrey Bogart.
Miriam didn't even hear the shower stop she was so lost in her erotic daydream. When George sat on the couch next to her she snuggled right up to him and hid her head on his shoulder. She was still dreaming of Humphrey Bogart.
George looked down at Miriam with shock. The afghan had slipped down a little and he could see her big titties thrusting out of the neckline of her nightgown. His cock stirred into instant life and he pressed his hand against it in sudden embarrassment. This was really getting ridiculous lately. Every time he even saw a tittie or an ass, he got turned on.
George sighed deeply and headed for the bathroom again. He might just as well beat off and go to bed. He knew that Miriam wouldn't let him touch her again tonight. That would be pushing her patience too far.
As soon as George sat down on the side of the tub he noticed the loose tile by the tub faucet. He knelt down to see if he could repair it but it clattered to the bottom of the tub as he touched it. There was space there and some pipes and George poled his eye to the hole to see where to glue the tile.
"Jesus!" George gasped softly. He could see straight into their neighbors' bathroom with his eye to the hole like this. Their tile must have fallen off too. The light was on in their bathroom and George squinted through the hole, hardly daring to breathe. He'd never peeked at anyone like this before, but now that he was down here he was going to take a good look.
George saw a flash of movement in the other bathroom. There was the sound of water running and then the most beautiful woman George had ever seen appeared right in his field of vision. George's cock throbbed and swelled as he saw that their neighbor didn't have a stitch of clothes on. Her titties gleamed in the light and George almost hollered right out loud when she spread her legs and washed her pussy and ass with the washcloth.
George just had time to notice that the woman's pussy hair was a glossy, soft red color before Miriam's knock sounded at the bathroom door.
"Are you almost finished in there?" she asked. "I want to hurry and go to bed. I've got a church meeting in the morning and I want to get plenty of sleep."
George flushed the toilet to cover the sound of his heavy breathing. Then he slipped the tile back in place. Maybe he wouldn't glue it back. Peeking at that beautiful woman next door might be more fun than imagining fucking the new secretary.
George's knees were trembling as he slipped his pajama pants back on. He hoped his face wasn't red when he opened the bathroom door. He crawled into bed and clenched his fists. He hadn't had time to take care of his cock. It was sticking straight up under the covers, stiff and hard. There was nothing he could do about it now. He'd just have to get to sleep with a hard-on.
Miriam was still thinking about Humphrey Bogart as she slipped into bed. She thought about how it would feel if he kissed her and her heart skipped a beat. She was still thinking about his lips on hers when she felt a hand on her arm.
George was desperate. The sight of their neighbor washing her pussy was just too much for him to bear. He had to fuck Miriam again. There was no way of getting around it. Even if she divorced him in the morning, George couldn't stop. He had to get his prick off. His balls were swollen up so hard that he was aching all aver.
Miriam was so deeply into her daydream that she turned over when she felt George's touch. She was still thinking about Humphrey Bogart when George's lips came dawn over hers and she responded like she had never done before. She opened her mouth and sucked George's tongue right into her hot mouth, sighing greedily.
George's cock throbbed insistently. He couldn't believe that Miriam was really kissing him like this. She had never acted like this before. He was so shocked that he couldn't say a word. He just kissed her long and deep and his fingers found her titties, poling out at him lewdly.
George lost all sense of propriety now. It was like Miriam's kiss had unleashed a dam of emotions in him. He held her nipple between his fingers and rolled it. Then he pulled her nightgown off with one swift motion and buried his face between her swelling titties.
Miriam was so shocked she couldn't move. Her daydream ended with a bang. George was licking and sucking her titties and she didn't like it one bit. She tried to push him away, but it was like trying to move a brick wall. Now that George had started, there was no stopping him.
Miriam squirmed in shame. George had never done anything like this before. It was wicked, sinful, depraved! Her breath caught in her throat as she realized that he was chewing on her nipples like a baby, sucking them right into his mouth and flicking them with his long, hot tongue.
"Ooooo," Miriam yelped. She was so shocked she couldn't say anything else. She felt nothing but revulsion as George licked and sucked at her nipples. She shivered uncomfortably. She was so shocked that she was feeling kind of strange. Her titties swelled out and her nipples hardened in George's mouth.
"Oh!" Miriam gasped. She didn't know what was happening. Suddenly there was a tingle deep in her pussy and it didn't feel bad at all any more.
"Ooooooh!" Miriam moaned again. George's mouth felt so hot she could hardly stand it. It was different than anything she'd ever felt before. Her mind whirled in crazy circles. Suddenly she didn't mind having her titties sucked and chewed any more. It felt really good!
Miriam didn't have time to think about what she was doing. She thrust her titties up and pulled George's head down so that her nipple went in even farther. She couldn't control the strange feelings that were rippling through her body.
George felt Miriam's nipple harden in his mouth.
He sucked even harder when he realized that she was pulling his head right down to her titties.
Maybe there was some hope for Miriam after all.
She certainly acted like she enjoyed this.
George bit dawn on Miriam's nipple sharply. He felt her body quiver and she squealed. He bit down again and she sighed in enjoyment. She really liked to have her titties sucked. There was no doubt about it. George was turning Miriam on for the first time in their marriage.
Miriam almost died when George bit dawn on her nipple. Her nipple seemed to be connected directly to her pussy. As George sucked and bit, her pussy got hotter and hotter. It was the first time that this had happened. There was a sticky feeling between her legs too. Her pussy was getting wet and hot and Miriam didn't know what was happening to her. Nothing like this had ever happened before. It was strange but it felt so good that Miriam hoped George would never stop.
George leaned back and looked at Miriam with surprise. He could hardly believe that she was finally warming up to him. Her eyelids were trembling and she seemed lost in a dream of ecstasy. As he watched, her legs began to tremble.
Then they began to move apart slowly, stretching open wider and wider.
George blinked in astonishment. It was like seeing the gates of heaven open before his very eyes. Miriam had never spread her legs out like this before. It was almost as if she were encouraging him to shove his hard cock in her pussy.
George swallowed in excitement. He stared at Miriam's pussy and saw the slit of wet, pink tissue that came into view. His mouth watered uncontrollably. Then he had a thought that made him blush with its boldness. He was going to try to lick Miriam's pussy. He'd read about it but now he was really going to try it. This seemed to be the perfect opportunity. Miriam was lost in her dream of ecstasy. He could put his head right down there and lick right up the creamy slit of her pussy. He could do it fast, before Miriam had time to realize what was going on. If he did it fast enough, Miriam couldn't stop him. She might even like it, once he started licking.
George gritted his teeth. He was so excited he could hardly move. He had to hurry though. He wanted to catch Miriam unawares. If she had time to guess what he was going to do, all would be lost. He just had to catch her by surprise.
George leaned down and kissed Miriam's nipple again. He gave it a good long suck, hoping to make her so wild with delight that she wouldn't even notice what he was going to do next. Her nipple popped out of his mouth with a wet sound and George lunged downward, so fast that Miriam was completely unaware of his action.
George almost stopped when his face came level with Miriam's pussy. He'd never had the chance to look at it before. He couldn't take time to examine the rich, creamy pink tissues now, though. He had to move fast, before Miriam had time to think.
George's tongue shot out. He licked up the steamy gap of Miriam's pussy, feeling her cunt tissues ripple beneath his tongue. He licked right up to the erect, straining bump of her clit and flashed his tongue tip across that too, streaking gleefully.
"Aaaah!" Miriam gasped. She felt a wet streak of lightning on her sensitive pussylips. It took her a moment to realize just what George was doing. When she looked down and saw his face pressed to her quivering pussy flesh and his tongue licking against her love button, she almost died of embarrassment and shock.
"G-G-George!" she gasped. "What are you doing?"
Confidence flowed into George like water released from a dam. He could tell that Miriam liked what he was doing to her pussy even though she sounded as shocked as hell. Her hot, trembling pussy was betraying her. Miriam might not know it but her pussy was telling George to go right ahead and lick every inch.
"I'm just licking your sweet pussy," George said, stopping just long enough to say the words. His new awareness gave him the confidence he needed to go right back to the joyful task at hand. He didn't care what Miriam said. He was going to lick her pussy until she was dizzy with delight.
"George!" Miriam yelped. "You're just awful! What a disgusting, depraved, wicked thing to do!"
George gave Miriam's erect little clitty bump another flick with his long, red-tongue. Then he sat up and grinned at her.
"If you just hold still I can do it better," George said, grasping Miriam's legs firmly and spreading them apart. "You don't have to play shy with me, Miriam. I can tell that you love every second of it."
Miriam was speechless. Her face turned red and her lips started trembling. She didn't see how George could tell her inner feelings like that but she knew it was useless to deny that she liked it. George had guessed the truth. Her pussy did feel wonderful when he licked it like that.
"Why don't you admit it, Miriam?" George chuckled. "It's not going to kill you to admit that you're human."
Miriam shivered faintly. She couldn't come out and admit it. That would be giving in to her sinful impulses. She had to stay strong and resist temptation.
"It… it's sinful, George!" Miriam gasped. "It's depraved and wicked! You shouldn't be tempting me like this. It's just not fair!"
George laughed loud and long. That was what he wanted to hear. Now that Miriam's feelings were out in the open he could deal with them.
"It's not a sin to feel pleasure, honey," he said gently. "I'm not hurting anything by licking your pussy, am I?"
Miriam thought for a moment. "I guess not. It's still wicked though, isn't it, George?"
George chuckled. "Why do you think the Good Lord gave us our bodies like this, if we're not supposed to enjoy them?" he argued. "Sex isn't any sort of sin if it doesn't hurt anyone. And you already said it didn't hurt you a bit to have your pussy licked."
Miriam thought for a moment. Then she smiled in delight. It all made sense when George put it that way. There was no reason not to enjoy what the Good Lord had given them.
George watched Miriam's face break into a smile. It reminded him of the sun coming out after a long rainy spell. Miriam looked beautiful when she smiled. She looked young and soft and radiant.
"I think the Good Lord wants us to enjoy that a little more," Miriam said shyly. "Will you do it again, George? It was starting to feel just wonderful!"
George couldn't hide his smile of delight as he lowered his face to Miriam's pussy again. He was sure glad that the tile had been loose in the bathroom. If he wouldn't have gotten so horny, he might never have had the nerve to lick Miriam's pussy.
Miriam's legs spread wide in welcome as George's tongue found the quivering lips of her cunt again. She felt like a new woman. George's tongue was like a wet, steamy snake, sliding and slipping over her quivering pussy lips. She cried out loudly in delight when he touched her clitty again. That really felt wonderful.
"I-I love that!" she admitted shyly. "That feels just wonderful, George!"
George flicked Miriam's clitty harder and harder with the tip of his tongue. Then he closed his lips around the bright-pink button and sucked it into his mouth, chewing and mouthing it like a dog with a bone.
"Aaaaah!" Miriam moaned. She heard the squeals of delight roll out of her throat. They sounded vaguely familiar. Suddenly Miriam remembered the way her new neighbor had been squealing a little while ago. Now she knew what they had been doing in there. The sounds weren't screams of pain at all. They were squeals of delight. The neighbor lady's husband must have been fucking her. That was the only explanation. Miriam blushed as she realized how stupid she had been. Now she was glad that she hadn't told George about it.
George couldn't believe how hot Miriam's pussy was getting. It felt like he was twirling his tongue in a rich, creamy furnace. He lapped all the way down her pussy slit again until he came to the mouth of her cunt. He rimmed it lightly with his tongue and Miriam's whole body jerked with delight.
"Ooooh!" Miriam squealed. "Yes! Put it right inside, George – do it! I want to feel your tongue inside!"
George took a deep breath. This whole night was like a dream. After the nightmare last night it was totally unbelievable. Miriam had changed so much in one day that he just couldn't believe she was the same woman who had been shocked when he asked her to get on top.
Miriam wasn't even thinking about last night. She was too busy writhing and wiggling under the plunging thrusts of George's hot tongue. It felt so wonderful that her pussy jerked and pulsed wildly. She felt a gush of steamy cream come rushing out of her pussy mouth and for a second, she was embarrassed. Then she relaxed and began to enjoy the sharp, swift jabs of George's tongue deep in her pussy channel.
George poked and jabbed until his tongue was sore. He didn't want to stop until Miriam told him to. He might never get this sort of opportunity again. He wanted to make her come, to show her just how wonderful pussy licking could be.
Miriam felt her pussy grab at George's tongue. Her cunt muscles tried to pull it deeper and deeper into her pulsing cunt mouth. Her pussy was creaming and it felt so hot that Miriam wondered if it was going to literally burst into flames. She felt an ache deep inside and she longed for something hard to fill up her pussy tunnel completely.
Suddenly Miriam realized what she wanted. She was longing for George's big cock to stuff her pussy hole. Now that she knew what her pussy wanted, Miriam couldn't be shy any longer. She just had to have George's cock in her cunt channel, even if it meant asking him for it.
"Ooooooh," Miriam moaned. She didn't know if she could come right out and say it or not. She was going to try, though. George had been honest with her, talking about pussy-licking and everything. She knew he wouldn't be shocked if she asked him to fuck her.
"George!" Miriam called out. "Wait – please! There's something I need you to do!"
George sat up quickly. "What is it?" he asked, knowing exactly what Miriam wanted. He wanted to make her say it. That would break down the last baffler of her reserve. Miriam had to ask for it herself. He wouldn't fuck her if she didn't.
"I-I want you to…" Miriam stopped. She couldn't do it. She'd never said that word in her life. How could she do it now?
Miriam's pussy snapped and spasmed against the empty air. It demanded satisfaction. She would have to say it. There was no other way.
"I-I want you to… to… fuck me!" Miriam said. Her voice wasn't very loud but she had done it.
She felt her face flame and she didn't dare meet George's gaze. He would probably think she was awful, coming right out and saying something like that.
George lifted Miriam's face up so she had to meet his eyes. Then he grinned and planted a kiss right on her nose.
"That's just what I was waiting for," he said, holdng his cock in his hand and aiming it right at the pulsing hole of Miriam's pussy. "I'm proud of you, honey. It took a lot of courage for you to say that."
Miriam felt a welcome relief sweep over her body. Now that she had broken the ice and actually asked George to fuck her, she felt free. Now she could say anything – anything at all.
"Give it to me nice and hard, George," Miriam begged. "Just shove it right in my pussy and fuck me good!"
George howled with laughter. He was tickled pink. He'd never dreamed that Miriam would be so sexy. This was the woman he'd always wanted. Miriam had thrown off the shackles of her inhibitions at last.
George aimed his cock right at Miriam's pussy hole. Now that she had come right out and asked for it, he was going to give it to her fast. He tensed his butt cheeks and shoved forward, feeling his prick glide up the tight greased chute of Miriam's moist pussy.
"Aaaagh!" Miriam howled. "Oh, George! It feels different. It makes me feel wonderful, feeling your cock inside like that. It's never felt like this before!"
George drew his cock out and shoved in again. He started working it in deep, banging gently at the back of Miriam's pussy and feeling her wiggle her hips and moan happily.
Miriam swiveled her hips. George's cock ground inside her pussy. It felt just wonderful. She moved her ass cheeks up to meet his thrusts, getting into a nice, fast fuck rhythm.
"Harder!" she squealed. "Come on, George! Fuck me nice and hard!"
George took Miriam's legs in his hands. "Put your legs up around my back," he instructed. "Then my cock will go really deep. I think you'll like that, Miriam. I'm sure you will."
Miriam did exactly as George asked. She was beginning to think that George was right about a lot of things. He certainly had been right when he said that she'd like pussy-licking.
George waited until Miriam locked her legs around his back. Then he began to drive deeply into her pussy tunnel with his cock, pushing up against her soft womb with the head of his prick.
"Oooooooh, yes!" Miriam squealed. "It does feel wonderful! My pussy's squeezing your cock. I can feel it."
George was feeling Miriam's cunt walls gripping and squeezing at his cock too. It made his cock swell up even larger than before and stretch right to the very back of her pussy channel. It felt like tiny fingers were massaging his cock. It was so fantastic that George had to exercise all his will power to keep from coming.
Miriam shivered with the passion that was building up in her hot pussy channel. She didn't know exactly what was happening but she didn't want it to stop. There was a spreading kind of warm sensation right at the back of her pussy tunnel and her cunt muscles were rippling and nipping at the hard length of George's cock.
Miriam gave another squeal of delight. She met George's downward plunge with an upward thrust of her own, driving his cock deeply up her wet, scalding pussy chute. There was a shivery feeling in her body and Miriam felt like she was going to pass out from sheer pleasure. It was a new feeling, like something very exciting was going to happen.
"Oooooh, George!" Miriam shrieked. "Something's happening! It feels so good! Oooooooh!"
George lunged faster and deeper. He knew what was happening to Miriam's pussy. He could feel it spasming and creaming around his cock. Miriam was getting ready to come and George could hardly wait to see what she would do.
Miriam gasped loudly as George's butt fairly flew up and down. His cock was reaming out her pussy hole and it felt so good she could hardly stand it. She tilted her hips up until her pussy was wide open to George's thrusts and his cock was smacking wetly in and out.
"Yesssss!" Miriam moaned. She loved the feeling this kind of deep fucking was giving her. Her pussy started fluttering wildly and spasming around George's thick cock. Her whole pussy was rippling alarmingly. It felt like she was a boat, rolling and tossing on the high sea. Waves of pleasure swept through Miriam's body and she started to come. Wild bursts of flashing pleasure ripped through her cunt and carried her to the first wonderful orgasm of her life.
Miriam felt like she was going to die. Her pussy was exploding like an atom bomb and she couldn't stop it. She didn't really want to. It felt better than anything she'd ever felt before. It felt so fantastic that she screamed and squealed in pleasure.
"Ooooooh!" Miriam gasped. "It's happening! I can feel it! My pussy's coming! Oh, George – I'm coming at last!"
The gushing and pulsing of Miriam's hot pussy were just too much for George to take. His cock was so full of cum that he couldn't hold out any longer.
George gave another mighty thrust that pinned his loaded cock deep in Miriam's spasming pussy. He felt his balls start to pump and great bursts of steamy cum raced out of his cock and into the shuddering depths of her scalding pussy.
"Yaaaaa!" George hollered. "I'm coming too, Miriam! Do you feel it?"
"Yessss!" Miriam shouted. George's spurting cock seemed to make her pussy come even harder. She didn't think it was ever going to stop. It milked the sides of George's cock until there wasn't a drop of cream left in his balls and both of them fell back to the bed exhausted.
"Oooooh, George," Miriam moaned. "I never thought it would be like that. Never in a million years! That felt so wonderful I can hardly wait to do it again!"
George chuckled. He just hoped that he could keep up with Miriam. He had a feeling that she was going to want a lot more fucking now that she knew how good it could be.
"Ooooo, we've been missing so much," Miriam whispered, reaching out to take George's hand. "I'm sorry, George. I just never knew that it could be this goad."
George patted Miriam's hand. "Don't worry about missing anything," he chuckled. "We've got the rest of our lives to make up for lost time."



CHAPTER THREE


Sally Jean Evans sat up in bed. She heard a noise coming from Miriam and George's apartment directly below.
"Roger!" she hissed. "Wake up! I think something's wrong down at the Carisons'. Just listen don't you hear someone screaming?"
Roger sat up and listened for a long moment. He didn't hear anything at all. Sally Jean was probably having another nightmare.
"I don't hear anything, hon," he said, trying to soothe her. "I think you were dreaming. Come on, hon. We'd better get back to sleep. I've got a big day tomorrow. I have to show the new man around."
Sally Jean snuggled back down and tried to go to sleep. She wasn't sleepy any more, though. She lay there for a moment, wide awake, and wished she could wake Roger up again. He'd be mad if she did that though. Roger didn't like to wake up in the middle of the night.
Sally Jean snuggled right up to Roger's warm body. They were lying spoon fashion with Sally Jean's round butt cheeks right up against Roger's belly. She wiggled a little to try to get comfortable and then she had a very sexy idea.
Sally Jean bit down on her lower lip to keep from giggling. It might just work. She knew that she couldn't get back to sleep until she was good and tired. There was only one way to get good and tired in bed and that was to fuck. She would have to make Roger think that it was his idea, though. Roger didn't think that a wife should ever ask to fuck. That was a man's right. They could only fuck if it was Roger's idea. Sally Jean had found that out in a very distressing way.
Sally Jean remembered the night that she had asked Roger to fuck her. Roger had, been so outraged that he ended up spending the night on the couch. He said he wouldn't even sleep in the same bed with her if she acted like a whore. Sally Jean certainly wasn't going to make that mistake again. There were other ways of getting Roger to fuck her without coming right out and asking for it.
Sally Jean had discovered those too and she was getting very good at making Roger think that it was his idea.
Sally Jean snuggled up a little tighter to Roger's belly. She wiggled her butt cheeks against his sleeping cock, pushing it around and trying to wake it up without waking Roger.
She wiggled until she could feel it slip in the crack between her plump ass cheeks. Then she squeezed her butt together and rubbed it up and down in the crack of her ass.
Roger groaned. He wasn't awake yet but Sally Jean could feel his cock harden into a stiff pole poking between her butt cheeks. She resisted her urge to giggle. Part of her plan was to pretend to be asleep when Roger decided to do something about his hard cock. He couldn't very well accuse her of suggesting fucking when she was asleep.
Sally Jean felt Roger's cock get harder and harder as she squirmed against it. She was sure that Roger would wake up pretty soon. He couldn't ignore a cock that was as stiff as this for long.
Sally Jean squirmed a little more. Roger's cock was really poking out at her now. She gave a little sleepy sigh and spread her legs just a little so that Roger's cock would slip inside the warmth of her thighs. Then she held perfectly still and listened.
There was a subtle difference in Roger's breathing. He was still lying motionless but Sally Jean knew that he was awake. She sighed again and snuggled her round little ass cheeks against Roger's belly, wiggling provocatively.
"Sally Jean?" Roger whispered. "Are you awake, honey?"
Sally Jean held still. She hardly dared breathe. She wanted Roger to wake her up. She wasn't going to move until he reached out for her.
Roger grunted once. He reached down and touched his rock-hard cock. He was wide awake now. Something had made his cock hard. It must have been Sally Jean, snuggling up to him that way in her sleep.
Roger tried to shut his eyes again and go back to sleep. But his cock was throbbing so hard that sleep was impossible. He would have to wake up Sally Jean and take care of his hard-on. He could never get back to sleep in this condition.
"Hey, honey!" Roger whispered, reaching out to grab Sally Jean's arm. "Wake up, honey. I think you're going to like what I've got for you."
Sally Jean sighed and moaned sleepily. "Huh?" she said, pretending that she had been awakened from a sound sleep.
"Wake up, honey!" Roger demanded, a little louder this time. "I said I've got something for you!"
Sally Jean turned over with a toss of her wiggling butt cheeks. "What?" she mumbled. "What is it, honey?"
Roger chuckled. He loved to wake Sally Jean up like this. He could tell that she was still half-asleep. She acted all dazed and confused. She looked really cute that way, all sleepy and innocent.
Roger slipped his hand right over the thrusting mounds of Sally Jean's titties. She was waking up in a hurry now and she sighed as his fingers plucked at her rosy little nipples.
"What-what do you want, honey?" Sally Jean murmured. Then her eyes flew open wide and she looked straight at Roger with a dazed expression on her face.
"I've got something for you, sugar," Roger crooned. "Just take a look at this!"
Sally Jean looked down at Roger's cock. She shivered slightly and then she smiled shyly.
"Why, honey!" she gasped. "How did that happen? I thought you were sleeping."
Roger grinned proudly. "I guess I must have been dreaming about you, sugar," he replied diplomatically. "I sure can think of a good way to take care of this big old cock, though. Do you know what I mean?"
Sally Jean managed to look properly shocked and pleased at the same time. She knew that she mustn't look too eager. That would make Roger suspect that it was what she wanted all along.
"Ooooooh," Sally Jean sighed, staring right at the hard pole of Roger's big cock. "What are you going to do with that, honey?"
Roger chuckled. He liked it when Sally Jean acted innocent like that. It made him feel like a real man.
"You just wait and see," Roger chuckled. "Now roll over on your back and I'll show you what I'm going to do with it."
Sally Jean rolled over happily. This was working out just the way she'd planned it. She could see Roger's cock throbbing and swelling as he bent over her eager body. She could hardly wait until his cock was buried in her snug, moist pussy hole.
"Spread out your legs like a good girl," Roger commanded. "Just spread out your legs and close your eyes. I'm going to give you a real big surprise."
Sally Jean spread her legs. She closed her eyes but she peeked out between her long eyelashes. She wanted to see Roger's cock slide into her hot cunt. She knew she wasn't supposed to peek but Roger was much too horny to notice. She could close her eyes in a hurry if he looked at her face.
Roger crawled in between Sally Jean's legs. He held his big cock in his hand and fumbled a bit, trying to aim it at her pussy hole. Sally Jean wished that she could reach right up and help him. She wanted to jam his big cock right in her cunt mouth.
She didn't dare be that bold, though. Roger wanted to do everything by himself. He'd really be mad if he knew what she was thinking. A wife was supposed to be shy. Sally Jean wasn't even supposed to be thinking of helping him get his cock in her pussy hole.
Sally Jean almost moaned right out loud as she felt the big, fat head of Roger's prick pressing up against her cunt mouth. She kept her mouth shut, though. A little later on Sally Jean might be able to get away with making some noise. Right now Roger would stop if she acted horny. It wasn't ladylike to squeal or moan. That sort of behavior was for whores, not wives.
Roger's big cock hesitated right at the ring of Sally Jean's pussy hole. He tensed his butt cheeks and then he moved forward with as much force as he could. His cock went flying up the slippery channel of Sally Jean's cunt, making her whole body jerk with pleasure.
Sally Jean bit her lips. She couldn't say anything now. She wanted to scream out for Roger to fuck her hard, to move his cock back and forth in her pussy hole and make her come. But she couldn't respond until he asked her to.
Roger felt the heat and wetness of Sally Jean's cunt. He gasped in surprise. No matter how many times he fucked her he was always amazed at the heat and tightness of her pussy. Sally Jean had a cunt like a little girl. It was so tight sometimes Roger felt like coming the moment his oock slid into that tight, shuddering channel.
"Mmmmm," Roger groaned. "It's nice honey real nice. You've got the hottest pussy I've ever fucked!"
Sally Jean's eyes fluttered open in surprise. Roger'd never said anything like that before. She wondered whose pussy he'd fucked besides hers. Roger had always said that he'd never looked at another woman since they'd been married. Sally Jean wasn't so sure now. Roger could have meant someone he fucked before they were married, but Sally Jean doubted that. She remembered the times that he'd stayed out late, drinking with the boys. There had been lots of things that Sally Jean had noticed without saying anything to Roger about them. There was the time that the telephone had rung and then whoever was calling had hung up as soon as they heard Sally Jean's voice.
Sally Jean wanted to ask Roger about whose pussy he had fucked. But she didn't dare do that. If Roger got mad at her he would pull his cock right out of her pussy and stop fucking her. Now was not the time to ask any touchy questions. That could come later.
Roger was really working up steam now. He plunged his cock in and out of Sally Jean's pussy hole. It felt so good that Sally Jean almost cried out in delight. She remembered in time and bit on her lip to keep her mouth closed. She didn't want anything to spoil this fuck.
Roger felt the heat of Sally Jean's pussy increase. It felt just like he was plunging his cock into a raging volcano now. It was so hot and tight that his cock stretched right to the back of her pussy channel and banged right up against her womb.
"Put your legs up, honey," Roger commanded. "I want my cock to go deep. I want to slam it right in the back of your puss."
Sally Jean didn't wait for a second invitation. She had wanted to put her legs up a long time ago. Now that Roger had told her to do it, it was all right. Sally Jean's legs flew around his back and she held on for dear life.
Roger felt his cock go in as deep as possible. He was shoving so deep that it battered against her womb. His cock was in all the way to his balls now and they slapped against Sally Jean's ass cheeks each time he lunged.
"Is it good, honey?" Roger asked, almost breathless with his fierce thrustings.
"Ooooh, yes!" Sally Jean replied. It was all she could do to hold back her words of delight. She was expected to say yes but she wasn't supposed to explain just how wonderful it did feel. That wouldn't be proper. Roger wouldn't like that at all.
Sally Jean felt the familiar rush of heat right in the middle of her spasming pussy tunnel. The walls contracted and slipped against the side of Roger's big prick, squeezing it like tiny fingers. The more her pussy squeezed the better it felt. Sally Jean knew that she was going to come soon. She just hoped that she wouldn't make too much noise when it happened. Roger didn't like her to squeal and howl when she came. He said that wasn't nice.
Sally Jean held her breath. The blazing thrills were coming faster and faster now. She could feel her pussy mouth clamping in and out, squeezing Roger's cock like a vise. She just couldn't hold back any longer now. Her pussy was tight on the edge of orgasm.
"Ooooooooh!" Sally Jean hollered. She just couldn't stop the cry of joy that filled her throat. She didn't care if Roger was mad or not. She just had to holler, when she came. No one could keep quiet when something that wonderful happened to them.
Roger froze for an instant. He felt Sally Jean start to come. It would serve her right if he pulled his cock right out and refused to fuck her any more. She knew better than to howl like that.
Roger tried to pull his cock out but he was just too horny. It would kill him to stop now. He was almost coming himself and he sure didn't want to stop fucking Sally Jean's blazing cunt. He would have to let it go this time. He could figure out some other way of punishing her when he had taken care of his swelling cock. Right now Roger was concerned with the way his balls were pumping. The cum was rising up in his cock shaft and he knew it was only a matter of seconds before the cum splashed out of the end of his prick.
"Suck it out, honey," Roger commanded. "Take it all. I'm going to fill up your pussy with my cream!"
Roger thrust once more. His cock slid to the very back of Sally Jean's pussy and quivered for an instant. Then it exploded in great, splashing bursts of cream, filling up her hot cunt.
Sally Jean howled again with delight as the cum splashed to the very back of her fluttering pussy tunnel. This time she was safe, though. Roger didn't hear her. He was enjoying himself so much that he couldn't hear anything besides his own grunts and moans of pleasure.
Sally Jean's pussy spasmed and spasmed. She was afraid that she was never going to stop coming. It felt so wonderful she didn't ever want to stop. Her legs clamped tightly around Roger's back and her pussy walls squeezed around his exploding cock, milking every drop of cum out of his balls.
Roger was so satisfied when he rolled off Sally Jean's lush body that he forgot all about bawling her out for making so much noise when she came. He just rolled over to his side of the bed and sank back into sleep, sighing deeply in satisfaction.
Sally Jean lay there for a moment, wide awake. Her pussy was satisfied now but she didn't really feel good about it. There were too many questions floating around in her head.
Sally Jean sighed. Why wouldn't Roger let her act like a real woman? She was sure that other women's husbands didn't get mad when they squealed in pleasure. She bet that some of those other wives were a lot bolder than she was too. They probably grabbed their husbands' cocks when they wanted to fuck and came right out and said so. It would be wonderful if she could do something like that.
Sally Jean gave a little shiver of excitement. There was one chance of changing Roger. She was pretty sure that he had been fucking other women. All the little things she noticed were adding up in her head. Roger must have been out fucking some other woman the night he came home with perfume all over him. He said that one of the secretaries, had broken a bottle on his desk but Sally Jean didn't believe that story for a minute. Then there was the mysterious phone call. It all added up.
Sally Jean smiled slowly in the darkness. If she could actually catch Roger fucking another woman, get some sort of proof of his infidelity, then she'd have a right to make some demands of her own. If Roger was cheating on her, she had the right to cheat on him. The thought made Sally Jean blush with excitement. Then she could fuck with another man a man who was different from Roger – a man who would want her to be bold and squeal out her joy when he fucked her.
Sally Jean made up her mind. She would have to do some checking up on Roger. If she found positive proof that he was going out on her, she would have the right to confront him with it. Then, if Roger didn't start treating her right, she could go out and find the kind of man who would.
Sally Jean dropped off to sleep with the image of her dream lover in her mind. He would be wild in bed and he would let her do anything she wanted to do. What a change from stuffy old Roger. All she had to do was prove that he was fooling around and she could start looking for her dream lover in the flesh.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Whiipp."
The ball went flying across the net and caught Sally Jean completely unprepared. She had been thinking about Roger and frying to figure out how to catch him if he had been going put on her.
Sally Jean made a face at Janice Kilroy, her next-door neighbor. Usually Sally Jean was good competition for Janice but this morning her game was off so badly that she was embarrassed.
"I'm sorry, Janice," Sally Jean apologized. "I've got something on my mind and I just can't seem to concentrate on tennis."
"I can see that," Janice said, crossing her arms across her ample chest and smiling at Sally Jean. "Let's give up for today. Why don't we go back to my place and have a cup of coffee. Then you can tell me what's on that pretty little mind of yours."
"I suppose I shouldn't even be talking about this," Sally Jean confided, sipping her coffee. "I just have to tell someone, though. I need some advice, Jan, and I don't know who else to ask."
Janice settled back in her chair. She was used to listening to problems. "Go ahead and tell me about it," she offered. "Most things aren't so bad if you talk about them with someone else."
"It's Roger!" Sally Jean exploded. "I just don't know about him. I think he's going out with another woman but I'm not sure."
Janice couldn't stop the grin that flashed across her face. Roger was the last person she'd ever suspect of being unfaithful. Roger acted so straight and proper that it was hard to think about him with another woman.
"What makes you think he's fooling around?"
Janice asked, hoping that she looked warm and understanding.
That was the opening Sally Jean was looking for. She told Janice all about the phone call and the perfume that had been on Roger's clothes. When she had finished she sat back and sighed.
"Well, what do you think I should do about it?" Sally Jean asked. "I want to find out for sure and I don't know how."
"I suppose I could ask Bill if he's heard anything at work," Janice offered slowly. She didn't really like to ask Bill to spy on Roger but Sally Jean was pretty upset.
"Have you tried being nice and sexy at home?" Janice asked. "Maybe Roger just wants a little change in his sex life. You could liven things up a little and maybe he wouldn't be tempted to go out."
Sally Jean started to giggle. "Are you kidding?" she asked. "Roger doesn't want me to be sexy at home. He'd just die if I tried to change our sex life. He doesn't even want me to tell him when I want to-to fuck! He says a wife should be nice and sweet and not ask for it."
Janice frowned. "Wow!" she exclaimed. "I didn't know Roger was that straight! You mean you can't even tell him when you're horny?"
Sally Jean blushed. The conversation was getting pretty personal but she wanted Janice to know the whole situation.
"I can't do anything I really want to do," Sally Jean explained. "Roger doesn't permit me to say anything when we-we fuck. I can't even tell him that I like it unless he asks me first."
Janice sighed deeply. "It sure sounds like Roger's got a problem," she said. "He wants you to be nice and sweet and proper and then he goes out to get the kind of kinky sex he needs from other women. That's really awful, Sally Jean. What are you going to do about it?"
Sally Jean grinned. She felt better already. Janice thought Roger's behavior was weird too. At least she hadn't been imagining that part of it.
"If I can find out that Roger's cheating on me for sure, then I'm going to confront him with it," Sally Jean explained. "I'll tell him that he's got to be nice to me at home and stop insisting that I be so prim and proper. If he refuses, I'll have two choices. Either I go out and find some other man to take care of me or I'll divorce him."
Janice whistled. "That really is a problem!" she exclaimed. "I'll talk to Bill when he comes home for lunch. Maybe he can think of something to do about Roger."
Janice grinned as she heard Bill's car drive up in the carport. She was all ready for him. She knew he wouldn't want to talk about Roger unless be was in a good mood. There was one sure way to get Bill in a good mood. Janice was prepared for that.
Bill came into the house in a hurry. He had a long lunch hour today and he wanted to make the best of it. He thought that maybe he and Janice could play a couple of games of tennis after they grabbed a quick sandwich. Janice was always up [missing text].
Bill called out. "Where are you? How about playing a couple of games on my lunch hour?"
Janice giggled. "I'm in the bedroom, honey," she answered. "I'd like to play a couple of games but I don't think they're the kind of games you were thinking about."
Bill stopped shod in the bedroom doorway. His eyes widened and then he grinned in sudden understanding. Janice was lying on the bed, nude. Her lovely body was tanned all over and she looked like a nymph against the blue and green background of the bedspread.
"I think I like your games better," Bill chuckled, kicking off his shoes. "What brought all this on anyway? We haven't done something like this in the middle of the day for ages."
Janice smiled. "I was just thinking about you this morning and I got all turned on," she explained. "I could hardly wait for you to come home. Hurry up, honey. Take off your clothes and come to bed."
While Bill hurried to get out of his clothes Janice's mind raced. Asking Bill to fuck her had been a good idea. He'd be in the mood to talk about Sally Jean's sex problem after he'd gotten nice and satisfied himself. Not only that, Janice was taking her own advice for keeping a husband in line. She was going to make sure that Bill was happy with his own sex life. She didn't want him to get thoughts about going out on her. Especially when he heard that Sally Jean was having problems with Roger. Sally Jean was her best friend but she was still damned attractive. Janice didn't want Bill to get any ideas about trying to make Sally Jean feel better.
"Hey, you really did it to me, honey," Bill remarked, sitting down on the edge of the bed.
Janice glanced at her big blond husband and grinned lewdly. She could see what he was talking about. Bill's cock was paling out just as hard as a pole. It gave Janice a little shivery feeling in the pit of her tummy, knowing that his big, hard cock was going to pole inside her trembling cunt in just a few moments.
"Oooooh," Janice cooed. "It's really big, honey. I sure hope I can handle all that."
Bill grinned. "Why don't you play with it a little and then you can try. You've always handled it just fine before."
Janice felt a warm flood of juice gush from her trembling cunt as she reached for Bill's hard cock.
Touching Bill's prick always made her pussy hot. Bill just loved it when she touched it too. He said he liked the way she slid her soft fingers all up and dawn his stiff shaft, tickling the very tip and slipping up and down in a lazy sort of way.
Janice began to pet and stroke Bill's cock. She felt it grow in her fingers, stretching out and getting stiffer as she touched it.
"Mmmmmrn," Bill groaned. "That feels wonderful, honey. I just love it when you do that."
Janice smiled. She remembered what she had told Sally Jean about being warm and sexy in bed. Janice thought she was warm and sexy but maybe Bill wanted more, just like Roger seemed to. Perhaps she should be a little bolder today do something she hadn't ever done before.
Janice blushed as she realized where that thought was leading her. There was something she wanted to try. She'd heard about it a long time ago but she'd never had the nerve to fly it before. Maybe now was the time to do it. It certainly couldn't hurt anything.
"Mmmmm," Janice sighed, swallowing past the lump, in her throat. She was a little afraid to try something new. Bill had never objected to anything she'd tried in bed before, but this was pretty bold. What if he didn't like it?
Janice straightened her shoulders if Bill didn't like what she was going to do he could tell her and she wouldn't do it any more. That was fair. A wife had to take some risks to keep her husband happy. That was part of marriage.
Janice leaned down. She put her lips very close to the tip of Bill's big cock and hesitated for a second. Then she gathered all her courage and stuck out her tongue, licking lightly up the side of his cock and over the dark-red head.
"Awwww!" Bill moaned. His eyes opened wide and he stared at Janice in astonishment. She'd never done anything like that before. Janice was licking his cock! Bill just couldn't believe it.
Janice grinned as Bill's cock jerked in response. Then she glanced quickly at his face. He looked pretty surprised but he didn't look angry.
"Uh, did you like that?" Janice asked, clenching her hands tightly together. She realized that her knees were trembling. She was awfully afraid that Bill wouldn't let her go on.
Bill's mouth opened and closed in a soundless gasp. Then he grinned widely.
"Like it?" he asked, still grinning. "I loved it! You never did anything like that before. What's gotten into you, anyway?"
"I just thought I'd try something new. I wanted to give you a treat," Janice stuttered. "I won't do it any more if you don't want me to."
Bill laughed. "You can do it all you want to," he said eagerly. "That was fantastic. Why don't you lick it all over."
Janice giggled. She had all the answer she needed. Bill really liked the feeling of her tongue on his cock. His cock was still jerking just from that one little lick she'd given it.
She bent down eagerly and stuck out her tongue again. Licking Bill's cock was more fun than she had thought it would be. She liked the way it jerked when she put her tongue on the silky skin of his prick head.
Janice's tongue got bolder and bolder. It licked up the side of Bill's prick shaft just like she was licking an ice cream cone. It tasted good under her tongue, sort of musky and male tasting.
Janice opened her eyes wide. Bill's big jerking cock covered her whole field of vision. She shivered in excitement as she saw a bright bubble of cream appear on the end of his prick. A funny sort of quivery feeling raced through her hot pussy as she thought about tasting his cream. Janice didn't think about it for long before she decided to do it. She had always wondered what it tasted like.
Janice's tongue swirled out. She flicked the very tip of her pink tongue right in the dark-red hole of Bill's cock and captured the drop of cum with her tongue.
"Mmmmmm," Janice groaned, rolling the drop of cream around on her tongue and smacking her lips before she swallowed. "I like it, honey. It tastes really good!"
Bill shivered all over. He still had trouble believing his eyes. Janice had stuck out her tongue and licked up that bubble of cum on the tip of his prick. That was fantastic. And what made it even more miraculous was that she liked it!
"Oooooh, honey," Janice sighed softly. "I don't suppose you'd let me, well, suck it all out, would you? I'd really like to do that. It tastes so good I want more."
Bill's cock jerked in pleasure. This was even more fantastic. It sounded like Janice wanted him to come in her mouth.
"You mean you want me to shoot right in your mouth?" he gasped, still not believing that was really what she meant. Janice had never suggested anything like that before.
"Yessss," Janice moaned. "That's exactly what I want, honey. I want your cock to shoot right down my throat."
Bill shook his head to clear it. If he had been drinking he probably would have thought that his mind was playing tricks on him. Janice was acting so sexy that it was like being married to a new woman.
"Uh, sure!" Bill agreed, swallowing hard. "If that's what you want, honey, I'll sure give it to you. Are you sure, though? I wouldn't want to gag you or anything."
"I'm sure I'll love it, Bill," Janice replied eagerly. "Just that little taste made me want lots of it. What's the best way to do it? Shall I suck right on the end of it?"
Bill almost laughed right out loud at Janice's innocence. She really didn't know the first thing about sucking cocks. She was doing pretty good for a beginning, though. All she needed was a little encouragement and she'd turn into a first-class cock sucker.
"Just lick it all over first," Bill told her. "Then, when it gets really big, pop the end of it right in your mouth. Try to suck it all the way down your throat and squeeze it between your lips. If you can do that, you'll make me the happiest man in town."
Janice giggled. She was sure that she could do it. Now she was glad that she'd decided to try something new. Bill sounded pleased with her idea and, his cock sure seemed to like it. It was a good thing she'd taken her own advice about being sexy at home.
Janice wiggled her hips to get a little more comfortable. She was really going to lick Bill's cock good now. She was going to do everything he said and she wasn't going to stop until all of his delicious-tasting bream shot right down her throat.
Bill blinked once as he saw Janice's head start down toward his cock again. It was still hard to believe that he wasn't dreaming. Janice was acting so wild his balls were swelling up already. He'd have to be careful not to come too soon. He didn't want to scare her by making his cum splash down her throat before she was ready.
Janice ran her tongue up and down the quivering shaft of Bill's big cock. It was really fun to lick it all over. She knew that she must be doing it right because she could hear Bill have trouble breathing. He was gasping now and Janice could see that he was plenty excited. Even his cock was gasping, jerking and swelling like it was getting ready to erupt any second.
Janice worked slowly and carefully. She covered every inch of Bill's jerking prick with her tongue, bathing it in a hot bath of saliva. When it was thoroughly covered, Janice moved her tongue right up to the tip and dipped it in Bill's glans hole again.
"Mmmmmm!" she sighed blissfully. There was another drop of cum for her hungry tummy. It was so good that Janice just couldn't wait any longer to taste more. She opened her mouth wide and popped Bill's thick cock shaft right inside.
Bill gave a sound that was halfway between a sigh and a moan. Janice's mouth was so hot that it felt like it was burning his cock with steamy moisture. It had been a long time since Bill had gotten his cock sucked. He had forgotten just how good it felt. Janice was catching on pretty quick too. She was sucking his cock right down her throat. She didn't seem a bit hesitant about running her tongue over the tip of it either. Janice was acting as if she liked sucking on his big cock. With a little practice, she was going to turn into a great cock sucker.
Janice opened her mouth widely. She wanted to get all of Bill's fat cock in her mouth. She didn't exactly know how to do it, though. It was too big to suck in all the way.
Janice's pussy gave an electric tingle. It seemed that the farther she sucked Bill's cock down her throat, the better her pussy felt. She didn't understand that at all, but she wanted the electric thrills to go on and on. She began sucking harder at Bill's long cock, opening her throat wider and wider to take in more of it.
Bill's breath caught in his throat. Janice had his cock in halfway now and she was still sucking. He was surprised as hell but he was pleased too. Janice seemed to be trying to eat his cock in one big swallow. He felt her throat constrict around his thick cock shaft and she swallowed almost desperately. Bill knew that his cock must be gagging Janice the way she was taking it deep in her, throat like that. He sure didn't want her, to stop, though. It felt utterly fantastic!
Janice swallowed again. Bill's cock was a lot bigger than she had thought. She swallowed again, sucking sat the same time, and her eyes opened wide as his prick slid all the way down her throat until his tails were banging up against her chin.
Janice's eyes watered. Her throat and mouth were full of cock and she felt like she couldn't breathe. She swallowed again and found, to her surprise, that it felt just fine as long as she kept swallowing. Her throat was open all the way now and Bill's cock head was pressing up against the very back of her throat. It was exciting, feeling it slide in so deeply. Her pussy throbbed and tickled with pleasure as she licked and sucked greedily.
"Awwwwww!" Bill moaned. "You did it, honey. You swallowed my cock all the way down your throat! Jesus, that feels fantastic!"
Janice's face flushed with pleasure. She could tell by the way that Bill's voice was shaking that he was more excited than he'd ever been before. He'd never gotten this breathless when they were fucking. Sucking Bill's fat cock was turning him on more than anything she'd ever done before.
Bill felt his balls quiver and jump. He didn't want to come this soon but he was having trouble holding back his full load of cum. Janice's sucking mouth was devouring him alive. It felt like she was trying to suck the cum right out of his jerking balls.
Janice swallowed again. She felt Bill's big cock buck and jerk. It tasted so good that Janice wanted more. She could hardly wait until Bill's hard balls exploded. That was what she was waiting for. She wanted a whole tummy full of Bill's delicious cream.
"Honey? Are you sure you want me to shoot in your mouth?" Bill asked. His voice sounded strangled like he was trying to talk around a lump in his throat.
Janice felt the insane urge to giggle. Of course she wanted him to shoot down her throat. That was why she was sucking so hard. She didn't want to take his cock out of her mouth to answer his question, though. She would let him know by sucking even harder.
Janice took a big gulp of air. She was ready for the explosion. Then she reached down and grabbed Bill's balls in her hand, squeezing them in the way she knew he loved. He'd never been able to resist coming when she'd done this before. It always set him off like a firecracker when she fondled his balls.
Janice felt Bill's jerking cock swell up ever larger. It was so big that she couldn't even swallow now. All she could do was open her throat and wait for that delicious explosion of hot cum.
"Honey!" Bill gasped. He clenched his hands at his sides, trying to keep from coming. He couldn't do it though. Janice was squeezing his balls so erotically that he knew he had to shoot. She must want it down her throat to squeeze his balls like that. She knew that would make him come in a big hurry.
"Jesus!" Bill gasped. "Here it comes, honey! I can't hold it back any more! Here comes my big load of cum!"
Janice gave one last suck at Bill's jerking cock. She felt his balls start to pump and then she heard him yell as his cock started to explode.
"Awwwwwwww!" Bill yelped. "Yeah! Suck it out! AWWWWWWW!"
Janice didn't have time to swallow as the hot spurts of cum shot from the end of Bill's cock. Spun after spurt of thick cream hosed down her throat and straight into her tummy, warming her whole body. It was coming too fast for Janice to even try to swallow. Bill's cock was shooting straight down to her tummy and Janice closed her eyes and let his cum flow right down.
Bill's cock pumped so hard that his face turned the color of a ripe tomato. He didn't think that he had that much cum in his balls. It felt like his cock was never going to stop spurting those creamy blasts of cum down Janice's throat.
Janice gave a strangled cry of pleasure. Having Bill's cock explode in her throat was fun. It was almost as much fun as fucking. It made her feel good to know that she'd given Bill such pleasure. She sucked and squeezed until Bill's balls stopped pumping. One last feeble squirt of cum dribbled out of the end of his prick and then it was still, lying soft and sweet in her mouth.
"Jesus!" Bill gulped. He pulled his prick from Janice's mouth and groaned in satisfaction. Then he looked up at her face almost apologetically.
"God, honey! I didn't know there was going to be so much," he tried to explain. "I hope it was all right for you. I mean, I hope you didn't gag or anything. I didn't know it was going to shoot far so long."
Janice giggled. She ran her fingers over the end of Bill's cock and stared at it fondly. Then she flicked out her tongue and licked up the last little drop of cum that hung on his quivering glans hole.
"Mmmmmm! That was delicious!" Janice exclaimed, smiling happily. "I don't know why we didn't do that before. That was really a lot of fun."
Bill raised his eyebrows. He really didn't see why sucking a cock would be fun for Janice. She seemed to like it just fine, though. That was all right with him. If Janice liked it she might do it again. Bill certainly hoped that she would. He hadn't had so much fun in a long time.
Suddenly Bill got a strange idea. He knew that there was a way to give Janice pleasure while she was sucking his cock. All he had to do was eat her pussy for her while she was sucking. Bill hadn't ever done that before. He'd never really had the urge to do it. Now he sort of wanted to try it. If Janice liked cock sucking that well, maybe he would like pussy-licking too.
"I'm sorry you didn't get to come, honey." Bill apologized. "I'll tell you what. It's time for me to get back to the center now but I'll make you a promise for tonight. If you suck my cock again, I'll do something to you that'll make you feelgood while you're doing it. How does that sound?"
Janice smiled her agreement but her mind was busy trying to figure out what Bill was going to do for her.
"What is it?" Janice asked, curiosity burning in her mind. "Are you going to stick your finger in my pussy or something?"
Bill grinned secretively. "You're just going to have to wait and find out," he chuckled. "I'm not going to say anything more. I'll give you a clue, though. It's something we've never done before."
Janice was trying so hard to figure out what Bill was going to do that she forgot all about asking him if he'd heard anything about Roger. She remembered just as Bill was about to go out the door.
"Oh!" she gasped. "I almost forgot to ask you. Sally Jean was over here this morning and she's really upset. I don't like to ask you to do this, hon, but she wants to find out if Roger is going out on her. Will you tell me if you hear anything at work? It's really important and I'll tell you all about it tonight."
Bill's forehead wrinkled up in a frown. Then he smiled slowly. "I guess I could keep my ears open," he said. "You know how I feel about carrying home gossip from the office, but if you say it's important, I'll sort of ask around."
Janice sat down at the table after Bill left, and tried to eat one of the sandwiches she'd prepared for lunch. She giggled as she realized that Bill had forgotten all about eating. He'd probably be as hungry as a bear when he got home tonight.
Janice looked at the sandwich and then she sighed. She really wasn't hungry at all. Her pussy was tingling so much she didn't feel like eating. What she really wanted to do was fuck, and she had another five hours to wait.



CHAPTER FIVE


Bill found a pile of papers on his desk when he got back after lunch. He settled down in his swivel chair and groaned. He could tell that it was going to be a busy afternoon. He picked up the first report and started to read when his intercom started crackling.
"Shit!" Bill groaned. "The damn thing's acting up again." He fiddled with the buttons for a moment and then he stopped in surprise. There was nothing wrong with the intercom. Susie had left it on and he could hear Susie and the new secretary, Joy, talking in the outer office.
Bill was about to buzz Susie and tell her that the intercom was on when he picked up an interesting conversation.
"Don't you know he's married?" Susie said in an excited voice. "You shouldn't be playing around with him, Joy. His wife's really nice. Why don't you pick on one of the bachelors around here? We've got plenty to choose from."
Joy laughed. "I knew he was married the first time I went out with him," she confided. "He's really something, though. I guess he isn't getting much at home or he wouldn't be playing around on the side. I figure if his wife is too dumb to take advantage of a good stud like Roger, he deserves someone like me to liven up his life."
Bill turned up the intercom. This was getting interesting. So Roger was going out with Joy. No wonder Sally Jean had been suspicious. Joy was the sort of woman that would demand a lot of Roger's time. Bill just hoped that Roger knew what he was doing. Playing around with Joy could mean big trouble if anyone at work found out. Going out with the secretaries was a definite ground for dismissal.
"I still think you ought to cool it," Susie hissed.
"Especially these file meetings in Roger's office. Someone could walk in and catch you. You know both of you would be fired."
"It would be worth it," Joy giggled. "No one ever goes in Roger's office without calling first anyway. I just put his phone on hold and everyone thinks he's tied up. We're not going to get caught unless you say something."
"I won't," Susie promised. "I still think that you'd better cool it, though. This office is a hotbed of gossip and someone's bound to put two and two together one of these days."
"Stop worrying like an old lady," Joy giggled. "Just keep your mouth shut and no one will ever find out."
"Let's go get a cup of coffee," Susie suggested.
Bill heard the sound of two sets of footsteps clicking across the floor. Then there was a bang as the door closed behind the two girls.
Bill hurried out to the outer office. He switched off Susie's intercom so she wouldn't know that she and Joy had been overheard. Then he lit a cigarette and puffed thoughtfully. He was in a strange position. As Roger's friend, he should really warn him about messing around with Joy. He didn't really want to interfere, though. He decided to wait and find out what Janice told him tonight. Then he could figure out what to do.
Janice went down to Miriam's apartment at two-thirty. It was nice of Miriam to give this little coffee party for their new neighbor. She could hardly wait to see what the new woman was like.
By the time Janice got to Miriam's, everyone was there. She winked at Sally Jean to let her know that she'd told Bill about her problem. Then she glanced at Nita Swenson curiously.
Nita was a real knock out. She was dressed in a jumpsuit of green denim. It matched the color of her eyes and set off her glossy red curls.
"Miriam's been telling me about all the nice extras in this building," Nita said, smiling at Janice. "Sally Jean said that you played tennis. Maybe we can all get out for some doubles one of these mornings."
"That sounds like fun," Janice responded. "I didn't know that you played tennis, Miriam."
Miriam giggled. Janice noticed that she had on a little makeup and she looked younger and more attractive than usual. "I used to play," Miriam laughed. "I don't know if you girls will take on an old lady like me, though. I've probably forgotten everything I ever knew about tennis."
"Let's all meet at ten tomorrow morning and give it a whirl," Janice suggested. She couldn't help but stare at Miriam. She'd never been so friendly before. Miriam had always seemed so much older than she and Sally Jean. She certainly looked young today though. She was acting like a newlywed, all flushed and starry-eyed. Janice just couldn't figure it out.
"How about getting together at our apartment tomorrow night for a little get-acquainted party?" Nita suggested. "I want you to meet my husband, Allen."
Janice and Sally Jean accepted eagerly. It was fun having a new neighbor, especially one as friendly as Nita. Even Miriam acted pleased with the invitation. She promised that she and George would come.
Janice stayed for a few minutes longer and then she hurried back upstairs. She had a lot to do before Bill came home from work. She wanted to wash her hair and get all prettied up for him. She was really excited about Bill's promise. She could hardly wait to find out what he was going to do.
Bill forgot all about eavesdropping as he waded through the stack of work on his desk. He didn't even think about Roger until he came to a report that originated in Roger's department. Then he grinned as he found that one of the pages of the report was missing. Joy might be great in bed, but she was a lousy secretary.
Bill dialed Roger's office number three times in the next ten minutes. Each time he got a busy signal. He wondered what Roger was doing on the phone for that long. Then he remembered what Joy had said about putting the phone on hold.
"I'll be right back," Bill said as he headed for the corridor. He purposefully didn't tell Susie where he was going. If there was something going on in Roger's office, he wanted to find out about it.
Bill was not surprised to find Joy's desk deserted. He saw that Roger's phone was on hold and he smiled. Joy had been telling the truth when she said that she stopped Roger's calls by putting his phone on hold. Now he would see how much more of her story was true.
The doorknob turned smoothly. Bill's breath caught in his throat as he realized that they had forgotten to lock the door. He inched it open just a bit and put his eye to the crack.
Bill's heart raced in double time as he saw Joy and Roger in the far corner of the room. Her head was bent between his legs and she was noisily sucking his cock. He had been prepared for a sight like this but it still shocked him. What they were doing was shocking, of course, but what upset Bill even more was Roger's carelessness. Anyone could have walked in the door and found them like this – even J.B. himself.
Bill tiptoed back out to the outer office. He locked the door and sighed. At least no one could barge in now and catch him peeking at Roger's office door.
"God! That's really stupid!" Bill muttered under his breath. He had trouble believing that Roger had been so careless. Then another thought struck him and made him turn red with anger. Joy might have left the door unlocked on purpose. She wasn't above using trickery to achieve her purpose. She might have wanted Roger to get caught.
Bill tiptoed to the door again. He peeked in and watched Joy's lips close around the length of Roger's stiff cock. There was a smile of pleasure on Roger's face.
"Oooooh! That's just right, honey," Roger moaned.
Joy's head was pistoning up and down on his cock now. A twinge of lust centered in Bill's stiffening cock, just from watching. Anyone could tell that Joy was a good cock sucker. Her head was moving back and forth like a pro and she grinned lustily every time Roger groaned in pleasure.
Bill's mind whirled. He was almost certain that Joy wanted to be caught sucking Roger's cock. He had to find out why. If Joy and Roger were discovered, both of them would be fired.
Suddenly Bill's mind flashed back to the little bit of gossip he'd heard months before. Sam Jenkins had been fired from Roger's department last Christmas. Roger had caught him padding some statistics for the Harringer report. They'd found out later that Mr. Harringer had applied for a big bank loan. He would have gotten it if Roger hadn't caught Sam padding the financial report.
Bill's mind clicked into high gear. He was almost certain that Joy had been dating Sam Jenkins before he was fired. He remembered Susie and Joy talking about Sam's swank apartment in Madison. Now it all started to add up.
Bill clenched his fists. Roger was being set up. Joy was playing games with Roger. She wanted to get caught with him in the office. Then Roger would be fired and Sam Jenkins would have his revenge. That made a lot of sense.
"Suck it a little harder," Roger moaned. "Come on, honey, eat my prick all up."
Joy glanced at her watch. This was going faster than she had anticipated. J.B. wasn't due in the office for another five minutes. If Roger came too soon it would be all over before J.B. got here.
Bill glanced toward the outer office door. If he was right he didn't have any time to lose. He had to break up that little sexy scene in there before someone did come in and catch all three of them.
Bill closed the door to Roger's office. He took the phone off hold, unlocked the outer door, and flew down the corridor to his own office. Then he dialed Roger's number and held his breath.
Roger answered after three rings. He sounded breathless and angry. Bill could imagine Roger's distress at being interrupted in the middle of such a good blowjob.
"I'm on my way to your office," Bill said before Roger had time to protest. "There's something in this report you sent me. We have to discuss it right away."
Bill put the phone back on the hook and laughed. He could imagine Roger frantically rushing around in his office, trying to get Joy out of there.
By the time Bill got to Roger's office, Joy was back at her desk. She gave Bill a baleful stare as he walked into Roger's office. He could feel her eyes on his back as he opened the door and stepped in.
"Hope I didn't interrupt anything, Roger," Bill said. He knew exactly what he had interrupted but that couldn't be helped. He was going to sit in Roger's office and see what happened. He was willing to bet ten-to-one odds that J.B. or one of his vice presidents would come in shortly.
Bill was just pointing out the error in Roger's report when a knock sounded on the office door. Joy ushered in the big man himself and she glared at Bill with fire in her eyes. Her little scheme had been ruined. Bill felt like chuckling at the way things had turned out.
Bill greeted J.B. warmly and then excused himself. At least Roger was safe this time. Now all he had to do was convince Roger not to fuck around at the office. That might not be easy, though. There was no way that Bill could prove Roger had been set up. Joy would deny everything of course.
Bill sighed in exasperation. He had better wait until he got home to figure out what to do about Roger. At least he had something to tell Janice. They could probably figure out some way to handle Roger between the two of them.
Suddenly a vision of Janice sucking his cock made Bill straighten up in his chair and press his hand to his crotch. His prick was standing up stiffly and throbbing. He could hardly wait to lick Janice's pussy. At least he had something to look forward to for the rest of the afternoon.



CHAPTER SIX


"You must be starved," Janice called out as Bill came in from work. "Dinner'll be ready in about an hour."
Bill came up behind Janice so softly that she didn't hear him. His hands cupped her firm titties and he kneaded the soft mounds in his fingers, plucking at her nipples and rolling them between his thumbs and forefingers.
"Oh!" Janice gasped. Then she giggled. "How can I make dinner when you're doing that?" she asked. "I'll never be able to concentrate cm cooking if you play with my titties that way."
"Forget dinner," Bill advised. "I've got something better to do. Don't you remember what I promised?"
A tingle of shuddery warmth traveled through Janice's throbbing pussy. "Now?" she squeaked. "You mean you want to do it right now?"
Bill reached out in front of Janice and shut off the stove. Then he lifted her right up in his arms and strode toward the bedroom, dropping her on the mattress with a bounce.
"Oooooh!" Janice squealed as Bill's fingers found the zipper on the back of her dress. "You sure are in a hurry, honey. Don't you want to eat first?"
"I'll eat during and after," Bill teased. Then he laughed at the puzzled expression on Janice's face. "You'll find out what I mean," he promised. "Just let me get these clothes out of the way so I can show you."
Janice helped Bill pull off her dress. She was a little embarrassed when he slipped off her panties. They were soaked with hot juices from her pussy. She'd been so horny this afternoon that she had to fight to keep from making her pussy come with her fingers.
Bill grinned at Janice's embarrassment. "Your panties are all sticky," he teased. "You must have been thinking about my promise."
Janice blushed. "Uh, I was," she admitted, blushing even redder. "What are you going to do, Bill? I want you to tell me. It's been killing me all afternoon trying to figure it out."
"Shut your eyes, honey," Bill demanded. "A surprise isn't any good if you know what you're going to get. You just keep your eyes closed and I'll tell you when you can open them."
Janice closed her eyes and tried to figure out what Bill was doing by listening to the sounds he was making. She heard the rustle of his shirt as he unbuttoned it. Then there was the zip of his pants and another rustle as he got out of the rest of his clothes. Janice heard the clothes drop to the floor. Bill must really be in a hurry. He usually took the time to hang up his clothes.
"Keep your eyes closed and spread out your legs," Bill said. "You're going to get your surprise in just a minute now."
Janice was dying to peek. She felt the bed move as Bill sat dawn on the edge of it, and she held her breath in anticipation. She was so excited that her whole body was trembling.
Bill took one of Janice's legs in each hand. He spread them apart widely and held them there for a minute. "Just stay like that," he warned. "I want your legs spread out just like that."
Janice had the urge to giggle. She felt like an Indian staked out on an ant hill in the sun. It was a kind of thrilling not being able to guess what was happening. She sure wanted to peek, though. Her curiosity was killing her.
Bill patted Janice's legs as he released his hold on her. Then he crawled forward until his legs straddled her body. "Now don't move and don't peek," he warned. "It'll be much more fun if the whole thing's a surprise."
Janice could feel the heat of Bill's body over hers, even though he wasn't touching her yet. Then there was a wet, hot sensation on her nipple as Bill's long tongue shot out and licked right over the bump.
"Oooooh!" Janice moaned. Her pussy twitched and responded with a scalding flood of juice. She had never been this hot before.
"Is that it?" Janice asked, her words thick with passion. "Is that the surprise, honey?"
Hill chuckled. "Nope! Remember? I told you it was something we'd never done before. Sucking your titties is just to get you all ready for the big surprise."
Janice groaned and shivered in excitement. Bill's hot, wet tongue felt delicious on her titties. She was so turned on that her pussy almost exploded just from that.
"I'm ready for the surprise, Bill," Janice moaned desperately. "I can't get any more excited. Come on honey give it to me! Please!"
Bill just laughed. He kept right on sucking and licking Janice's titties until she was ready to climb the wall. Then he moved down inch by inch, making his tongue run in swirling patterns all over her tummy.
"Oooooh!" Janice moaned. "That's wonderful, honey!" Her mind was speeding up into high gear. A strange sort of shudder shook her pussy walls and the creamy juice came pouring out of her cunt. She wondered just where Bill's tongue was going to stop. He surely wouldn't lick all the way down to her pussy!
Bill could imagine the thoughts that were running through Janice's mind. Her legs were trembling so hard that the whole bed was shaking. He didn't think that Janice had guessed what he was going to do, though.
"Aaahhhhhh!" Janice sighed. Bill's long tongue tickled but it felt wonderful at the same time. She gasped as he tickled down over her tummy and kept right on going. Janice could hardly dare to think what his tongue would feel like if he didn't stop at all.
Janice's mind was filled with naughty images. She thought about how em's tongue would feel touching the lips of her pussy and she shuddered even harder. Bill surely wouldn't do that. It made Janice blush just thinking about Bill's wet tongue touching those secret thrilling places between her thighs.
When Bill neared the silky hair of Janice's cunt her whole body jumped like it had been shocked with an electric current. A sharp cry tore from her lips and her face turned beet red. Bill had never really looked at her pussy. Not with all the lights on like this. She was getting embarrassed having his head right down there where he could see her puffy pink cunt lips.
"Bill," Janice moaned. "What are you – ohhhhhh! Your tongue's right down there! Right on my pussy!"
Bill chuckled at Janice's lusty squeal. He could hardly wait to see what she would do when he really started licking her cunt. If just licking her cunt hair made her this excited, licking her pussy was going to be fantastic.
Bill lapped greedily. He stroked the curly, soft hair on Janice's pussy with the tip of his tongue, combing through the tangled, moist curls. He could tell that she was holding her breath. There was no sound except the slick lapping of his tongue.
Bill raised his head a moment. "Keep your eyes closed and get ready for the big surprise," he told her. "Don't peek now, or I won't give it to you."
Janice was so excited she couldn't hold still. Her thighs were trembling and her legs were shaking. She felt Bill's hands slide her legs even farther apart and she squeezed her eyes shut tightly. She was sure that Bill wasn't going to do what she had been thinking. It was nasty to even think those lewd thoughts. Bill would never put his tongue right inside her pussy. He surely couldn't be that wild. The thought of Bill doing that licking her pussy with his tongue was still in her mind though. Just thinking about how it would feel made her cunt quiver and cream.
Bill took a long, intent look at Janice's pussy. He wondered why he'd never really looked at it before. It was beautiful.
Bill's head bent lower and lower. Now he could smell the rich, earthy scent of hot pussy. It made his nostrils fire out and his mouth watered in anticipation. He hoped that Janice's pussy would taste as good as it smelled. He liked the rich, womanly scent. It smelled like flowers in the sun, hot and perfumed.
Bill swallowed past the lump in his throat. His cock gave a lurch and he knew that just looking at Janice's pussy and smelling the rich scent of her arousal was making his cock throb. He'd never been this turned on before.
"Hold still now, honey," Bill cautioned.
He bent right down until his lips were almost touching her pussy and his tongue flicked out. The wet tip of it swept across Janice's trembling pussy lips and he smacked his lips eagerly. It was fantastic. Janice's pussy did taste the same as it smelled. It was a rich, creamy taste, different than anything he'd ever tasted before. It was a taste that made his cock lurch and jerk and his mouth watered uncontrollably.
"Ooooooh!" Janice squealed. She felt Bill's hot tongue slip between her cunt lips and her eyes flew open. She could hardly believe what she saw. Bill's head was right down there between her legs and his tongue was slipping into her moist pussy groove.
"You're… you're licking it!" Janice gasped. The sensation was so exquisite she couldn't even think. Bill's tongue was probing like a snake, slipping through her trembling tissues and touching the quivering depths of her pussy.
Bill drew his head back for a moment. He wanted to know how Janice liked it. He was about to ask her when she cried out again.
"Don't stop! Please, Bill – I don't want you to stop! It feels so wonderful I can hardly stand it. Do it some more, honey – please!"
Bill chuckled. Janice's response to his licking was even better than he had hoped. Her eyes were shining and her face was pink with lust. Bill could tell that she had never been so excited. Licking Janice's pussy had been a perfect thing to do. She liked it so well that he could take all the time he wanted to explore every inch of her sweet-tasting cunt.
Bill's tongue shot out again. He felt Janice's legs spread. She was holding them open by herself now. He eased up with his hands and moved them up to cup her pussymound. His fingers found the trembling lips of her cunt and pulled them apart, exposing the rich pink of her inner pussy. Now he could really see where to lick. He would give Janice the thrill of her life.
Bill watched the cream gush out of Janice's spasming pussy mouth. He swirled his tongue in it and tasted. It was so hot and good that he couldn't seem to get enough of it. Pussy cream was the best thing he had ever tasted. Now he could understand why some men talked about eating pussy. It was really fun.
Janice was completely helpless under the thrusts of Bill's long, hot tongue. All she could do was moan and squeal with pleasure. Her mind was whirling so fast that it was impossible to think. She was lost on a sea of lusty pleasure and Bill's tongue was creating a whirlpool that was sucking her right m. Her whole body jerked as she was buffeted back and forth by the waves of ecstasy.
Bill explored Janice's pussy greedily. He remembered how Janice had squealed when his finger touched her clitty. He ran his tongue up her shuddering pussy slit the same way and found the little red bump of her straining love button.
Janice moaned harder as Bill neared her throbbing clitty. She hoped that he was going to lick it. She knew it would be utterly fantastic if he did. She held her breath and tilted her pussy up so that it was wide open to Bill's sweeping tongue.
The tip of Bill's tongue zeroed in on Janice's clit. He felt her jerk as his tongue pressed against it. He knew that it was the most sensitive part of her pussy. He was positive that Janice would go out of her head with lust if he flicked it back and forth.
Janice squealed loudly. Bill's tongue had found its mark. It pushed her erect clitty down and flipped it up and down. Hot electric flashes of passion rushed through Janice's cunt and it felt so wonderful that she could do nothing but moan and squeal out her enjoyment.
"Yesssss!" Janice screamed. "Oh, yes! That's it! Oooooh! It's so wonderful I think I'm going to die!"
Janice's heels beat on the mattress. She just couldn't hold still. Bill's tongue was flashing across her clitty and the thrills kept getting stronger and stronger with every lick. She had never felt this way when she and Bill were fucking. These flashes were absolutely blinding and Janice just couldn't control the horny way that her body reacted.
"Suck it!" Janice screamed. She wasn't shy any longer. She couldn't possibly be shy with Bill's head right down there between her less and his tongue pressing and flicking across her joy button.
She was so excited that she had to scream out her horny desires. She had to come this way. She would die if she didn't.
Bill's cock was so hard by this time he was almost afraid that it would explode against Janice's leg. He rubbed it back and forth on her silky skin as he licked. He thought about turning around and pushing it between her lips. He didn't want to stop licking, though. That could wait until he'd given Janice a good come. Then she could suck his cock and he would lick her pussy again.
Bill was startled when Janice hollered for him to suck her clitty. He hadn't expected her to be quite so bold. It didn't matter, though. He liked the way she was telling him what she wanted him to do. Then he would know exactly what felt the best. He wanted to lick Janice's pussy better than anyone else could. Tonight was Janice's night. She would get the best cunt licking he could give her.
Bill flicked Janice's clitty one last time with his tongue. Then he clamped his lips around the stiff little lump and sucked it right into his mouth. He chewed it with his lips and flicked it at the same time with his hot tongue. He was sure that Janice would love that.
"Aaaaaagh!" Janice gurgled. She was so excited she couldn't even speak. All she could do was cry and squeal as Bill's lips massaged the sensitive little bud of her clit.
Janice felt a rippling deep inside her pussy. It felt like it was literally turning inside out. Her body jerked like she was connected to a live wire and she could see colored explosions of light behind her eyelids.
"Ooooooh, darling!" she screamed. "It's going to come! My pussy's going to come. I can feel it!"
Bill sucked and chewed faster. He could feel Janice's clitty throbbing too. Her whole pussy slit was wet and slick from his licking. His tongue slipped over the hard little button and Janice's body tensed.
"Aaaaagh!" she screamed again. Her body lifted right up off the bed, her pussy pressing up toward his face. Her back was bent like a tightly stretched bow and she was shuddering and shaking so hard that it was difficult for Bill to keep his lips in place around her clit.
"More!" Janice squealed. "Just a little more – aaaaaagh! Yesssss! AAAAAAAGH!"
Janice felt her whole body jerk. Her clitty was throbbing so hard that there was a dull roaring in her ears. She heard a thin high scream and she dimly realized that the sound was coming from her own throat. The waves of pleasure were coming so fast now that she felt like she was caught up in a tornado, floating and swirling in the air with only Bill's lips around her hot little clit, keeping her from rushing away into another world.
Janice's pussy gave a mighty spasm. Rockets went off inside her head and there was a ringing sound in her ears. Hot thrills shuddered through her whole body and she came with a blinding flash of pure light.
The thrilling spasms went on and on. Janice came so hard that she thought she was going to die for sure. She'd never felt anything like this before.
She was sure that the bed must be soaking from the sticky cream that gushed from her spasmmg pussy mouth.
Bill felt Janice's pussy come and come. He waited until the last tingling thrills had passed and then he gently removed his lips from her clitty.
"Well?" he asked, grinning at her. "How did you like that?"
Janice was so astounded that she couldn't even reply. She shook her head from side to side and tried to stop the shudders that were still rippling through her body. She waited until her breathing was normal again and finally she opened her mouth.
"I-I never dreamed that anything could feel like that!" she gasped in a voice that was still shaky with passion. "I just never knew that I could come that hard. It was just fantastic!"
Bill grinned. He hadn't needed Janice's words to tell him that she had loved his first attempt at pussy licking. One look at her face told him that. Her skin was still flushed and she looked like someone had just handed her a million dollars. Even her eyes were shining in a different way. She was more beautiful than Bill had ever seen her. She was positively radiant.
Janice managed to sit up. Then she looked over at Bill and giggled lewdly. "I don't know what gave you the idea to lick my pussy but I sure hope you don't forget it. I never felt anything like that before."
"That's just how I felt when you sucked my cock," Bill explained. "There's no way to put that feeling in words. I figured that licking your pussy would feel almost as good to you as I felt when you licked my cock."
Janice clamped her hand to her mouth. She looked as guilty as hell.
"I-I forgot!" she moaned. "I was going to lick your cock tonight and I forgot all about it the minute you touched my pussy!"
Bill chuckled. "I sort of figured you would," he admitted. "Let's go in and have some dinner. Then we can come back to bed and try some sixty-nine."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Sally Jean switched on the light. She looked over at Roger and made a face at his sleeping body. He hadn't gotten home until midnight and he was so drunk that he could hardly walk. She had managed to get him undressed and into bed but he had passed out cold before she could even ask him where he'd been so late.
"You're a prick!" Sally Jean muttered in Roger's direction. He didn't even stir. He was snoring and his mouth was open a little. He looked just disgusting.
Sally Jean got out of bed with a bounce other round little butt cheeks. Roger was usually a light sleeper but he didn't even move as she jounced the bed. He was really out like a light.
There was a dim light on in the living room and Sally Jean didn't bother turning on another. She opened the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of wine that they were saving for a dinner party. Two quick glasses later she was still angry. She thought maybe the wine would calm her dawn and help her to sleep but it was having the opposite effect. The only thing the wine was doing was making her horny and Roger was in no condition to do anything about it.
Sally Jean drank another glassful. The itch in her hot pussy was getting stronger. She really wanted to be fucked but that was impossible. There was no way she could wake Roger up. He was dead to the world.
Sally Jean looked at her wineglass. It looked pretty with the dim light shining through the red liquid. She blinked once and then there were two glasses, the images blending into each other every time she shifted her gaze.
"I'm drunk!" Sally Jean said out loud to the empty living room. "I'm drunk and I'm horny. What a bummer!"
Instead of being depressed about her problem, Sally Jean started to giggle. No wonder so many frustrated women drank. It made everything seem funny, even Roger.
Sally Jean thought about Roger and she giggled even harder. Good old Roger, expecting her to be a prim, proper, straight wife. If Roger knew the lewd thoughts that ran through her mind sometimes, he'd probably die of shock.
Sally Jean began to think lewd thoughts. She giggled as she thought about sucking Roger's cock. That was pretty naughty, all right. Roger would die if she ever did it.
Suddenly Sally Jean's eyes crinkled at the corners. She started laughing so hard that she almost fell right off the couch. She should go and try it. She should try it just to see if Roger would sleep right through it.
The more Sally Jean considered the idea, the funnier it became. She made up her mind and pushed herself to her feet. She was going to do it. She was going to go right in the bedroom and suck Roger's cock to see what would happen.
Sally Jean giggled all the way to the bedroom. She walked with exaggerated care, tiptoeing through the soft pile of the rug. In her mind she was being very quiet, gilding into the bedroom on air until she was standing right next to Roger's sleeping body.
"Oh, boy! Have I got a nice treat for you!" Sally Jean whispered. She whipped the covers off Roger's body and pulled down his pajama pants with one smooth motion. She didn't even notice that Roger hadn't moved.
Sally Jean giggled again as she spied Roger's cock lying small and soft on his thigh. She sat down on the edge of the bed and leaned over so far she almost fell right on top of him.
"Let's see if you can sleep through this!" Sally Jean giggled. She reached out with her fingers and grabbed the soft length of Roger's cock. Then she tickled it all over with the tips of her fingers, trying to make it hard.
"Oh, shit!" Sally Jean muttered. Her light stroking was having no effect at all on Roger's sleeping cock. That struck her as being terribly funny and she had to let go to giggle some more.
"It's going to take more than that to wake you up," she sighed. Her fingers closed around his soft cock once more and she lowered her head. It was hard to aim her mouth at Roger's prick because she was seeing double. Sally Jean struggled for a moment and blinked until his cock came into focus. Then she popped it right into her open mouth before it could turn into two cocks again.
"Mmmmmm," Sally Jean moaned. This was kind of fun. Roger's cock was so soft that all of it fit into her mouth at once. She rolled it around with her tongue and started to suck.
Roger was still out cold but his cock was beginning to stir. Sally Jean's eyes widened in surprise as it began growing in her mouth. She sucked a little harder and it stretched out and began to stiffen. Roger's cock was getting hard and he was still sound asleep.
Sally Jean gave a choked little giggle as Roger's prick began to fill her throat. It was awfully funny. She must be doing it right or it wouldn't get hard. His cock was waking up but he was still sleeping.
Sally Jean began to swirl her tongue around the tip of Roger's swelling cock. It jerked a bit in her throat and grew stiffer. He was getting nice and hard now but he was still out cold. Roger was going to sleep right through it. She was sure of that now.
"Mmmmmmm!" Sally Jean groaned. She clamped her lips down a little tighter and began to move her mouth up and down on Roger's prick, just like she was fucking him with her throat. She sucked it in and out for a moment and then she grinned as Roger groaned.
"More," Roger sighed. He didn't wake up though. He seemed to be talking in his sleep.
Sally Jean sucked harder. She jacked his cock up and down with her lips as fast as she could. Maybe Roger really would wake up. That would be a blast. It would be fun to see the expression on his face when he saw what she was doing.
"That's it, baby," Roger muttered. "Get it nice and hard."
Sally Jean sucked harder and faster. She felt a thrill deep in her pussy at Roger's words. He really liked what she was doing to his cock. She liked it too. As Roger's cock got harder and harder, Sally Jean's pussy began to get sticky with cream. Sucking on Roger's cock was making her pussy twinge in a very pleasant way. She could hardly wait for Roger to wake up and fuck her.
Roger moaned again. He muttered something under his breath. His cock was almost hard enough to fuck with now. Sally Jean quivered with excitement as it began to dribble cream out of the end.
Roger muttered again. Then he opened his mouth wide. "Suck it all out, Joy," he said clearly. "Make my big cock come right in your mouth."
Sally Jean's eyes flew open. She couldn't have heard Roger right. He had called her Joy. That was the name of his secretary.
Suddenly Sally Jean's head cleared. She felt like she'd been struck by a bolt of lightning. Her head wasn't fuzzy any more and things weren't funny either. She sucked Roger's cock harder and harder, trying to get him to say something else. She still wasn't sure that she'd heard him right.
Roger moaned. He twisted a little under Sally Jean's body and sighed in pleasure.
"You sure know how to suck cocks, Joy! Don't forget to lock the office door. We don't want anyone to walk in while you're sucking my cock." Sally Jean pulled back so fast that Roger's cock popped out of her mouth with a wet sound. She stared at Roger in shock. This time she was sure that she'd heard him right.
Sally Jean jumped to her feet with a violent motion. She ran out of the bedroom and huddled on the couch. So it was true after all! Roger was fucking another woman. He'd been playing around with his secretary, Joy.
Sally Jean trembled in anger. Her worst suspicions were true. Not only was Roger cheating on her, he was doing things with other women that he wouldn't do with her. Joy had sucked his cock. She had probably squealed and moaned when they were fucking too. Roger expected her to stay at home and act like a proper wife, an innocent little baby, while he went out and did all those wild things she wanted to do with another woman!
The effect of the wine was completely worn off now. Sally Jean was so mad she was fit to be tied. Joy was having all the fun with Roger while she was forced to be prim and proper at home. That wasn't fair at all!
Sally Jean was so mad her hands were shaking. She wanted to go right out and find another man to fuck her. If Roger wouldn't let her do the things she wanted to do, she'd find someone else to appreciate her charms.
Sally Jean headed for the kitchen. She put on a pot of coffee to clear away the last fuzzy effects of the wine. She was going to go straight out and find a lover. Just as soon as she was in condition to drive.
When the coffee was ready Sally Jean gulped two cups, scalding hot. That ought to do it. She slipped on her sexiest outfit and grabbed the car keys. She was going to go out and have fun. The hell with Roger!
Sally Jean didn't glance at her watch until she got into the car. Then she groaned in frustration. It was two o'clock. All the bars would be closed. There was nowhere to go at two o'clock in the morning. She'd have to wait until tomorrow.
It was so dark in the car that Sally Jean couldn't find her purse. She groped around for a moment and then she groaned. She had forgotten it upstairs and her house keys were inside. There was no house key on the ring with the car keys. She always kept the house key in an inside flap of her purse.
Sally Jean got out of the car and headed back upstairs. She'd just have to wake Roger up to let her in. Then she stopped halfway up the stairs and frowned. There was no way she could wake up Roger. He certainly wouldn't wake up to her knock on the door when sucking his cock hadn't brought him out of his sleep. She was locked out and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.
Sally Jean sat down on the stairs and stared at the carpet. She was really in a fix now. Then she sat forward suddenly and listened. There was the sound of a television coning from Nita's apartment. It sounded like they were still up. She hated to knock at this time of night but she didn't really have much of a choice. It was getting cold on the stairs and everyone else was asleep. They'd probably let her spend the night on their couch if she explained the situation.
Sally Jean tiptoed to Nita's apartment door. She could hear Nita's voice. She was definitely still up. She would have to knock and ask to spend the night on their couch.
Sally Jean knocked. She waited for a moment and knocked again. She didn't even think of what she was going to say until the door opened and the most handsome man she'd ever seen gazed at her curiously.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Sally Jean swallowed hard. She cleared her throat nervously. "Uh, hi!" she said, blushing. "I'm Sally Jean from upstairs and I locked myself out of my apartment. Uh, could I come in and get warm?"
Allen blinked in astonishment. This was the strangest thing that had ever happened to him. He could understand why Sally Jean was cold, though.
The dress she had on was cut down so low in front that he could see a peek of her nipples that were threatening to pop out. The dress was short too. His eyes feasted on inch after inch of tanned thigh before he recovered enough to stand aside and usher her in.
"Who is it, honey?" Nita called from the living room. Then she caught sight of Sally Jean in the doorway and her mouth opened in shock.
"Sally Jean!" she exclaimed. "What on earth happened to you?"
Sally Jean blushed in embarrassment. Her mind flew, trying to think up some plausible explanation for what she was doing out so late and why she was dressed in that short, low-cut dress. Then she sighed. She couldn't think of a thing except the truth.
Suddenly the whole thing struck Sally Jean funny. Either the wine was starting to hit her again or she was cracking up. She collapsed next to Nita on the couch and giggled uproariously.
"You'll never believe it!" she sputtered. "I wish I could think up a good excuse but I can't and you'll never believe what really happened. Never in a million years!"
"Get Sally Jean a drink," Nita said quickly. She pulled a quilt off the back of the couch and wrapped it around the girl's shoulders.
"Don't say a word until you drink a hot toddy," Nita advised.
Every time Sally Jean opened her mouth to explain, Nita shushed her. She and Allen waited until the hot toddy was ready and Sally Jean had taken a couple of quick gulps.
"Now you can tell us," Nita said. "I have a feeling this is going to be good."
Sally Jean was so embarrassed her face was bright pink. She stumbled through her story, not leaving out anything. She even told them how she had tried to wake up Roger by sucking his cock. Once she started talking, she began to feel much better. The whole story came tumbling out so fast that Nita and Allen had to strain to hear it.
"That's all," Sally Jean said at last. "That's why I have to ask if I can spend the night on your couch."
Nita blinked once and then she started giggling. "You, poor dear!" she exclaimed. "You've really had a rough night, haven't you?"
Sally Jean nodded. Then she giggled too. "The worst part of it was when I finally decided to go out and get fucked and then I realized that there was nowhere to go. Where can you go to find a lover at two o'clock in the morning?"
Allen and Nita exchanged a glance charged with meaning. Then Allen smiled slowly.
"I think you stumbled on the right place," he said, grinning at Nita. "You can always come here to get fucked. Isn't that right, Nita?"
It took a moment for the meaning of Allen's statement to sink into Sally Jean's mind. Then she gazed back and forth from Nita to Allen with a curious look on her face.
"I think you'd better explain that," Sally Jean said, trying not to blush too much. "This drink made me a little dizzy. I guess I'm not thinking too good."
Nita giggled. "It's just the way Allen said," she echoed. "If you want some fun, you've come to the right place. Allen and I don't mind sharing some fun with a friend. Isn't that right, Allen?"
Allen nodded. He got up and walked over to Sally Jean. She was sitting motionless on the couch with her glass still in her frozen hand. He took the glass and set it on the coffee table. Then he reached out with both hands and thrust his fingers right down inside the low-cut top of her dress, squeezing her titties and rubbing his thumbs against her nipples lewdly.
Sally Jean was so shocked she couldn't move for a moment. She was frozen to the spot, feeling Allen's fingers pulling and tugging on her nipples, sending delicious ripples through her horny body.
"But… what about… I mean, won't you get jealous if Allen plays around with me?" Sally Jean squeaked. Her eyes met Nita's and she shivered all over as she read the lusty expression in Nita's eyes.
"Allen and I love to have fun together," Nita grinned. "I told you we don't mind sharing with friends. Why don't you just slip off that sexy little dress and give yourself a treat. Allen knows just how to take care of a hot pussy."
Sally Jean blinked rapidly. Her head was whirling and she thrilled to the demanding touch of Allen's fingers on her titties. It felt so good she couldn't ask him to stop now. Her nipples were sticking out like hard, red marbles, punching against his fingertips.
"Oooooh, yes!" Sally Jean gasped. She had trouble believing that this was really happening to her. Allen and Nita weren't all hung up about sex the way Roger was. She was sure that they would let her do anything she wanted to. Lusty shivers of excitement swept through her moist pussy and Sally Jean reached behind her and pulled down the zipper of her dress before she could think about what she was doing.
"Oooooh, I need it so bad!" Sally Jean moaned. The slinky red dress slithered down around her ankles and she stood in front of Allen and Nita completely nude. Her titties thrust out at the air like two white mountains. Her legs trembled lustily and she walked over to the couch again, looking Allen straight in the eye.
"I want to do everything," she gasped. "I'm sick of being straight and proper. Show me how to have some real fun."
Nita giggled. This was really turning out to be an exceptional night. Sally Jean was the last person she would have chosen for this horny party. She had acted so innocent this afternoon. Nita knew that people didn't always act the way they really felt, though. Inside Sally Jean's proper body there was a wild, lusty woman begging to be let out. Nita's pussy snapped wildly as she watched Sally Jean's arms fly around Allen's neck. She was going to be fun in a threesome. She was acting like a totally different person.
"What do you want to try, Sally Jean?" Nita asked. "You said you wanted to try everything. What do you want first?"
Sally Jean blushed. She couldn't help it. There was one thing that she wanted to try more than anything else. It was pretty weird, though. She didn't know if she should say it or not. Nita and Allen might think she was awful if she came right out and said it.
Sally Jean smiled as she made up her mind. She wasn't going to feel guilty about her lusty urges any longer. Nita had told her to come right out and ask for what she wanted. That was exactly what she was going to do.
"I've always wanted to have my pussy licked," Sally Jean announced bravely. "I'd like to try sucking a cock when the man's awake too. I couldn't really tell if I was doing it right with Roger."
Allen chuckled. "I'll make a bargain with you," he suggested, winking at Nita. "I'll lick your pussy if you suck my cock first. Nita can even teach you how to do it. She's the best cock sucker around."
Sally Jean giggled. She was beginning to feel much better already. Things didn't seem half as bad now that she'd found Nita and Allen to make her feel better.
Nita unzipped the front of her robe. She slipped it off and sat down next to Sally Jean. "You'd better hurry up and get out of your clothes," she warned Allen. "I can't very well give a cock sucking lesson if your cock is all covered up."
Allen pulled off his shirt. Then he unzipped his pants and stepped out of his shorts. His cock sprang into view, rigid and thick.
"Ooooooh!" Sally Jean moaned. Her mouth started to water the moment she spied Allen's big cock. It was thick and long and as she stared at it, Allen's cock gave a little jerk of readiness.
"Get down on the floor on your back," Nita ordered. "We'll do it on the floor. It'll be easier that way."
Allen stretched out on his back. His cock throbbed and stuck straight out from his belly, a thick pole of hot, stiff flesh.
"What do I do first?" Sally Jean asked eagerly. She couldn't seem to tear her eyes away from Allen's big cock. She felt a sucking spasm deep in her pussy as she thought about really taking it into her mouth and licking on it.
"Get down there where you can reach it with your mouth," Nita giggled. "You're never going to learn cock sucking if you just keep staring at it like that."
Sally Jean blushed. "It's so pretty!" she tried to explain. "And it's so big! I'm never going to be able to get it all in my mouth, Nita."
Nita smiled knowingly. "We'll just take it slow and I bet you'll be swallowing it all before we're through," she promised. "You'd be surprised what a cock you can take in your throat if you're horny enough."
Sally Jean shivered. There was no doubt that she was horny. Her pussy was spasming so hard that she felt like she was going to come without even getting her tongue on Allen's hard cock. She couldn't understand why just the sight of his hard prick should make her so horny. She didn't care, though. The tingles in her pussy were too delicious to try to explain. It didn't make any difference why they were happening just as long as they kept on.
"Now what?" Sally Jean asked. She was kneeling right beside Allen and her lips were so close to his cock that she could almost taste it.
"Just start on his balls," Nita advised. "Lick them all over until they're nice and slippery. Then stop and I'll tell you what to do next."
Sally Jean bent down until her head was right between Allen's legs. She flicked out her tongue and touched the hot, wrinkled surface of Allen's nutsacs.
"Mmmmmm," Sally Jean moaned. Allen's balls tasted hot and salty. She liked the way they rippled under the tip of her tongue. She could tell that Allen liked the way she was licking at his balls. They were pulsing and throbbing and she could hear his gasps of pleasure as her tongue got bolder and bolder.
Sally Jean concentrated on covering every inch of Allen's jerking balls. She wanted to do it just the way that Nita had told her to. Knowing, how to suck cock was going to come in very handy. Sally Jean could hardly wait to become as expert as Allen said Nita was. She wanted some man to compliment her the way Allen had complimented Nita.
Sally Jean licked until every inch of Allen's balls were covered with slippery hot saliva. Then she sat up and grinned at Nita proudly.
"I did it!" she exclaimed. "Now what do I do next?"
"Now you start working your way to the top of his prick," Nita instructed. "Just pretend that you're shinnying up a pole with your tongue. Lick around in circles until you get to the top. Then stop and I'll tell you what to do next."
Sally Jean bent back to her task eagerly. Allen's prick was really hard now. It was sticking up straight and tall like a flagpole and there was a shiny wetness on the end.
"Awwww!" Allen moaned. His cock jerked as the tip of Sally Jean's tongue started flicking around the base of his cock. For a beginner she was really doing great. Having Nita right there watching made it doubly exciting. Allen was so turned on that he could hardly breathe. He gasped and moaned as Sally Jean's tongue climbed slowly around his cock.
Nita watched for a long moment. She could tell that Allen was really having a good time. His cock was jerking and pulsing and the end of it got shinier as Sally Jean's tongue climbed higher.
Nita felt a flood of steamy wet pussyj uice gush over her hot cunt tissues. Watching Sally Jean lick Allen's cock was doing nice things for her pussy. Being the one to teach Sally Jean about prick licking made her feel almost as if she were doing the licking herself. Her pussy was certainly acting that way. It was getting moist and sticky just the way it did when she licked Allen's cock herself.
Allen thought his balls were going to burst before Sally Jean reached the tip of his prick. It was all he could do to keep his load of cum in control. His cock wanted to shoot so bad that he had to concentrate on something else to keep from coming.
"Hold it, honey," Nita warned. She noticed the way that Allen was clenching his fists and his eyes had that pre-orgasm glazed look. She didn't want him to come yet. She wasn't through teaching Sally Jean.
Allen tried to ignore the fiery sensations in his stiff prick as Sally Jean licked higher. She had only an inch to go before she touched the silky skin of his cock head. That would really be a test of endurance. If he could keep from coming when she touched the end of his prick with her tongue he could make it through anything.
Sally Jean's tongue was coming closer and closet to Allen's engorged prick head. She swirled around the indented ridge at the top of his cock, sweeping her tongue around and around. Then she leaned back and sighed.
"Was that all right?" she asked. Her voice was quivering a little. Licking Allen's cock had made her pussy pulse and quiver too. She could feel how wet it was getting. Hot, thick cream coated her trembling pussy lips and there was a warm, pleasant feeling deep in her pussy tunnel.
"That was just fine," Nita complimented her. Nita's voice sounded shaky too. Sally Jean wasn't the only one who was excited. Nita's pussy was driving her crazy with the little rippling thrills that chased back and forth from her shaking pussy walls to the pulsing mouth of her cunt.
"Now comes the fun part," Nita said. "See all that shiny stuff at the tip of Allen's cock? That's cum, and you get to lick it up and swallow it."
Sally Jean licked her lips. She could hardly wait to find out what Allen's cum tasted like. She wanted to be polite, though. Nita was being so nice about letting her practice on Allen's cock. Maybe she should give her the first taste.
"Uh, would you like the first taste?" Sally Jean offered. "I can tell that you're just dying to taste a little bit too."
Nita giggled. Sally Jean was very perceptive. She sure did want the first taste of Allen's hot cum.
Nita moved to the other side of Allen's quivering body. She bent down and flicked out the tip of her tongue. Then she dipped it right in the dark-red hole of Allen's cock head, smacking her lips greedily and swallowing in obvious relish.
"Mmmmmm!" Nita groaned. "That tastes so good! Lick it a little more Sally Jean, and there'll be another drop for you."
Sally Jean didn't wait for a second invitation. Her whole body felt hot as she leaned down and flicked her tongue right over the soft, silky head of Allen's cock.
She licked for a few moments and sat up again. There it was. Another bubble of bright, glistening cream hung at the tip of his prick.
"Get it!" Nita urged. "Scoop it up with your tongue and roll it around in your mouth so you can taste it good. There's plenty more where that came from."
Allen groaned. There sure was plenty more and it was threatening to shoot right out of the hole in the end of his cock. Having two beautiful women take turns tasting his cum was almost more than Allen's tortured balls could bear. He wouldn't be able to hold out much longer. He felt his balls jerk wildly as Sally Jean bent over again.
Sally Jean's tongue darted out like a snake's. She dipped the end of it in Allen's red glans hole and scooped out the bubble of cum just like Nita had told her to do. Then she rolled it around on her tongue and tasted.
"Oooooh," she moaned, swallowing greedily. "You were right, Nita! That's really good! I want lots more of it."
"You'll get it!" Allen groaned. He hoped that Sally Jean would hurry and suck his cock now, before it was too late. The way his balls were swelling and jerking, he knew it wouldn't be very long before he spurted right down her throat.
"Now you get to suck it," Nita explained carefully. "You've got to make a ring with your lips and fuck your mouth right down over the head of his cock. Lick with your tongue at the same time. If you feel like you're taking too much, just swallow. That'll relax your throat muscles and let all of Allen's cock go down."
Sally Jean grinned. That sounded easy. She was sure she could do it. Especially when she knew what the reward would be if she did it right. Her tummy was clamoring for more of Allen's hot cream. She wanted a whole bellyful to shoot down her throat.
Nita laughed and pushed Sally Jean forward. "Don't waste time thinking about it," she teased. "Now's your chance. Allen's not going to be able to hold out much longer and you want to get all the practice you can before his cock shoots."
Sally Jean pursed her lips the way Nita had told her to. Then she bent right over the pulsing red head of his cock. She fucked her lips down slowly, trying to get all of the lovely big shaft into her throat.
"Swallow!" Nita reminded her. "Just swallow and it'll all go down."
Sally Jean's eyes got big as Allen's cock filled her mouth. It was hard to swallow with her mouth so full. Finally Sally Jean's throat obeyed her commands. She swallowed in a big, noisy gulp and a little more of Allen's cock slid down. Then she swallowed again and even more went in. This wasn't so bad. Sally Jean knew that she had caught on now. All she had to do was to keep swallowing and she'd get all of Allen's cock in her throat.
Nita watched Sally Jean anxiously. She seemed to be doing just fine. If she could keep swallowing she would get it all. A little twinge of excitement centered in Nita's wet pussy. She was going to have to do something about her lusty cunt pretty soon. Watching Sally Jean suck Allen's prick was making her so horny that she could hardly stand it.
Sally Jean swallowed until she felt Allen's balls push right up against her face. She'd done it! Allen's cock was all the way in her throat and it felt wonderful. It was hot and heavy and every time it jerked, Sally Jean felt an answering throb in her hot pussy.
"Lick with your tongue too," Nita reminded her. "Lick and suck at the same time. If you do that, you'll get a whole load of Allen's hot cum right down your throat."
Sally Jean pushed her tongue forward. It was hard to do with her mouth so full. She pressed her tongue to the underside of Allen's pulsing cock and wiggled it back and forth. She heard his groan of lust and she knew why Nita had told her to do that. Pushing her tongue against the underside of Allen's cock seemed to drive him right out of his mind.
Sally Jean swallowed and licked and sucked, just the way Nita had told her to. She felt Allen's big cock throb harder and harder. Then his balls started to jerk and he yelled out wildly.
"Awwwwwww!" Allen yelped. "Here it comes, Sally Jean! Here comes a big load of cum for you!"
Sally Jean kept right on sucking. She could feel the tremors starting in Allen's cock. It swelled up so big that she thought her mouth was going to split open. Then great hot blasts of creamy cum gushed right down her throat.
"Mmmmmm!" Sally Jean squealed. She couldn't open her mouth to say anything. It was stuffed full of Allen's exploding, jerking cock. She moaned through her nose and sucked as hard as she could. It was the most exciting thing she'd ever done.
Sally Jean sucked until the last squirt of cream had splashed don her throat. Allen had to push her head away when he had finished pumping. Sally Jean seemed to want to suck his whole body right down her throat.
"That was great!" Allen gasped, grinning at her. "Now you get your treat. Remember what I promised?"
Sally Jean trembled. For a moment, she had forgotten all about it. Allen had promised to lick her pussy. How could she have forgotten something so exciting as that?
Nita giggled. She pulled her fingers out of her pussy with a wet, sticky sound. "I'm going to have to get in on this too," she complained. "My pussy's so hot it's practically burning up."
Allen chuckled. "I had a feeling that was going to happen," he laughed. "I could tell that you were getting pretty hot watching Sally Jean suck my cock. I think I can take care of both of you, though."
Sally Jean's eyes widened in surprise. She couldn't imagine how Allen was going to do that. She didn't want to ask any stupid questions, though. She'd just wait and see.
Nita giggled and painted at Allen's crotch. "You've got the equipment to take care of both of us," she remarked. "Just look at that, Sally Jean. We're going to have to call him quick-draw."
Sally Jean lowered her eyes to Allen's crotch. Then she gasped in delight. Allen's big cock was hard and ready again, and he'd just finished shooting down her throat. She'd never even heard of that before. She didn't see how he could be that hard again so soon.
Allen dropped down to his back on the floor again. "You can get on top, Nita," he offered. "Then Sally Jean can sit on my face and I can lick her pussy while you ride my cock."
"Great!" Nita exclaimed. She straddled Allen's legs and began to lower her pussy right down on top of his cock. There was a big happy smile on her face as her pussy began to swallow Allen's cock.
Sally Jean gulped. She wondered why she'd never thought of fucking that way. Roger had never suggested that she get on top. Of course Roger hadn't really tried out anything that was fun with her. She felt a little stab of jealousy run through her body. Roger had probably done that with Joy, but she was supposed to be a proper wife. Of course proper wives wouldn't ever get on top.
"Hey! Come out of that dream world!" Allen said, snapping his fingers at Sally Jean. "You want to get your pussy licked, don't you?"
Sally Jean felt her pussy tingle at Allen's words. She sure did! She wasn't sure about sitting on his face though. That was awfully kinky.
"Hurry up, Sally Jean," Nita urged. "Just crawl over here and spread your legs. Kneel down and straddle Allen's head. He'll lick your pussy so good you'll almost die!"
Sally Jean quivered. She could hardly wait. She didn't care if it was kinky or not. She wanted to do it.
She wanted to find out what it would feel like to have Allen's tongue slip over her sticky wet pussy slit.
"L-like that?" Sally Jean asked. She knelt down over Allen's face and began to lower her pussy. It was kind of embarrassing. She was spread wide open this way. Allen had a clear view of her shuddering pussy groove.
"Bring it down, Sally Jean," Allen urged. "Come on now. Don't be shy. I want to bury my tongue in that sweet wet pussy of yours."
Sally Jean's pussy dipped lower and lower. She shut her eyes and inched downward. She could feel Allen's hot breath on her pussy slit and it made a funny tingling sensation start in her tummy. She was so excited that her pussy gushed out more and more steamy, white cream. She felt like she was going to drown Allen in the flooding juice.
"Mmmmmmm," Allen groaned. "I like it already. Come down a little more Sally Jean. I want to lick your pussy until you came."
Sally Jean's legs were trembling so hard that she could hardly keep her balance. She felt a wet, hot thrill as Allen's tongue slipped out and fluttered over her puffy pussy lips. It felt so wonderful that she couldn't hold back her cry of delight.
"Aaaaagh!" Sally Jean yelped. A little shudder of fear ran through her body as she squealed. Then she giggled in relief. It didn't make any difference if she squealed now. Allen wouldn't care. He wasn't like Roger at all. He seemed to get turned on by squeals and groans of pleasure.
"It feels good, doesn't it?" Nita asked. She was bouncing up and down on Allen's hard cock now and she looked like she was having the time of her life.
Sally Jean was so excited she couldn't even talk. She just moaned again and nodded her head. It felt just wonderful. Who would dream that pussy licking could feel so good!
"Suck her clitty for her," Nita suggested, bouncing up and down a little bit faster. "Give her a real thrill, Allen. I want to see Sally Jean come."
Sally Jean's pussy really gushed as Allen's tongue zeroed in on her straining little clit. She'd never felt anything like this before. It felt like Allen was lighting her pussy on fire with his lapping tongue. Her clitty bounced and pulsed as Allen lapped it with the tip of his tongue. When he sucked the little sensitive bud into his mouth and chewed on it with his lips, Sally Jean thought she was going to go straight through the floor.
"Aaaaagh!" she squealed. "Oh, yes! It's wonderful! Harder, Allen lick my clitty and bite it!"
Nita grinned happily. It was about time that Sally Jean was having a little bit of fun. Marriage to Roger sounded like a real bore. It was too bad that she and Allen couldn't do something to wake Roger up to Sally Jean's needs.
"Oh!" Nita gasped. She just had an idea that might turn the tables on Roger. She felt a little sexy tingle shoot through her rippling pussy. It would be fun to do it, too. Her idea was the sexiest, wildest thing she'd ever thought up.
"Yessss!" Sally Jean moaned. She could feel her pussy spasm wildly. She needed something in her throbbing pussy tunnel. Nita was sitting on Allen's cock, though.
Allen seemed to read her mind. He gave her clitty one last suck with his lips and then his tongue darted down and pushed right in the spasming mouth of Sally Jean's quivering cunt.
"Aaaagh!" Sally Jean hollered. Allen was shoving his tongue in and out of her pussy hole, just like he was fucking her. The hot feeling in the back of Sally Jean's pussy tunnel grew and grew and turned into a full-scale, three-alarm fire. She let out a loud howl of lust and started to come harder than she'd ever come in her whole life.
"AAAAAGH!" Sally Jean's squeals of delight bounced out of her throat. Nita heard her squeals and her own pussy began to ripple and shudder. She was so close to orgasm herself, that Sally Jean's horny screams brought her right over the edge.
"I'm coming too!" Nita yelled. Her pussy contracted and spasmed around the stiff length of Allen's cock and Allen gasped in horny delight. He had been planning on fucking for a long time but Nita's pussy was sucking the cum right out.
"Ooooooh! Here it comes!" he yelled. His cock stiffened and stretched out. Then his glans hole opened up and his balls pumped wildly. Great splashes of cum shot out of the tip of Allen's cock and soaked the inside of Nita's shuddering cunt. It was so good that it seemed to go on and on forever, all three of them coming again and again.
"Wow!" Sally Jean giggled, slipping to the rug. "I never thought pussy licking would be so good!"
Her face fell as she realized that Roger would never do anything like this to her, even if he did know how good it would make her feel.
"I sure wish Roger would lick my pussy!" Sally Jean wailed. "There's just got to be a way to change him."
"I think there is," Nita answered slowly. "I want you two to listen to a little plan I just thought up. If it works, Roger will be a changed man."



CHAPTER NINE


"Now remember," Nita explained, "it may look pretty strange to you but we've all agreed that we want to help Sally Jean."
Miriam nodded gravely. She wasn't sure that she liked Nita's plan but she couldn't think of anything better.
"I think it might just work," George declared, slipping an arm around Miriam's shoulder. "I sure didn't ever think I'd be part of an orgy, though. Are you sure you don't mind, Miriam?"
"Don't be silly," Miriam said. "You know I'd do anything to help Sally Jean. Besides, it might just turn out to be fun."
Janice and Bill glanced at each other. Then Janice broke the silence by giggling. "I think it's a great idea!" she said. "It'll serve Roger right!"
Bill laughed. "That means you'll go along with it, right, honey?"
Janice giggled. "I'm just glad that Nita invited us," she said, smiling at Bill and squeezing his hand. "It might be a real blast – especially if it works."
"I'm positive it'll work!" Allen exclaimed, grinning at everyone. "Old Roger'll be pretty pissed off, though. We're going to have to make sure that we tie him up good and tight."
A loud knock sounded on the door. Nita jumped to her feet and went to answer it.
"Just remember to act natural," Allen hissed. "We don't want Roger to get suspicious."
They waited until Allen gave him the high sign. Roger was working on his third drink and he looked pretty plastered. Now was the time to act.
"Hey – I've got a good game we could play," Bill suggested. "One of the guys at the center told me about it. It's supposed to really liven up a party."
"Great!" Nita exclaimed. "You tell us how and we'll all play it. A good game's just what we need."
"First thing I need is a blindfold," Bill said.
"Have you got something we could use, Nita?" Nita ran into the bedroom and came back with a scarf. "How's this?"
"Fine," Bill said. "Now we need somebody to be it. Who's the best game-player here?"
"Roger's pretty good at games," Sally Jean said. "Why don't you volunteer, honey? I'm too shy."
Roger couldn't resist showing off. "Sure," he offered. "What do I have to do?"
Bill pulled a straight-backed chair into the center of the room. "Just sit here," he said, motioning to Roger. "You have to have the blindfold on for this."
Roger swayed across the room and sat down. "Go ahead," he said. "I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
Bill tied the blindfold securely around Roger's eyes. Then he turned around and motioned to Allen and George who were waiting with a length of nylon cord.
"Now just put your hands around and clasp them in back of you," Bill instructed. "I'm going to have to tie your hands for this game too."
Roger frowned. This wasn't like any game he'd ever heard of. "This is silly!" he protested. "Boy! It'd really better be good!"
Bill smiled. "It's the best game I've ever heard of," he said. "I have a feeling you're never going to stop talking about this game."
Bill checked Roger's hands quickly. They were nice and tightly tied. There was no way that Roger could get out of his chair unless someone let him go.
"Now I want you to listen carefully," Bill said a hint of laughter in his voice. "You have to identify every sound you hear."
Roger tilted his head. "I don't hear anything," he answered, looking puzzled.
"I'll tell you when to start listening," Bill said. "We're not quite ready yet."
Sally Jean shivered a little as she slipped out of her clothes. This had better work. Roger would kill her for sure if it didn't. She stretched out on the floor and giggled a little, waiting for Allen, Bill and George to go into action.
"Do you know what that was?" Bill asked, grinning at Sally Jean and kneeling between her legs.
"A giggle," Roger answered slowly. "I think it was Sally Jean's giggle."
"Right!" Bill said. "Now listen for a minute and tell me everything you hear."
Bill bent his head down and snuggled between Sally Jean's legs. He gazed at Sally Jean's pussy and then he stuck his tongue out, lapping right up the moist quivering slit of her cunt.
"Aaaaaah!" Sally Jean moaned. "Ooooooh, yes!"
Roger looked puzzled. "That was Sally Jean's voice," he answered. "She was, well, it sounded like she was moaning or something."
"Listen again," Nita continued. "Maybe it'll be clear this time."
George and Allen dropped to the floor. They bent down at the same time and sucked the tips of Sally Jean's rosy titties right into their mouths. Then they began to chew and flick her nipples with their tongues.
"Aaaaagh!" Sally Jean groaned. "Harder! Ooooooh, that feels so good!"
Roger's face started to turn red. He was beginning to get the message. "Hey!" he growled. "I don't know what you're doing but I don't think it's funny. Get this blindfold off me!"
Nita clicked her tongue. "For shame, Roger," she chided. "We just can't believe you couldn't recognize the sound of Sally Jean having a good time. What's the matter, Roger? Doesn't she ever sound like that when you're fucking her?"
Roger's face turned bright red. "Take off this damn blindfold!" he shouted. "This isn't a bit funny!"
"Oh, I'll take off the blindfold but I don't think you're going to like what you'll see," Nita giggled. "How's this?"
She whisked the blindfold from Roger's eyes and watched his mouth drop open with amazement. His mouth opened and closed soundlessly. He blinked a couple of times and then he let out a bellow of rage.
"You rotten two-timing whore!" Roger sputtered. "Untie my hands! I'm going to kill that lousy whore!"
Nita giggled. She was glad that the boys had used heavy nylon rope. If Roger could have broken the rope he'd probably end up killing them all.
"I think you'd better rephrase that, Roger," she said calmly. "Sally Jean's only doing what comes naturally. After all, what do you expect from a good, loyal wife who's been cheated on?"
"Wh-what?" Roger sputtered. His voice had lost a little of its rage. Not only that, the color was rapidly fading from his face.
"Sally Jean knows all about the little games you play with Joy," Janice chimed in. "And you never let her act like a woman in bed. What's she supposed to do? Spend the rest of her life in a convent?"
Roger's face was white by now. All the steam had gone out of him. Confronted by the truth, he was defeated at his own game.
"You-you know?" Roger stammered. There was fear in his eyes. He cast a quick glance down at Sally Jean and he trembled all over.
"We're just doing what you should have done a long time ago," Bill said, grinning at Roger. "If you don't give Sally Jean what she needs, it's up to the rest of us to do it."
"You never even let her suck your cock!" Nita accused.
"You wouldn't let her act like woman in bed!" Janice said. "You told her it wasn't right for a wife to squeal and moan!"
"And you never, ever, licked her pussy!" Miriam spat out. "I think you're getting just what's coming to you, Roger!"
Roger looked from one woman to the next. His head swiveled back and forth as the accusations came pouring out of their mouths.
"I'm sorry we had to go to such lengths to prove how wrong you were, Roger," George said. "We couldn't let you go on treating Sally Jean like that, though."
Roger opened his mouth. Then he closed it again with a snap. He was in the wrong and he knew it.
"I-I guess I have been a damned fool," he finally admitted in a weak voice. "I can't really blame Sally Jean if she wants a little fun in her life."
"That's just what we were waiting to hear!" Nita said, ginning and clapping her hands. "What do you say we untie Roger's hands now?"
Allen stared at Roger's face. "I guess we could do that," he said slowly. "It depends on Roger, though. We want to make sure the same thing doesn't happen again."
Roger held still while Allen untied him. Then he got stiffly to his feet and headed for the door. "I'll leave tonight, Sally Jean," he said. "There won't be any trouble about the divorce. I guess that's all I can say, except – I'm sorry."
Sally Jean jumped to her feet. It wasn't supposed to turn out this way. She ran for the door and stood against it with her arms folded across her jiggling titties.
"What do you mean, Roger?" she asked, glaring at him. "I thought you promised to change. What's all this about a divorce?"
It took a minute for Sally Jean's words to sink into Roger's befuddled brain. Then a huge smile broke out on his face.
"You mean you don't want a divorce?" he asked, shaking his head in amazement. "You want me to stay, Sally Jean?"
"Of course I do!" Sally Jean exclaimed, throwing her arms around his neck. "I can't have any fun if you're not in on the party."
"Did someone say something about a party?" Nita asked, grinning at Roger and Sally Jean. "I think that's a marvelous idea. We have to do something to celebrate. How about it, Roger? Do you want to party with us, after everything we just did?"
Roger grinned back at Nita. "I sure had it coming!" he groaned. "I probably would have ended up divorced if it wasn't for that little performance you put on."
Sally Jean giggled. "I don't mind if you play around with other women, Roger," she admitted.
"I just want to be sure that I'm in on it."
Roger blinked again. He couldn't believe that he had heard Sally Jean right. "You mean you'd let me fuck anyone here?" His eyes traveled around the room and landed on Miriam. "Even Miriam?" he asked. "You'd really let me fuck her and you wouldn't mind?"
"I wouldn't mind a bit as long as I was there and I could fuck with George," Sally Jean answered. "Playing around can be lots of fun if both of us do it."
"All right!" Nita declared. "That's the spirit! Let's all play around and have some fun. This party is getting mighty dull."
"Let's swap with Janice and Bill," Allen suggested. He turned toward Bill. "How about that?"
"Fine with me," Bill declared, eyeing Nita's round titties. "I'd like that just fine as long as it's all right with Janice."
"Oh, yes!" Janice breathed. She looked at Allen and ginned lewdly. "I hear you're a pretty good pussy licker. How about trying it and letting me see for myself?"
Roger looked absolutely dazed. He just couldn't believe that his whole life was changing right in front of his eyes.
"Well?" Miriam asked, reaching up to run her fingers over Roger's cheek. "How about it, Roger? Do you want to swap?"
Roger threw back his head and howled with laughter. "That's the best offer I've had all night!" he said, beginning to unbutton his shirt. Then he turned and looked at Sally Jean anxiously. "You weren't kidding, were you, hon? It really is all right with you, isn't it?"
"It sure is!" Sally Jean giggled. "George has always turned me on. I bet he's pretty good in bed, right Miriam?"
Miriam giggled and winked at George. "He's the best there is!" she declared. "George is a real tiger."
Sally Jean giggled happily as she ran her fingers over George's hard cock. Life was going to be a lot different from now on. She knew she didn't have to worry about Roger cheating on her any more. With three other women right next door, he wouldn't have time for anyone else. And she intended to keep Roger nice and busy at home too.
Nita giggled happily as Bill drove his hard cock into her pussy. She could hardly wait to work her way through the apartment complex, again and again and again.
"Do you still think Lakeville's dull?" Nita asked, glancing over at Allen.
Allen was having too much fun licking Janice's cunt to answer in words. He just raised his hand and gave Nita the high sign. Lakeville might still be dull, but their fourplex was a real swinging place to live.




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

OPS/images/hp6156naughtynakedneighbors.jpg
NAUGHTY,
NAKED
NEIGHBORS





