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CHAPTER ONE


Rhonda McGrath brushed her long red hair into a shining auburn wave and sighed deeply. She managed to smile at her reflection in the bathroom mirror even though she didn't feel like it. She looked like the perfect picture of a loving wife, dressed in a transparent blue nightgown, getting ready for bed with her handsome husband Bill. She didn't feel loving, though. She didn't even feel excited, knowing that Bill was waiting for her in their wide double-bed. She just felt bored… bored with her husband and bored with her nice, safe, suburban life.
She knew that she looked good. Her titties still thrust out, high and white and firmer than any other thirty-year-old housewife in the neighborhood. Her waist was trim and her asscheeks bounced provocatively when she walked. She still got whistles from truck drivers when she walked to the market to do the shopping. She was a beautiful woman and she knew it, but that didn't help any. She was still bored with her role as a housewife and bored with her husband, Bill.
She fixed a smile of eager anticipation on her lovely face and turned off the light. She would be horny and loving for Bill tonight even though she didn't feel that way at all. She wondered what had happened to their exciting marriage. Somehow she had become totally bored with her husband and she didn't know what to do about it.
Thank God Bill didn't seem to be bored with her. He was always eager for their lovemaking… the perfect husband. She had been pretending to enjoy his kisses and caresses for almost a year now, but he didn't seem to notice the difference. She was glad that he didn't know how she felt. She was comfortable being Bill's wife, even though she was bored. She didn't want to change all that. She just wanted a little excitement. Life just shouldn't be this boring.
Bill lay back against the pillows and waited for Rhonda to join him. She was still in the bathroom, probably brushing her hair. He knew that she tried to look sexy and pretty for him. He wished he could tell her not to bother, but he didn't quite dare to say that. She seemed to be just as hot for his cock as she was when they first were married. He hoped that he could get it up again tonight. It was getting harder and harder to pretend that he was turned on by her. He loved her. She was a good wife and she had a terrific body. He wondered what was the matter with him. Other men didn't seem bored with their wives after only eight years of marriage. Maybe he should go out and get a mistress or something. He'd have to do something soon. He didn't know how much longer he could play the horny husband without a little outside help. Even his fantasies were wearing thin. Thank God she didn't seem to notice his lack of enthusiasm. He didn't want to hurt her for the world.
He drew in his breath sharply as Rhonda came in through the bedroom door. She really was lovely. She had an incredibly sexy body for a woman of thirty… really more lush and young-looking than most teenagers. Any man would be proud to have Rhonda his wife. He just wished that he could feel a little more passion at the sight of her beautiful body. He forced an eager smile on his face. There wasn't much he could do except pretend. He would try to imagine that she was one of the sexy models he'd seen at lunch. He was pretty sure that his cock would cooperate. It hadn't failed him yet.
"Come here, you little sexy doll," he growled, throwing back the covers and patting the bed invitingly. "Mmmmmmmmm, you look good enough to eat."
Rhonda smiled back, succeeding in looking sexy and eager. She wished that Bill would eat her. She had read all about that in one of his girlie magazines. It looked like fun, but she knew that Bill would never do it. He never did anything exciting or different. Just the same old wham, barn, thank you ma'am stuff.
She reached slowly for the light. For a second she wondered what would happen if she left it on. Would Bill turn into a tiger and ravish her? Would he tip off her nightgown and lick his wet, hot tongue all over her body? The thought of good old staid Bill doing those wild thing almost made her laugh. She turned out the light quickly and tried to pretend that he was a new and exciting lover, someone she'd met in a bar and whose body she had never had before. She felt a slight tingle in her pussy. Her fantasy was working. Now, if she could only hold onto it throughout Bill's clumsy attempt to fuck her, she might be able to enjoy it. Maybe she'd even have an orgasm at last.
Din stopped smiling the minute she turned off the light. It was easier this way. He could just fuck the hell out of her and get it over with for another night. He inched for her roughly and pulled her warm body against his.
Rhonda sighed as she felt his hard cock pressing against her hip. He was nice and hard. She cuddled up against him, pretending that hewn someone else. Then she shivered and nibbled her leg against his cock. At least that part of it we all right. He had never failed to get hard when she climbed into bed. She thought about how it had been when they were first, married and she began to get hot and steamy with the memory.
The wedding had been huge and elaborate. Everyone said that she had looked lovely. She had been a vision of beauty in her virginal white gown. She knew that her face we a little more flushed the usual and her eyes sparkled a little brighter. She couldn't help it. There had been just one thought in her mind throughout the whole, long ceremony and the reception that followed. She was thinking about fucking for the first time, and she was so excited that she had soaked the pretty pair of lacy panties she worn under her gown.
At last it was over and she had rushed upstairs to change into her going-away dress. She listened patiently to her mother's embarrassed lecture about her wifely duties. She could hardly wait to get to Niagara Falls, where she would become Mrs. Bill McGrath in the full sense of the title.
Then she was there… in that beautiful bridal suite, waiting in her brand new negligee, eager to discover the mystery of sex.
"Nervous, honey?" Bill asked, reaching out to grasp her cold hands.
She nodded and raised her face to his. They kissed and her head started whirling around again, in that breathless sort of way it had before, when they had petted a little too much in the front seat of his Chevy.
Bill carried her to the bed. Then he untied her filmy white gown and gasped at the lush curves of her body. She knew she was beautiful. Her mirror told her that.
Her titties were full and swelling, the proud dark red nipples sticking up saucily, quivering in excitement. Her pussy was creamy and hot. She couldn't wait for the touch of his fingers and then his hard cock.
She moaned as she saw the size of him. His cock was thick and long. She felt a little prickle of fear as she tried to imagine all that inside of her little pussyhole. She spread her legs widely and smiled at him. She was ready. At last she was going to find out what was so wonderful about fucking.
Bill knelt between her legs, his cock in his hand. He nosed it up against her tight, wet pussyhole and lowered himself gently.
"Oooooh!" she gasped. It felt like it was stuck, right at the entrance of her pussy. She was sure that he could never push it in.
"Oh, Bill," she moaned. "It's never going to work. It's just too big for me."
Bill laughed. "Just relax, honey," he instructed. "It'll work. You'll see."
She took a deep breath and tried to relax. The champagne she had drunk was making her head whirl around in circles. She felt him push harder and harder. She stifled her cry of pain. It was going to work. It had to.
Then she heard a faint pop and his cock slid all the way up her narrow pussy channel until he was snugly inside her, all the way up to his balls.
"Oooooh," she groaned. "It's in, Bill. You did it!"
Bill laughed again. "Now comes the fun part," he murmured softly. "You're going to love it, honey. I know you will."
She felt him slowly pull his long cock out and then slide it in again, faster and faster. It started to feel really good. There was kind of a sliding friction that made her pussyhole clutch and spasm around his thick prickshaft. He was right. She really did love it.
Her pussy began creaming hotly. It trembled and spewed out hot cuntjuice. The sticky, white cream made Bill's cock lunge faster. Everything was slippery and hot and very sexy. She felt a new sensation in her tummy. It felt like her whole pussy was sucking him deeper, burying his prick in her hot wetness. She held her breath and squeezed her eyes closed. This was nice… very nice. She really loved fucking.
Bill was pumping in and out faster now. He huffed and puffed and his face turned red.
"Are you ready, hon?" he gasped. "Are you ready for my cum?"
Rhonda didn't really know if she was ready or not. She guessed she was supposed to be, though. From the looks of Bill's bright red face she thought she had better say that she was. He looked like he was ready to have a heart attack or something.
"Yes," she answered, panting a little with the weight of his body on hers. "Yes, Bill. I'm ready."
"Here it comes, hon," he shouted. "Here's my cum!"
He yelled once and then she felt something hot and wet blast into her pussy. It felt like a water pistol shooting off inside of her and it splashed all over her delicate, hot tissues, making her whole pussy hot and slippery.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned. It did feel nice… all slippery and wet and hot like that. That was just wonderful. Fucking was a lot of fun.
It was a year before she read about climax and how the world was suppose to spin around and how breathtakingly wonderful it was to experience intense orgasm. She wondered if there was something wrong with her. She didn't know anyone to ask and it wasn't that she didn't enjoy fucking with Bill. She did. She put it out of her mind and tried to concentrate on being a good wife. She was sure that those articles exaggerated everything anyway. She was perfectly happy with Bill and she liked to go to bed with him too. There was no sense feeling like she was missing something, if she didn't even know what it was. She knew that she satisfied Bill and he satisfied her too. That was enough, wasn't it?
"Ooooooh, honey," she moaned. "That feels so good. Do it again, Bill. Play with my titties."
Bill was touching her titties now, his fingers lightly smoothing over her creamy firm flesh. They tickled around her full globes and run up to her nipples to pinch them lightly.
"Mmmmmm," she murmured. "You make me so hot when you do that, honey. I love it, Bill."
Bill looked down at her. He saw the lush curves of her body, her narrow waist and the flare of her rounded hips. Even her ass was beautiful. He loved the way her curvy butt wiggled when she walked.
He ran his fingers down, sliding over the curve of her hips and nestling in her thick auburn beaver. Her pussy hair was soft and satiny. He loved the way it curled in little ringlets, smooth and silky.
Then he had the urge to do something he had never really done before. He slipped his finger over the soft, hot roundness of her cuntlips and pushed inside.
"Aaaaah," she moaned in pleased surprise. It felt really good. Maybe tonight would be the night Bill would surprise her in bed…
"Ooooooh, honey," she gasped, lifting her pussy up and opening her legs wider. Her pussy was open for him now, open for whatever he wanted to do. She held her breath and hoped. Maybe he would put his tongue inside her and lick like the man had done in the magazine.
Bill's hard cock throbbed. He didn't know what was getting into him, trying all these new things. It was fun, though. At least it was different.
He slid his finger up and down her slippery pussy groove. It was hot and wet and he could tell that she liked it. She was moving her hips now, trying to rub against his finger. He could hear her harsh panting.
His finger explored wetly. It slid over a little bump at the top of her hot pussy groove and he heard her gasp. He tried it again and was rewarded with another gasp. His cock throbbed wildly. He would have to put it in soon, even if this kind of playing around was fun. He had to get to sleep so he could get up early in the morning.
He rolled over on top of her and plunged his prick in her hot cunt. He heard her gasp again and he thought it was from pleasure. He didn't know that Rhonda had been terribly excited by his fingertip rubbing over her horny little clit. He didn't know that he had aroused all sorts of horny feelings in his wife. If he had known, perhaps he would have played with her throbbing clitty just a little longer and given her the flint climax of their married life. He didn't though. He just plunged away in happy ignorance, sure that Rhonda was thrilled with his hard cock in her pussy.
After Rhonda's gasp of disappointment she managed to keep her emotions under control. She swiveled her hips and met his plunging cock with her pussy. All she cared about now was getting it over with so she could sneak out into the kitchen and cry out her disappointment where he couldn't hear her.
His prick bucked forward again and then it exploded, soaking her horny pussy in his hot juices, making him gasp out once and then lie still against her soft body.
"Did you like that, honey?" he asked, rolling over to his side of the bed.
"Mmmmmm," she answered, trying not to cry until he was asleep.
When Bill was finally snoring, Rhonda got up and padded softly to the kitchen. She lit a cigarette and sat looking at it far a long time. At least she knew that there was nothing wrong with her. She had almost been ready to come, when Bill had stopped rubbing his finger against her clitty. She wondered if she would ever get a chance to feel those exciting waves of pleasure other women talked about.
She finished her cigarette and climbed back into bed. She would have to do something to keep from thinking about sex all the time. She would have to find another interest, something to keep her so busy that she didn't have time to think about all the fun she was missing.
Suddenly she smiled. She would go back to work. They could always use the extra money and it would give her something to do. She would go out and get a job in the morning.



CHAPTER TWO


Rhonda grinned widely at Tracey Summers, her cute blonde co-worker. She still couldn't believe that it had been so easy to land a secretarial job at Underwood's. She had walked in, taken a typing test, been interviewed by Cora Peterson, the middle-aged personnel manager, and been hired on the spot.
"I'm so glad they hired you," Tracey bubbled. "I was sure that they'd hire some old fogey like Cora and I'd be stuck working with someone who made nasty comments about my lunches with Frank."
"Frank?" Rhonda questioned, trying in vain to remember who Frank was.
"Frank Davis, my boss," Tracey giggled. "We have to be so careful, it's just ridiculous. Cora Peterson is a real bitch. If she thought I was having lunch with Frank every day, she'd call up his wife and get me fired for sure."
"You mean Frank's married?" Rhonda sputtered, not quite grasping what Tracey was saying.
"Sure, everybody's married around here, except bitchy Cora. That's why she's such an old gossip."
She put her hand to her mouth and groaned. "Oh, God, I hope you didn't put down that you were married, Rhonda. If she thinks you're going out with one of the guys shell call your husband and cause all sorts of trouble, if I hadn't talked my way out of it, Roy would have divorced me because of Cora."
Suddenly Rhonda started laughing. "Underwood's sounds like a regular Peyton Place," she giggled. "At least working here won't be boring."
"Just don't let Cora catch you out with Phil Underwood," Tracey cautioned. "She's a good friend of Carole Underwood's and I think Carole's got her spying on Phil here at the office. That's why Myra got fired. Cora called Carole and told her Myra was after her husband and Phil had to fire her to keep Carole happy. It's a regular three-ring circus around here."
"Well, don't worry about me getting involved with Mr. Underwood," Rhonda laughed. "I'm sure he's not interested in an old married lady from the suburbs."
Tracey giggled again. "I wouldn't be too sure about that," she replied. "I saw the way Phil looked at you when you took those letters this morning and I'd say that he's pretty interested. He practically leered at you. Didn't you see it?"
Rhonda tried not to blush. She had noticed that Mr. Underwood glanced a little too long at her legs as she bent over the filing cabinet in his office. Still… Tracey was probably just stirring up excitement. Philip Underwood could surely have any woman he wanted. He was one of the mast handsome men she'd ever seen. He probably stared like that at all his new secretaries.
When Rhonda was called into Mr. Underwood's office after lunch, she tried to see whether Tracey was right. He did have a distressing habit of running his eyes up and down her body. She had trouble concentrating on her shorthand, with him staring at her like that. She took a deep breath and managed to get through the letter he dictated.
"Very good, Rhonda," he said, winking at her. "I can tell that you're going to be a good secretary. I'll tell you what. Why don't I talk to Tracey and I'll take both of you girls out for a drink after work to celebrate your first day with us."
Rhonda thought quickly. It was Bill's bowling night. He usually didn't get home until midnight. It certainly couldn't hurt anything to have a quick drink with Mr. Underwood and then go home. After all, what could happen with Tracey there?
"Uh… yes. Thank you, Mr. Underwood. I'd like that," she replied, blushing deeply.
"Oh, one more thing, Rhonda," he called out as she moved toward the door. "This is on the QT. I'm really not supposed to socialize with the staff. It makes the rest of the crew jealous."
Rhonda smiled in understanding. She blushed even deeper, though. She wondered if Tracey had been right. Maybe Phil Underwood was being more than friendly. Still, it surely wouldn't hurt to have one quick drink with him.
"It's our secret, Mr. Underwood," she promised gravely. "I won't say a word to anyone."
As soon as the afternoon break arrived, Tracey and Rhonda ducked out to grab a quick cup of coffee at the lunch counter in the basement.
"I guess you know your way around," Tracey gasped as soon as the waitress had left. "A date with Phil already, and you've only been at work for five hours."
Rhonda couldn't help but giggle. Tracey looked absolutely astounded and that made her laugh even harder. She really didn't think that Phil meant anything except pure and simple friendliness by his offer of a drink, but Tracey seemed to think differently. Even if Phil made a pass, it would serve Bill right for not being more exciting in bed. Of course she wouldn't actually let anything happen with Phil, but it made her feel good that it could.
"It's just the perfect night for it," Tracey confided. "Tonight's the night that Roy works late and he'll never know if I come home from work a couple of hours later than usual. What are you going to tell your husband, Rhonda?"
"Oh, he won't be home," Rhonda said, sipping the last of her coffee. "It's his bowling night."
Promptly at five o'clock Tracey and Rhonda gathered their coats and purses and left the office. They went directly to the bar where they were to meet Phil.
Tracey talked a blue streak as they waited. Rhonda joined in the conversation but she really didn't listen until Tracey started talking about sex.
"Would you believe it, Rhonda? I was so damn dumb. I was married to Roy for a whole year before I found out that there was more to sex than a quick fuck and a kiss goodnight. Roy never did anything to turn me on. We never did anything except straight fucking. Can you believe that?"
Rhonda nodded slowly. "Oh, I can believe it, alright," she answered, taking another gulp of her drink. "What did you do about it when you found out that something was missing?"
Tracey laughed. "Well… first I went out and got this job," she confided. "Then, when Frank invited me for a drink, I went. We started meeting whenever Roy had to work late and I finally went to bed with Frank. I just couldn't believe it the first time he went down on me. It was so fantastic I almost died."
Rhonda felt her face flaming. She was glad that the bar was dimly lit. She didn't really want Tracey to know that she didn't have the foggiest idea what she was talking about.
"I just can't believe that I was so dumb," Tracey went on. "I mean, being married for a whole year and not knowing how wonderful it was to have a man lick my pussy. Isn't that a dot?"
Rhonda managed to laugh weakly. She tried to look worldly and sophisticated but she couldn't quite pull it off.
Tracey stared at her intently and then she laughed again. "God, Rhonda. You look like I just said something shocking. What's the matter? Don't you like it when a guy licks your pussy?"
Rhonda felt her whole face flame. She took a big gulp of her drink and almost choked. "No one's ever done that to me," she said in a small voice.
"Wow!" Tracey breathed. "And I thought I was the dumb one." Then she smiled at Rhonda again.
"Why don't you go to bed with Phil?" she asked, reaching out and patting Rhonda's hand. "If he's half the man Frank is, he'll eat your pussy all night."
"Oh, Tracey," Rhonda wailed. "I just couldn't do that. I didn't even mean to tell anyone about it. I guess I'll just have to hope that Bill does it sometime. I really couldn't cheat on him."
Tracey giggled. "I've got another idea," she said. "I'll just came on to your house after we have a drink with the boys and we'll figure out something to get Bill wised up. Just leave it to me."
A couple of minutes later, Rhonda was sandwiched in between Phil and Tracey. Phil ordered drinks and then he took Rhonda's hands in his.
"Hem's to the prettiest secretary I've ever had," he said grinning at her. "I hope you stay with Underwood's a long time."
Rhonda felt her face flush. His leg was pressing up against hers and she felt like she should move away, but she just couldn't. It felt good to hear someone as that she was pretty and his leg felt so warm and alive pressing against hers that way.
Phil downed his drink quickly. "You two girls stay, if you wish," he said. "Drinks are on me. I've got to rush home. See you tomorrow, Rhonda."
He bent down and brushed his fingers against her cheek in a sort of teasing, caressing way.
"I have a feeling you're going to have to fight him off," Tracey giggled when he had left. "I've never seen Phil that interested in a new secretary. It must be your gorgeous red hair or that knockout figure of yours."
She winked lewdly. "Finish your drink, Rhonda. Let's go over to your house and have a little girl-talk session about that dumb husband of yours."
Tracey stared at Rhonda in a very intense way. Rhonda began to feel like Tracey was reading her mind, but it wasn't uncomfortable. She giggled slightly and sat up straighter.
"Well, I could be frigid," she proclaimed. "I mean… I've never gone to bed with anyone but Bill. Maybe I wouldn't have any fun with anyone else either. There's just no way to tell."
"Oh, yes there is," Tracey said in a very firm tone. "There's a perfect way to tell and we're going to find out, tight now."
She stood up and beckoned to Rhonda. "Come on, silly. Show me where your bedroom is. I've got a great idea and I just know you're going to love it."
Rhonda stood up unsteadily. She weaved to the bedroom and collapsed on the bed, laughing. She felt like she had known Tracey a million years.
"O.K. How are we going to find out if I'm frigid or not? Does this bedroom look like it belongs to a frigid woman?"
Tracey laughed. "That's not why I wanted to come in here," she said, putting her hand on Rhonda's zipper and started to lower it. "I told you I've got a sure-fire way to tell. All you have to do is to get out of your clothes and we'll find out."
"This is crazy," Rhonda giggled. She helped Tracey pull off her dress and her bra and panties.
Then she sat up and giggled again. "Well, Dr. Kinsey? Do I have all the right equipment?"
Tracey ran her hand slowly over Rhonda's quivering titties. "You sure do," she gasped. "You've got marvelous titties, Rhonda. Does Bill ever suck them for you?"
"You've got to be kidding," Rhonda giggled. "Bill doesn't take time for anything like that. It's just in and out for him. It doesn't take him any more than five minutes to fuck me from start to finish."
"Tell me if you like this," Tracey instructed. She bent forward slowly and sucked one of Rhonda's hard nipples into her hot mouth.
"Aaaagh! Oh… Tracey!" Rhonda squealed. She felt like her whole body was on fire. Tracey's hot mouth was chewing on her nipple and she could feel it way down in her pussy. She squealed and creamed helplessly while Tracey continued to nibble and chew on her hard, throbbing nipple. Rhonda's whole body burned with desire. Her head swam. She didn't know what was wrong with her. It felt like her nipple was on a direct hot-line to her clit. Every time Tracey flicked her pulsing nipple with her tongue, sharp thrills shot through her horny clitty.
Tracey sat up and released Rhonda's nipple with a little plop. "Well, there doesn't seem to be any trouble there," she giggled. Then she looked at Rhonda's flushed, excited face and giggled even harder. "You like that, don't you?"
"Oh, yes," Rhonda breathed. "I never dreamed that would feel so good, Tracey. Maybe I'm not frigid after all."
"I'll tell you what," Tracey suggested. "I'll just get out of my clothes and we'll try another little experiment."
She stood up and unzipped her dress. Her little round titties popped out and quivered. Rhonda gasped with astonishment when she saw that Tracey wasn't wearing a bra. She didn't really need one either. Her little titties were rock-hard and they thrust out perkily. They were perfectly shaped and firm.
Tracey giggled at Rhonda's expression. "You like my titties, don't you?" she teased. "All the guys like them. Frank says I'm the only woman he knows who doesn't sag when she lies down. See?"
Tracey spread out on the bed and rolled on her back. Her titties stuck straight out. They looked like two, creamy mountains thrusting up from her chest.
"He's right," Rhonda exclaimed. "They really don't sag. You're really lucky, Tracey. My titties are so heavy I have to wear a bra."
Rhonda tried to keep her eyes on Tracey's pretty titties. She couldn't quite do it, though. She felt her eyes lowering to Tracey's small waist, miming over the swell of her hips and then darting even lower to her pussy.
"God!" Rhonda gasped. She couldn't believe her eyes. Tracey's pussy was absolutely hairless. Her soft triangle of pussy hair was missing and there was only pretty pink skin in its place.
"It looks sexy that way, doesn't it?" Tracey giggled. She parted her thighs. Rhonda could see her puffy, soft, sweet-looking pussylips, shining with glistening drops of cream.
"I… I… I…" Rhonda stuttered. She couldn't help but stare at Tracey's exciting, bald cunt.
"It's a real blast, shaving your pussy," Tracey giggled. "Men go absolutely wild over it. They can hardly wait to stick their tongue in and lick all that pink soft skin. You ought to try it, Rhonda. I bet Bill would love it."
"Ooooooh," Rhonda moaned. She clamped her legs tightly together. For some strange reason the sight of Tracey's hairless cuntlips excited her beyond belief. She felt her pussy twitching and creaming.
"I'll bet if you shaved your pussy, that would make Bill's eyes pop out," Tracey said. "Why don't you do it, right now? I'll help you."
Rhonda thought of Bill's shocked face and she started laughing. The idea really appealed to her. Maybe she could shock some life into Bill at that. She could tell him that she read about it in a model's magazine. He would never need to know about Tracey. She nodded her bead eagerly.
"Okay, I'll do it," she replied. "I think it would be fun. I can imagine the expression on Bill's face when he finds my pussy all bare."
"Go get a razor and some shaving cream," Tracey instructed. "Bring a couple of towels too. We'll do it right here. I'll even do it if you want me to."
In a couple of seconds Rhonda was back with everything. She let Tracey spread her out on the bed. She giggled nervously.
"Be careful," she warned. "Are you sure you can do it?"
"Sure," Tracey assured her. "I'm not that drunk. Here. Let me get some of this shaving cream on it."
Tracey squirted the shaving cream on the palm of her hand. Then she reached out and began to coat Rhonda's soft pussy hair.
"Ooooooh," Rhonda moaned. "Oh, Tracey that feels so good." She blushed in embarrassment. Even though what Tracey was doing was perfectly innocent, it was turning her on like nothing had before. She could feel the wild thrills shoot through her cunt and center in her throbbing little clit. She wiggled a little and spread her legs so Tracey's fingers would brush against her clit.
"Mmmmm," Tracey grinned. "You're getting horny, aren't you?"
Rhonda blushed even deeper, "Yes," she whispered. "I'm sorry, Tracey. I just can't help it. It feels so good when you touch me like that."
Tracey bent over her with the razor. "Now just hold still and we'll have this done in a jiffy," she said. "Then we can take care of that nice, bald horny pussy."
The razor streaked swiftly over Rhonda's pussy hair. In no time at all she was done. Rhonda's mound was completely devoid of hair, pink and sweet and bald. Tracey wiped off the shaving cream carefully and patted Rhonda's pussy dry. "Now you can look," she said.
Rhonda looked down. Her pussy looked so strange. It reminded her of when she was a little girl, before her hair had gown. It made her feel all girlish and virginal again. She giggled delightedly.
"Oh, it looks funny," she chuckled. "It's nice, but it looks really funny."
"It may look funny to you, but it'll really turn the men on," Tracey promised. "Just look at my pussy for a second and you'll see what I mean. Just watch. Doesn't it make you want to lick and suck my pussy yourself?"
Rhonda stared. She felt the horny feelings in her pussy grow stronger and stronger. She watched the tips of Tracey's fingers trail lightly over her puffy pussylips and grasp them firmly.
She pulled them apart with her fingers and Rhonda could see all the satiny-smoothness of her moist pink pussy. Her finger traced up the smooth glistening groove and brushed lightly across her bright, stiff clit. Rhonda could see how Tracey's horny little clit trembled when her fingers brushed against it. Her own clitty throbbed in response.
"Oooooh," Rhonda moaned. "Oh, Tracey… stop. It's so sexy… it's just so sexy I don't know what to do."
Tracey giggled. "Just watch a little more," she breathed, making her fingertip roll around her little clit again.
Rhonda couldn't tear her eyes away. Tracey's pussy looked like it was unfolding. Her cuntlips were the petals of a flower and they stretched out until her inner pussy blossomed into view. Her little dark pussyhole was leaking out glistening drops of cream.
"Ooooooh," Rhonda groaned. She didn't know how much more she could stand to watch. Her fingers itched to do the same things to her own horny pussy. It was hard to keep her fingers from flying to her own stiff clit and twirling and teasing the little love bud the way that Tracey was doing.
"Ooooooh, Tracey," she moaned again. "Please… please, Tracey…"
Rhonda felt like she was growing weaker and weaker. Her legs trembled and her pussy leaked out rivers of creamy hot juices. She knew that she should tell Tracey to stop, but she couldn't. All she could do was watch and tremble in frustrated agony.
"Oh, please, Tracey… please stop," she moaned. She crossed her legs and tried to squeeze her pussy into submission. All it did was to make her hornier. She could feel her cuntlips squeeze against each other and her juice spurted out between them wetly.
"Tracey…" she groaned. The sound of her own voice was weak and shaky.
Tracey didn't seem to hear her. She groaned hotly and twirled her clit harder. Then she plunged two fingers into her snapping cuntmouth and groaned again.
Rhonda shivered all over. She felt like she was choking. She couldn't seem to catch her breath. It was all so new and terribly exciting. The harder she squeezed her thighs together, the hornier she got. Her lips ported and she licked them nervously. She could hear the sound of her own breath coating in mpg.
"Ooooooh, Tracey… I can't stand it anymore… I… I… I'm so hot! Pleeeeease…"
"Let me see," Tracey said breathlessly. She reached out and parted Rhonda's legs. "Let me see how wet your pussy is right now."
Rhonda couldn't stop shaking. She let Tracey part her thighs and then Tracey was bending over her, looking straight into her shaking, pink pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," Tracey murmured. "You are hot, aren't you, honey? Do you want me to play with you, too."
"Ooooooh, don't… Ooooooh… I don't… pleeeease…" Rhonda moaned, not really knowing what she was saying. All she could think about were Tracey's swirling fingers and how good they would feel if Tracey would twirl them against her aching clitty.
Tracey reached out slowly. It seemed as if the fingers would never reach her. She drew in her breath in a long, shuddering sigh and felt her pussy gush another flood of creamy juice. Her heart pounded in her throat and her whole body shook with desire.
Tracey's fingers circled gently around Rhonda's pussy. They tickled lightly over her puffy, bare cuntlips and made them bloat out obscenely.
"See? That feels so good, doesn't it, Rhonda? I can tell you like that. Your pussy is creaming honey all over my fingers."
Tracey held up her fingers. They were coated with Rhonda's hot cream. Then she trailed them down, over her smooth tummy and neared her pussy again.
Rhonda moaned softly. She was so horny she was shaking all over. Her puffy cuntlips puffed out and snapped open. Her whole trembling pussy was open to Tracey's light caressing touches.
"Now let's see if you can come this way," Tracey said softly. "Let's see if I can make your pussy snap around my fingers. I want to see you come, Rhonda. I want your hot honey to squirt all over my fingers."
"Ooooh," Rhonda moaned. Tracey's fingers knew just what to do. They probed and tickled all around the inside of her quivering cunt. Then they fastened around her horny clit and tweaked it lewdly.
Rhonda knew that she should tell Tracey to stop. This just wasn't right, but it felt so good. Her cunt had never felt these wonderful sweet thrills. It was like Tracey could read her mind and knew just where to touch and probe to give her the maximum thrills. She couldn't tell her to stop. She wanted to come so badly.
"You're almost there, aren't you, Rhonda," Tracey breathed. "You're almost coming. Your little clit is sticking straight up. It's begging for more. See your little clit, Rhonda? See how it sticks up and quivers?"
Rhonda looked down. Her clitty was sticking straight up, just as Tracey had said. It was swollen and hard. It looked like it was going to explode with passion. She moaned deep in her throat and shivered with lust.
"I'm going to twirl it around now," Tracey said breathlessly. "I'm going to twist it and rub it until you come. You need it, don't you, Rhonda? You need me to make you come."
"Oooooh…" Rhonda groaned. Her eyes were fastened on Tracey's flying fingers. They were doing such marvelous things to her horny pussy.
She gasped loudly. When Tracey's fingertips touched the tip of her straining clit her cuntlips fluttered wildly. Hot creamy juice poured from her spasming cunthole and ran down over Tracey's fingers.
"I'm going to make you come now," Tracey whispered. "I'm going to make you come hard. Just look at your horny little clit. See? You're going to come harder than you've ever come in your whole life."
"Ooooooh," Rhonda moaned as Tracey's fingers slipped down the slick groove of her pussy and thrust into her tight spasming pussyhole. "Ooooh, make me come. Fuck me with your fingers and make me come."
Rhonda's cunt was wet and quivery. It boiled up around Tracey's plunging fingers and sucked them in deeper. Tracey giggled and then, suddenly, she plunged them in with all her might.
"Aaaaaaaagh," Rhonda yelped. "It's here, Tracey. I'm going to came. Oh, Tracey… I'm going to come."
She felt her cunt pulse open wetly, accepting the thrust of Tracey's slick fingers. She was filled completely by her flying little fingers. She felt the thrills build to a peak and she gasped and moaned her pleasure. Her pussy was a mass of wet, silky, throbbing sensations. It was wonderful. She'd never felt anything like it in her whole life.
"Eeeeeee!" she squealed. "Oh, Tracey, aaaaaaaaaah!"
"Come, Rhonda," Tracey commanded. She thrust her fingers hard into Rhonda's wet, hot hole. "Come for me, Rhonda. Come hard."
Her titties thrust up at the air. She wished she had someone to suck on them and suddenly Tracey's mouth was there, sucking and biting and licking wildly. She felt the heat in her pussy grow unbearable and she shuddered and whimpered wildly. She had to come now. She was almost ready. Just another thrust of Tracey's fingers would finish her off.
Her heels dug into the mattress. She thrust her pussy upward, toward Tracey's plunging fingers. She met the thrust of Tracey's wonderfully hard fingers with one of her own, grinding her hips against Tracey's hand, making her fingers sink all the way up to her knuckles into her steaming silky cavern.
"Yeeeeeeees!" she screamed as Tracey's thumb found her pulsing little clit. "Yeeeeees!"
Tracey rubbed her clitty wildly. She ran her thumb over the erect little nub and pushed it back and forth with every thrust of her hard fingers. She bit and chewed on Rhonda's throbbing nipples until Rhonda went completely out of her mind with lust.
"Yes! Ooooooh, yes!" Rhonda screamed.
She lifted her hips up high. Her cunt thrust up and opened up even wider. Her pussy mouth squeezed Tracey's fingers tightly, clenching them like she would never let them go. They drew Tracey's fingers in deeper and deeper, filling up her steaming pussy tunnel with sweetness.
Her clitty shuddered wildly and thrust out against Tracey's pressing, nabbing thumb. Then she exploded violently.
"Oh, God! Here it is, Tracey… you're making me come with your fingers… oh… so good, darling… never so good like this… Aaaaaagh!"
Tracey felt the spasms run through Rhonda's body. She grinned as she looked down at Rhonda's wildly lustful face. She waited until the glorious spasms had ceased and then she drew her fingers from Rhonda's sopping cunt with a plop.
"Frigid, huh?" she giggled.
Rhonda sighed deeply. Her body was still quivering and shaking. She gasped a little and tried to catch her breath to answer. Then she broke up into peals of laughter.
"Oh, I guess I'm not," she gasped, laughing delightedly. "I'm not frigid, am I, Tracey?"
"I'll say you're not," Tracey answered, giggling right along with Rhonda. "You almost flooded my fingers out with all that hot cream. You just haven't had the right man yet, that's all."
"I guess you're right," Rhonda answered slowly. "Bill's never turned me on like that. What do you think I should do, Tracey?"
Tracey looked at Rhonda steadily. "Well… you've got two choices. Either get Bill to shape up and loosen up a little in bed, or go to bed with someone else."
Suddenly she started laughing. "Hey, I've got an idea," she giggled. "Why don't you go out on a double-date with Frank and me and Phil. I just know Phil will lick your pussy. You'd get off on that. I'll personally guarantee it."
Rhonda giggled excitedly. "Well… I really don't want to cheat on Bill, but I don't know how to get him to do it. I guess that's the only real solution."
She reached down and patted her bare pussy. "If my bald pussy doesn't work wonders on Bill tonight, I'll just have to go out with Phil. I'll let you know in the morning."
After Tracey had left, Rhonda climbed into the shower. She giggled softly to herself as the water played over her newly-bald pussy mound. She bet that Bill would be shocked.
The effect of the water pelting down on her body began to clear her head. She blushed, remembering what she had let Tracey do to her pussy. It had been fun, though. She tossed her head defiantly. At least she knew that she wasn't really frigid, the way she'd feared. It was a waste of time feeling guilty. She hadn't really cheated on Bill. She had just let a friend do something to prove she wasn't frigid. Tracey was just a girlfriend… not a man with a cock.
Rhoda toweled off and put on her sexiest negligee. She climbed under the coven and reached for a book. She would, read until Bill came home. Then she would see what happened.
Rhonda's hands wandered restlessly under the covers. They plucked at her full titties without her even realizing it. Then they slipped down her smooth body to the soft, bare mound of her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," she groaned, pulling the lips apart with her fingers and delving into the sweet pink softness of her newly-bald cunt. "You'd better came through tonight, Bill, or I'll just have to find someone else to play with my pretty bare pussy."
It was after midnight when Rhonda heard the car pull into the driveway. She wiggled excitedly. Any minute Bill would come into the bedroom and find her, all hot and ready for him.
"Are you still up?" Bill asked from the doorway. "I thought you'd be bushed after your first day at work."
Rhonda giggled enticingly. "Oh, I'm not tired," she said in a soft, sweet voice. "I wanted to wait up for you, honey. I thought maybe you might want a little loving tonight."
"Oh," Bill replied, thinking fast. Fucking Rhonda tonight was the last thing he wanted. He just needed some sleep before work in the morning. "Well, I'm pretty tired, honey," he said, beginning to pull off his shirt. "How about tomorrow night instead? I'm going to tale a quick shower and hop right into bed. It's been a long day."
Rhonda was still staring at the bathroom door when she heard the shower start running. She was really disappointed. She knew it wouldn't do any good to push Bill. He would just get angry if she tried to get him to fuck her now.
She gave a long, exasperated sigh. Tracey had been right. She really ought to find a lover to show her all those exciting things she dreamed about. She'd given Bill his chance and he'd blown it. If Phil Underwood asked her to go out, she'd go. Bill was an old stick in the mud and she was ready to start living.



CHAPTER FOUR


Cora Peterson was so shocked that for a moment she couldn't even move away from Phil's office door. She never would have hired that new secretary, Rhonda, if she hadn't thought that it was safe. Now Phil had invited Rhonda to go out with him and she had accepted. She just couldn't believe the amount of hanky-panky that went on in this office. It was just awful.
She walked quickly back into her office and shut the door. She flipped her roll-a-dex to Carole's number and dialed. This was one time when Carole would be glad to have lunch with her. After all, what were friends for?
Carole Underwood hung up the phone and dammed her closet doors. You're damn right she'd meet Cora for lunch! If Cora was right, this could be just what she was waiting for.
Carole knew that Phil was going out with other women. She'd suspected plenty, but maybe this time she'd be able to prove it. Then she could be free to go out and do what she wanted. She didn't want a divorce, just freedom. She wanted the same thing Phil had the freedom to go out and fuck whomever she wanted, whenever she wanted. Two could play at this game and it was time she got in on the action.
Cora left the office at two o'clock, pleading a sick headache. She had gotten the information Carole requested. She had given her Rhonda's husband's phone number and address, copied carefully from the personnel records. She hoped that there wasn't going to be any trouble. Carole had sounded a little strange when she had talked to her. Cora twisted her hands nervously. She really didn't want to cause any trouble. She liked Rhonda. She really seemed like a nice enough person, but she should know better than to play around with Phil Underwood. It would serve her right if Carole caught her.
Cora drove up in front of her apartment building and walked slowly in the entrance. She checked her mailbox and let herself in the door. Then she went straight to the kitchen and made herself a nice, big drink. She had a feeling that she was going to need it tomorrow. Phil Underwood wasn't going to get by with cheating on Carole this time, not from the determined way that Carole had sounded. She wondered why Carole had asked for Bill McGrath's telephone number. She could hardly wait until tomorrow morning to find out.
Cora's thoughts wandered back to the time when she had entered into a fling with a married man. It had been her first job, ten years ago. She could still remember that Wednesday afternoon when Pete Andrews had invited her to the bar across the street for a drink.
Cora was feeling a little tipsy. She just wasn't used to drinking so much but Pete had insisted she match him, drink for drink. She knew that she shouldn't go to his friend's apartment for that one last drink. She did anyway, though. She had been a virgin much too long and his wife would never find out. She needed that promotion be was talking about and this seemed like a sure way to get it.
"Come on, Cora," he said, smiling at her. "If you're nice to me, I'll make sure you're a personnel assistant. They always ask for my recommendation, you know."
Cora did know. Pete Andrews was consulted on every promotion and his word was law. It was certain that she would get the promotion if Pete recommended it. She sighed deeply.
"Alright, Pete," she had agreed. "Whatever you want."
Pete's hands lingered for a moment at the back of her dress. Then his fingers unzipped it smoothly. "I've been waiting for you for a long time," he moaned. "You don't know how long I've dreamed about you."
Cora couldn't help it. She felt the heat in her pussy grow and she started to cream helplessly. She wanted it just as badly as Pete did. She wanted to find out what the rest of the girls in the office were talking about. She wanted to try fucking and see how she liked it.
"I… I… I've never done this before," she whispered, blushing deep red. "I'm a virgin, Pete."
"You're joking," Pete said, laughing. "No woman over twenty-one is a virgin anymore. How old are you, Cora?"
"I… I'm twenty-five," Cora stammered. "I am a virgin, though. You'll see."
"You are serious, aren't you?" Pete replied, staring at her closely. "You really are a virgin. I'll be damned. This is going to be more fun, than I thought."
Cora blushed under his close scrutiny. Despite her outward sophistication, she was beginning to feel a little nervous.
"I… I… I hope you don't mind, Pete," she said. "I mean… it probably won't be as much fun as fucking someone who's experienced but I'm a quick learner. You just tell me what to do and I'll do it."
Pete laughed loudly. "You just relax, honey," he said, patting her an her ass. "I'll show you exactly what to do. Now just take off those clothes and we'll get down to business."
Cora let Pete finish unzipping her dress. Then she turned her back and shrugged out of it, letting it fall to the floor. "Unhook my bra, will you, Pete?"
Pete snapped the hooks on her bra with a practiced gesture. If Cora had any doubts about his experience, site knew better now. He had unhooked her bra with one hand. It took a lot of practice to do that.
In a few quick seconds, Cora's clothes were laying at her feet. She took a deep breath and turned to face him.
"Jesus!" he gasped. "I didn't know you were such a beauty, Cora. I just never dreamed a… I mean with your suits and things at the office and your hair up in that knot… I just never thought you'd look like this."
Cora laughed. She knew that she looked good. She just didn't flaunt it like some of the girls at the office. She always wore very prim clothes that managed to hide her lush curves. She could tell that Pete was happily surprised and it made her feel doubly good.
"Like it?" she asked sexily, twirling around and letting her long hair fall freely to her shoulders.
Pete's mouth was open. He gasped again as her firm titties jiggled provocatively. His eyes swept over her curvy body and fastened on the silky brown bush of her pussy.
"I'll say," he managed to reply. "Come on over here, honey, and I'll show you what fucking's all about. I have a feeling you're going to love it."
Pete pulled her to him roughly and fastened his wet lips to hers. He kissed her thoroughly and she sighed when it was over. She hadn't cared much for the kissing part. It was just too wet and messy. She hoped the fucking would be better.
She spread out on the bed the way Pete asked her to. She had visions of him caressing her titties and kissing them with his wet lips. She was eager to feel the thrills that the other girls talked about.
Pete didn't even touch her titties though. He just pulled down his pants and took out his cock, displaying it lewdly.
"Here it is, honey," he said proudly, jerking it back and forth in his hand. "Here's the thing that's going to get rid of your cherry for you."
Cora couldn't help but stare at it. It was big and stiff… a poker of hard flesh, sticking straight out like a pole. She couldn't help but feel a little fearful. It looked so awfully big and hard and her pussyhole was so small and tight.
Pete laughed rudely at the expression on her face. "Don't look so worried," he said. "I know it's a whopper, but we'll make it fit."
He knelt between her legs and held his cock like a pole in front of him. He pushed it against her tight pussyhole and grinned widely. "Not, just relax and it'll go light in," he said. "Just relax and it'll be all over."
Cora did her very best to relax. She wanted to give him a good time so he'd remember to promote her. She shut her eyes and prayed for him to hurry and get it over with.
Pete reached up and grabbed her titties in both hands. Me squeezed so hard that the tears came to her eyes. Then he lunged at the same time. Nothing happened. His cock wouldn't go in.
"Damn!" he swore softly and drew back again. Cora thought he was going to quit. She breathed a sigh of relief. Her poor pussy hole was stretched out as wide as it would go with just the very tip of his cock inside.
Then, without warning, Pete lunged again forcefully. His cock battered against her pussy hole and she screamed shrilly. It felt like he was trying to drive his cock through a solid wall of flesh. Her head swam and she almost passed out from the white-hot pain that shot through her tender pussy flesh.
Pete lunged again and the pain went on. He snorted through his nose and plunged forward, muttering curses.
Cora felt her pussy ripping apart and an incredible wave of pain rushed through her. Suddenly the world turned red and then mercifully black.
When she opened her eyes Pete wasn't on top of her anymore. She could hear him singing a pop song over the roar of the shower. She reached down and touched her tender pussy. It was bloody and sticky. There was something white seeping out of her torn pussy mouth and she knew that Pete had fucked her and shot his load of cum while she was still unconscious.
She wiped her pussy dry with some Kleenex she found and struggled to get back into her clothes. She didn't even want to talk to Pete. The whole thing was just to horrible.
Pete came out of the shower and grinned at her like nothing had happened. "You sure had a hard little cherry," he said, putting on his shoes. "You's going to thank me someday for getting rid of it for you."
Cora nodded because she didn't know what else to do. She slipped her dress over her head.
"I'll see you at the office tomorrow," he muttered, pushing his arms into the sleeves of his coat. "I'll make sure you get that promotion. Just lock the door behind you when you leave."
After Pete had left, Cora couldn't get dressed fast enough. She didn't even bother to put on her nylons. She just slipped her feet into her shoes and ran out to her car.
When she got home she spent a long time in a hot bath. Her pussy was still sore and aching. She shuddered every time she thought about Pete's hard cock squirting into her pussy when she was out cold. She couldn't, for the life of her understand why the girls at the office were so enthused about fucking. She hated it and she hated men like Pete who demanded that girls sleep with him for their promotions. She decided that she didn't like fucking one bit. She would never let another man do that awful, degrading thing to her. Men were beasts. She knew that for certain now.
When Pete got fired several months later, Cora wasn't a bit unhappy about it. He had been caught with an important executive's wife. She laughed when the girls at the office told her about it. It served him right. She wished that everyone who fucked would get caught at it. It was such a degrading thing. She was glad that she was above all that.
Cora came back to the present with a jerk. Her pussy was aching, just the way it had when Pete had shoved his cock in her tight cuntmouth. It was doing something else though too. It was throbbing in a very familiar way. She knew what that meant. It meant that she was horny.
She sighed deeply. Well, she knew how to take care of that. She would satisfy her naughty pussy in a civilized way. She didn't need a man to take care of her needs. She had her little cordless vibrator and that was all she needed.



CHAPTER FIVE


Carole's fingers shook as she dialed Bill's office number. She would feel like an absolute fool if Cora had misinterpreted the whole thing. It wasn't like Cora to be alarmed over nothing, though. Cora was a good friend and she had sharp eyes when it came to watching Phil.
Ten minutes later she was on her way to a downtown bar to meet Bill. He had been politely surprised over the phone and she hadn't really told him anything… just that she wanted to meet him to talk about Rhonda. She knew that he was probably as curious as hell.
When she first caught sight of Bill McGrath sitting at the end of the bar where he said he would be, she couldn't believe that Cora was right. Bill was a beautiful hunk of man. She couldn't imagine why his wife would go out on him. He was gorgeous.
Carole walked to the bar and held out her hand. "Hi, I'm Carole Underwood," she said quietly. "Let's get a booth where we can be a little more private and I'll tell you why I called you."
Carole led the way to a booth across the other side of the room and Bill followed her. He noticed the way her asscheeks wiggled and the natural sexy way she walked. He couldn't imagine how she knew Rhonda. She didn't look like she would be a friend of Rhonda's. She was much more sophisticated and sexy than any of Rhonda's friends that he knew.
"I suppose you're wondering who I am," Carole said as soon as they were seated. "I'm Phil Underwood's wife, the man that your wife Rhonda works for. How would you feel, Bill, if I told you that I think your wife is about to start an affair with my husband?"
Bill had his drink halfway to his lips. He set it down on the table so hard that, it sloshed over the rim of the glass.
"What?" he replied, not believing that he had heard her correctly.
"I think that your wife, Rhonda, is meeting my husband tonight and I think that Phil is going to try to fuck her."
Bill threw back his head and roared with laughter. "You've got to be kidding," he sputtered. "Rhonda and your husband? That's the most preposterous thing I've ever heard. Rhonda would never do a thing like that. I think you're imagining things, lady."
Carole reached out and put her hand over his. "I'm very much afraid that it's true," she continued. "I'm almost positive that your wife is going to end up in bed with my husband tonight."
Even after Carole had explained her suspicions, Bill still couldn't, believe it. He was sure that there must be some mistake.
"Why should Rhonda do something like that?" he asked. "She's perfectly happy married to me. I give her all the sex she needs."
"I'm sure you do," Carole answered, her eyes falling unconsciously to his crotch. She could see his prick was bunched up in the front of his pants and he was definitely hard. She wondered idly what he would do if she were to reach out and take hold of it and squeeze.
Bill saw her gaze shift to his crotch and he felt his prick pow harder. It was poking straight out in front. She was bound to notice. She couldn't very well miss it. He was a little embarrassed and he laughed self-consciously.
Suddenly he sat upright and glanced at her curiously. "You're really a strange woman, Carole. You've been sitting here telling me all about how my wife is going to have an affair with your husband and you don't seem really upset about it at all. I thought a wife who thinks her husband is cheating on her is supposed to be mad. Doesn't it bother you?"
"No…" Carole replied slowly. She met his eyes steadily. "As a matter of fact, I wish I could catch him fucking another woman," she confessed. "If I find out for sure that he's cheating on me, then I can do something about it."
"Oh, you mean you want to divorce him."
Carole laughed. "Oh, no. Of course not. I wouldn't divorce Phil for the world. I love him. It's just that if I catch him out fucking, then I'll feel perfectly entitled to go out and do the same. That's what I really want. I want the freedom to fuck around, just like Phil does."
Bill gasped audibly. This was really strange. Carole's idea of what was fair was pretty strange, but now that he thought about it, it seemed to make perfect sense. Why shouldn't she go out with someone if her husband did? Turn about was fair play.
Bill laughed right along with her. He hadn't ever heard anyone actually come right out and say something like that, but it seemed reasonable.
"That's really a good way to look at it," he said, patting her hand which was still resting on the table between them. "I always thought that Rhonda would be hurt and mad if I cheated on her. If she had the same attitude you do, I wouldn't worry about it at all."
Then a frown crossed his face. "I really don't think that Rhonda is going to fuck with your husband, though. I'm almost sure of it. I'd be willing to bet that if be makes a pass at her, she'll come running home in tears."
Carole smiled smugly. "You'd be willing to bet on that, hmmmm?"
Bill nodded, very sure of himself.
"Alright, I'll bet with you," Carole agreed. "Let's make the stakes high so it'll be interesting. If Rhonda doesn't do anything with Phil tonight, I'll take both of you out to dinner. How's that?"
"Pine," Bill agreed. "Now, what if you win? What if Rhonda actually fucks with your husband."
"Oh, that's easy," Carole giggled. "If Rhonda fucks with Phil then I demand equal time."
Bill looked puzzled. Then he began to grin. He hoped she meant what he thought she meant.
"That's right," Carole said, giggling harder. "If Rhonda fucks with Phil, then I get to fuck with you. Have we got a deal?"
Bill laughed right out loud. "You bet your sweet ass we do," he replied, squeezing her hand tightly.
"Here's my home number. Call me the minute Rhonda calls you and gives you some excuse why she can't come borne until late. Then we'll decide how we'll catch them."
Bill put the slip of paper with Carole's number on it in his pocket. He wasn't exactly sure whether he hoped Rhonda would be a wife and come home or whether he wanted her to lose the bet for him…
He was home by four-thirty. He mixed himself a stiff drink and lit a cigarette. Then he sat down close to the phone to wait. He thought about Carole's large titties and the way she wiggled when she walked. He wondered if she would be good in bed. Maybe he'd get a chance to find out. In a perverse sort of way, he almost hoped that Rhonda would call with some excuse. Carole was just what he had been longing for… a new, exciting woman to fuck. He could try out all those things he read about but didn't dare to try when he was fucking Rhonda.
The more Bill thought about Carole, the more excited he got. His cock grew hard and throbbed lustily. He longed to sink it between Carole's silky thighs. She sure looked like she'd be a hot piece. Maybe she would be the type of woman who would let him experiment a little. Maybe he could put his tongue in her pussy and wiggle it around. The guys at work said that tongue-fucking was just great.
His cock lurched up and pressed against the front of his pants. He looked around nervously. Then he got up and pulled the drapes. He'd never be able to stand it this way. He had to do something about that hard cock of his before it split the seam in his pants.
Bill pulled his cock out and looked at it appraisingly. It was good and hard. It was long too. He knew that he had a big cock. The guys at the steam bath used to tease him about it.
"It's going to take a hell of a good pussy to take that monster of yours," they used to say. "You've got a real whopper, Bill."
Maybe Carole would do that other thing he had been thinking about lately. Maybe she would lick, and suck his cock for him. He knew that Rhonda would never do anything kinky like that, but Carole might. The way she was talking made him think, that she would do that and more. She sure was a sexy lady.
Bill touched the head of his cock and felt it twitch under his finer. He was really horny. He hadn't been this horny for a long time. He grabbed his stiff prick and slid his hand up and down tightly. That felt good. He could pretend that Carole was sucking on it and he could pump it up and down until he came. It was one hell of an exciting thought.
Bill began shaking his fist up and down a little faster. He thought about all the things he'd like to do to Carole and all the weird, exciting things that she could do to him. His hand began to clutch and shake, faster and faster…
Carole Underwood was thinking of exactly the same thing. She wondered how it would feel to fuck Bill. He looked like the kind of man that needed a good lay. She was sure that she could give him that Phil always said that she was the best lay around. She didn't really blame him for cheating on her. She knew that it wasn't anything personal. He still liked to fuck her. He just wanted something new and different… that was all. She could understand that only too well. That was exactly what she wanted too. If he could only make it with Rhonda, she would feel perfectly justified in fucking with Bill. This was one time when she hoped that Phil would score. She could use a little excitement in her life.
Carole thought about the bulge that she had seen in the front of Bill's pants. She wondered if he would have a big cock. It certainly looked like it this afternoon. If the way his pants were bunched up was any indication, Bill had a real whopper. She felt her pussy cream hotly as she thought about unzipping Bill's pants and pulling out his stiff, long cock. Mmmmmm… that would be so good.
Her hand slipped to her pussy unconsciously.
She patted the silky mound of her cunt. Then she grabbed it and shook it firmly. God, she was hot. She would have to do something to get some relief. She didn't think that her hot pussy would let her wait to see if Phil fucked Rhonda. She was going to have to take care of it right now.
She stood up and started taking off her clothes. She would take care of her hot pussy in the shower. That way she could do two things at once… take a shower and get off.
Cora Peterson's cunt was feeling good. She lay back on the bed and spread her cuntlips with one hand. The other held her little vibrator and she ran it lightly over her glistening pussy groove. The gentle whirling made her heart beat faster. She brought the head of the plastic vibrator right up against the sucking mouth of her pussy and groaned quietly. That felt so good. It was so much better than a nasty old cock. The vibrator slipped and slid up her wet cuntslit.
She made it go slowly, nosing its way through her delicate tissues. She wade it go higher and higher. It was almost there now… almost touching the livid pink bud of her joy button.
"Aaaaaaaah," she sighed. She pushed the vibrator up just a little bit higher and it pressed against the trembling bump of her clit, whirring steadily.
Cora could feel the gush of her steamy cunt cream. It ran out of her clutching pussyhole and filled the sweet cleft between her puffy soft cuntlips. Her clitty throbbed fiercely, captured by the whirring head of the plastic vibrator.
"Ooooo," she moaned. She didn't know why she was so incredibly horny. Her clit felt like it was on fire, throbbing and burning in excitement.
Her pussy mouth spumed wildly, begging to be filled with the little plastic cock. She shoved it down, almost roughly, and buried it in her steamy cunthole, groaning and tossing her head in passion.
She held it in place with one hand and reached for her throbbing clit with the other. Her fingertip pressed against the little love bud, flicking it eagerly. Oooooh, that was it. Just a little more and she would come.
Her body jerked upward. Her hips trembled wildly. Her legs splayed out and shook obscenely. She could feel the vibrator slashing in her wet, horny pussyhole.
Her fingers tweaked at her joy buff on, nipping at it sharply. She rolled it between her fingers and her pussy creamed hotly. She felt the wonderful, familiar waves of orgasm start to build, higher and higher. She opened her mouth and her tongue stabbed out at the empty air, searching for something.
Her pussy trembled and ached. She felt like her whole body was on fire, burning with a white-hot lusty heat.
Her pussyhole snapped wildly. It clutched and nipped at the whirling plastic cock, sucking it in, deeper and deeper.
She panted. Her heart pounded wildly. Her whole body was poised on the brink of orgasm.
She gave her straining clit one last roll with the tip of her finger and her pussy exploded. Juice shot out around the still-whirring vibrator, leaking out of her pussyhole wetly, drowning the plastic cock in her hot, steamy love juices.
Cora sighed deeply. She felt so much better. She was so glad that someone had invented the little plastic vibrators. It was so much nicer than anything else she could imagine.
Carole had been in the shower for a long time.
She had already washed her hair and soaped her lovely body. Now only one thing was left to do. She could hardly wait to take care of her horny pussy.
She adjusted the showerhead so that the water rushed out in a steady, warm stream. It was just perfect for her horny purposes.
She stepped close to the splattering water and let it run down over her swelling titties. It felt so good that she trembled all over. The stream of water was pointed directly at the tips of her tits. It streamed out at her rosy nipples and splattered against them, making them swell up even fuller. It felt like magic fingers, caressing her sensitive nipples until they throbbed hotly.
She stepped back and pulled the shower head down lower. Now the water was aimed straight at her hot pussy. All that she had to do was to step under the warm stream of water and hold her pussy open. She trembled just thinking about what the water splattering against her hot pussy would do.
She stepped closer and held her pussylips open with her hands until all of her glistening pink cunt groove was exposed. The water splashed down in a thrilling steam, pouring over her hot pussy flesh, making her cunt feel like it was on fire with passion.
She wiggled her hips lustily. The water was just the right temperature. It filled, her cunt with sweet, hot thrills. She giggled softly. Then a new thought struck her and she felt her pussy throb wildly. Maybe she could get Bill to fuck her in the shower. She had always wanted to do that. It would be nice and warm and steamy and slippery. Just thinking about it made her pussy come close to exploding Carole reached up and narrowed the stream of water a little. Now it was rushing down, full-force and needle sharp. She tilted forward with her hips so that her trembling clit was directly in line with the sharp stream of water.
"Aaaaaaah," she sighed. "Mmmmmmm… feels so good. The only way it could be better would be with a cock sliding in my hot pussyhole."
She moved slightly back and forth. Her little chit was butted this way and that by the rushing water. It strained upward, turning bright red and becoming terribly stiff.
Carole giggled excitedly. She hoped Phil wouldn't come home to change clothes. She was in a pretty ridiculous position, thrusting her cunt up to the stream of water and leaning back against the tiled wall. Phil would get the shock of his life if he came home now and found his horny wife in this position.
She started thinking about Bill's cock again and her clitty throbbed wildly. Maybe she could even get him to try that new exciting thing she had read about. If she coaxed and got him hot enough, he might just stick his cock in her tight little asshole. She shuddered wildly. That should be fun. At least the girls in the sexy magazines Phil had hidden under his side of the bed looked like they were enjoying it. The thought was terribly exciting.
She let go of her pussylips with one hand and reached around behind her. Her finger rimmed the tiny opening of her ass and she shuddered again. That felt really good.
She pushed her finger in a little way. God, it was tight. It felt wonderful, though. Thrills shot through her whole body. Between the stream of water on her clit and the tip of her finger pressing into her pink asshole she was almost out of her mind with lust.
She wiggled the tip of ha finger and pushed it in a little farther. It slipped right in, right up the narrow channel of her ass. She felt her clit strain upward and then she was coming. Wild, wet thrills shot through her pussy and her whole body trembled.
"Aaaaaagh!" she gasped. "Aaaaaagh, yes! Ass-fuck me good. Ram it up my little titter and fuck me hard."
Waves of pleasure ripped through her pussy. She felt like she was drowning under the rushing water and it was wonderful. Yes, she knew for sure now. She was going to talk Bill into ass-fucking her. She was positive that she'd love it.
Bill's eyes were glazed. All he could think about was Carole and her soft, red lips. It would feel so wonderful if she would swallow his cock with her wet, hot mouth. Maybe she'd let him come that way… his prick would explode inside her sucking mouth. His cum would fly down her throat and she would swallow eagerly. She would love the taste of his cum. She would beg for more and more and more.
Bill's hand flew faster. He whipped his fist up and down and thought about filling Carole's hot throat with his cum. Her hair would tickle his balls and she would swallow him completely, sucking and licking and moaning out her pleasure.
He stiffened. His cock was almost ready to shoot. He grabbed the handkerchief he had beside him on the couch and covered the head of his cock with it. Then he was back in Carole's mouth again, imagining her pleased surprise at the amount of hot cum he would squirt right down her throat.
"Aaaaaagh!" he yelled wildly. "Here it comes, baby! Drink my hot cum! Swallow it all, every drop!"
His prick stiffened and shot its hot load right into his handkerchief. He groaned and wiped it off carefully. It wouldn't do to leave cum stains all over the couch. Rhonda would be sure to ask what had happened and he really wouldn't know what to tell her. He couldn't very well say that he had been thinking about fucking Carole Underwood and had gotten so horny that he had to beat off like some sex-starved teenager. No… he certainly couldn't tell her that.



CHAPTER SIX


"I can't believe it," Rhonda exclaimed, turning away from the phone with an excited smile. "Bill said he's been invited to a stag party for one of the guys at the office. He said he won't be home until late and if he gets too drunk at the party, he'll stay over at the apartment where they're throwing the party."
She giggled excitedly. "He actually told me to stay out later – and have a good time. He's never acted like that before. It's just perfect."
Tracey laughed merrily. "This is working like a dream. Now all I have to do is to call Roy with some excuse and off we go."
Just then the phone on Tracey's desk rang. She answered it and her eyes opened wide.
"Sure, honey," she said, winking at Rhonda. "You just go ahead and don't worry about me. If I get nervous about staying alone, I'll go over to Rhonda's house and sleep on her couch."
"I just can't believe it," she laughed when she hung up the phone. "Roy isn't coming home at all tonight. He and one of the guys from the office are going night fishing at the river. He's not going to be home until tomorrow."
Rhonda giggled. "Looks like tonight's the perfect night for it," she laughed. "I have a feeling we're going to have a ball."
Roy Summers hung up the phone and dialed Carole's number.
"Everything's all set," he said when she answered. "I sure hope you're right Carole. I don't want to miss a whole night's sleep for nothing!"
"I'm sure, Roy," Carole answered. "Just meet us over at Cora's apartment at seven. We'll have a few drinks and then we'll go out and play Peeping Tom. Just remember to take some things with you so it really looks like you're going fishing. Leave the rest up to me."
Cora called the liquor store and ordered a couple of bottles of scotch. She made ice cubes and straightened up her apartment. At first she had been a little upset when Carole had called and asked if they could meet at her apartment. Now the whole thing was beginning to sound like fun. At least she was in on the action this time. She could hardly wait to catch Tracey and Rhonda playing around. It sounded like a lot of fun. Carole would see that she had been right to be so suspicious. It was going to be an interesting evening.
At seven o'clock Roy pulled up outside Cora's apartment. He knocked on the door tentatively and gasped in shock when Cora came to the door. She didn't look anything like she had at the office. He had only seen her twice and both times he hadn't bothered to give her a second look. This evening it was different though. He just couldn't believe the transformation she had gone through.
Cora was wearing her hair down. She had on a pair of tight pants and a sweater and she looked ten yearn younger. She wasn't a middle-aged personnel assistant any longer. Now she was a beautiful, sexy woman.
"Hi," he gasped and followed her into the living room, noticing the way her tight pants curved around her wiggling buttcheeks. Her sweater was filled out in all the right places too. Maybe tonight wouldn't be the bummer he thought it would be.
"Thanks, Cora," he murmured, when she handed him a drink. Then he realized that he was staring at her titties and he dropped his gaze in embarrassment.
"God… please excuse the staring," he muttered. "You look so… different tonight. You really look nice with your hair down like that."
Cora laughed softly. "Thanks, Roy," she said, crossing the room to sit down in a chair opposite the couch. She felt a blush rise to her face. For some reason, Roy's compliment didn't bother her. It made her feel rather good. It was kind of pleasant to see the pleased look in his eyes when he looked at her. She hadn't had a man look at her like that for a long time. She rather liked it.
"I'm a couple of drinks ahead of you," she said. "You'd better drink fast to catch up. I think we've got a long night ahead of us."
Roy swallowed his drink obediently. He just couldn't help staring at her. Finally he cleared his mind and gulped noisily.
"Look Cora," he said. "I know I'm being out of line, staring at you like this, but you've got to admit it's a shock. You look so businesslike at the office and now you're so different. Tonight you look so…"
Roy blushed. He didn't know how to finish the sentence.
Cora threw back her head and laughed. "You think I look sexy tonight, don't you?"
"Uh… yeah! You sure do, Cora. You're a real knockout and I just didn't notice before."
Cora's eyes shined with pleasure. "Thank you, Roy," she said again. "It's really nice to be treated like a woman again. The girls at the office think I'm just an old bat."
"Oh," Roy sighed. "I don't know, how they could ever think that. You're beautiful, Cora… absolutely beautiful."
Cora smiled again. This was really fun. She was glad that she'd changed to pants and a sweater. She ought to dress like this more often. She really enjoyed the feeling it gave her to see Roy's eyes light up with admiration.
"Are you upset about Tracey?" she asked, handing him a fresh drink.
Roy took a deep gulp of his drink and set it down on the table. "I guess I'm supposed to be," he replied, grinning a little. "I'm not really though. I've gone out with a couple of women since Tracey and I've been married so I guess I can't get too mad at her for doing the same thing. You know Cora, it really would be great if we could all be honest about it and not have to sneak around. That's the think that bothers me the mast, I guess. If you're right and Tracey really is with Frank tonight, we're going to have a long talk. I'll tell her that it's alright for her to play around as long as she doesn't get bent out of shape when I do the same thing. I really think that it'll do our marriage a lot of good."
Cora sat and thought for a minute. Then she smiled. "I think you're right, Roy. If I was married I think that's how I'd feel about it. I… I just never wanted to get married though. I still don't. I just can't stand the idea of having to fuck someone all the time."
Cora blushed dark-red. She clamped her hand to her mouth and groaned. "Oh, God. I really didn't mean to say that. You must think I'm some sort of a weirdo, or something."
Roy looked puzzled. "Haven't you ever been fucked by someone you like, Cora?" he asked softly. "It sounds to me like you've never had any fun in bed."
"I haven't," Cora confessed. "I've only fucked once and it was terrible."
Words started pouring from Cora's mouth. The combination of the liquor she had drunk and Roy's sympathetic listening made her tell him the whole story. She told him all about Pete and her horrible experience with sex.
"No wonder you don't want to get married," Roy exclaimed after she finished her story. "That guy Pete sounds like a real louse."
Cora nodded miserably. "I know he was, but he really turned me off on men. I don't think I'll ever have the nerve to fuck anyone else."
Just then the doorbell rang and Cora jumped up to answer it. Roy could hear her greeting Carole Underwood and Rhonda's husband Bill. He was still thinking about what Cora had told him. He wished that he could have been the one to fuck Cora for the first time. He certainly would have treated her better than that guy Pete.
After they all had been introduced Carole explained what they were going to do… "We'll all hide outside Roy's place about nine. Then when Tracey brings everyone over there, we'll be able to catch them fucking." Roy looked a little doubtful. "I really don't think Tracey will bring them home," he said slowly. "I just can't believe that she'd fuck Frank at home. I bet we'll sit out there and freeze our asses off for nothing."
Carole giggled. She laid her hand on Bill's knee and, squeezed. "Bill didn't think Rhonda would fuck with Phil either," she giggled. "We even made a bet about it, didn't we?"
"Go ahead Carole," Bill teased. "Tell them about our bet." He smiled widely.
"Well… if Rhonda doesn't fuck with Phil, I have to take Rhonda and Bill out to dinner," she said.
"Come on, there's more than that," Bill urged. "Tell them about what happens if Rhonda does fuck with Phil."
Carole blushed. Then she laughed and patted Bill's knee. "If I'm right and Rhonda does fuck with Phil then Bill gets to fuck me."
Cora gasped in astonishment. Then the whole bet struck her funny and she giggled right along with Carole, "That's great," she laughed. "I think that's the funniest bet I ever had."
"Come on, Cora," Carole urged. "You have to get in on this too. Do you think Tracey will make it with Frank."
Cora shot Roy an embarrassed look. "Well… yes, I do," she admitted. "I'm sure she will."
"Will you take Roy and Tracey out to dinner if they don't fuck?" Carole asked, winking at her.
"Sure," Cora agreed grinning. "I'll treat you and Tracey to dinner Roy if I'm wrong."
"How about if you're right?" Bill asked, grinning at Cora's embarrassment. "Will you console Roy the same way that Carole's going to console me?"
"Yes, Cora," Carole teased. "Will you fuck Roy if Tracey fucks with Frank?"
Cora's face turned bright red. She couldn't answer. She wanted to shout no at first, but Roy's eyes seemed to be pleading with her across the room.
"You don't have to promise a thing like that, Cora," Roy said. "I mean, I'd sure love it if you would, but I'll understand if you don't want to."
Cora opened her mouth to say that she wouldn't do it, but something strange happened. Her pussy began to cream heavily. She could feel her hot love juices soaking right through the narrow crotchband on her panties. Her pussy was twitching and aching and she didn't understand it. For some strange reason the thought of fucking Roy excited her.
"I'll do it," she said quickly, before she had a chance to change her mind. "If Tracey fucks Frank, I'll fuck you, Roy."
She sat back with a surprised expression on her face. She didn't really know why she had agreed to do a thing like that, but she had. She heard Carole's delighted laugh.
"Good for you, Cora," Carole shouted. "It's about time you went out and had some fun. I'm glad you decided to bet along with me. I can hardly wait to see what happens."
"Me too," Roy echoed. "This is going to be fun. It looks like I win either way. That's the best bet I ever made."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Rhonda combed her hair while she waited for Tracey to finish freshening her lipstick. She didn't even listen to Tracey's excited, slightly drunk chatter. She thought about Phil, who was waiting for her in the red leather booth. Bill's eyes had burned into hers all evening and there was no mistaking the lust that was written on his face.
She still felt a little like backing out. Somehow the thought of going to bed with Phil gave her cold chills right along with the hot thrills her pussy was feeling. She didn't want to be unfaithful to Bill, but he couldn't take care of her horny needs. He had shown her that only too clearly last night. She felt Tracey's hand on her arm.
"Thinking about fucking with Phil?"
Rhonda blushed and then she nodded. She had no secrets from Tracey. That was exactly what she had been thinking about and she might just as well admit it.
"I still feel kind of funny about the whole thing," Rhonda replied slowly. "You know, Tracey… I've been married so long that I've forgotten how to flirt."
Tracey giggled. "You're doing just fine," she said. "Phil's been hard for an hour now. I noticed."
Rhonda laughed. "I wish I could be as casual about it as you are," she said. "I saw the way you were playing with Frank under the table."
"Just have a couple more drinks and it'll be easy," Tracey advised. "Phil wants the same thing you do and when he catches sight of your bare pussy he'll stick out his tongue and lick like crazy. I'll bet on tat."
When the girls got back to the table, fresh drinks had been ordered. "Let's finish these and get out of here," Frank said. "I've got something in mind that'll be more fun than sitting in a bar, drinking."
"So have I," Phil agreed, winking at Rhonda. "Shall we get a motel room and finish our party there?"
"Let's just go over to my place," Tracey suggested. "Roy's going to be gone all night and then I don't have to drive home."
She giggled tipsily. "I don't think I'm in any condition to drive anyway."
The moment Frank got in Tracey's front door he made a grab for her and lifted her up in his arms. "Catch you two later," he said and carried Tracey off to the back of the house.
Rhonda sat down on the couch and looked at Phil nervously. She didn't know what to say.
Phil laughed. "You don't have to look like I'm going to eat you alive. Why don't I fix you another drink and then we can get to know each other better?"
Rhonda could hear Tracey's voice from the bedroom. "Oooooh, fuck me good, Frank. I've been thinking about it all day and I'm so horny I could die!"
Phil turned around and handed Rhonda her drink. "Frank sure doesn't waste any time," he said. "We haven't been here five minutes yet and he's fucking her already."
"Oooo, that's right, lover. Eat my pussy. I love that," Tracey shouted.
Rhonda couldn't help giggling. Her face was the color of a ripe tomato though. Even though it was terribly funny, it was embarrassing too.
"Say…" Phil said, looking at Rhonda steadily. "That sure sounds like fun. Do you like having your pussy eaten, Rhonda?"
Rhonda blushed even more. She couldn't meet Phil's bright eyes. She wiggled uncomfortably and felt her pussy throb sexily.
"I… I… I don't know," she answered. "I've never done that. I… I want to try it sometime though…"
"Well," Phil laughed. "There's no better time than right now. I'd love to lick your pussy, Rhonda. How about it? Would you like to do that?"
"Yes," Rhonda whispered. She raised her eyes to his and felt her whole body tremble. She was going to get her horny pussy eaten at last.
Phil reached over and unzipped her dress. He pushed his hand inside her bra and caressed her titties playfully.
"How about your titties, Rhonda? Do you like to have your titties sucked too, or is that something you've never done either?"
"Oh. I've had my titties sucked before. I just love it," Rhonda admitted. "Tracey did…"
She blushed even deeper. She hadn't meant to say that. What would Phil think of her now?
"Oh, you girls have been playing little games, hmmmm?" Phil said. "Well, that's one way of making it. I think you'll like the way I do it, though. I've had plenty of practice and I haven't had a complaint yet."
He eased Rhonda out of her clothes with practiced swiftness. Rhonda helped him, even though her head was spinning. When he took off her little frilly panties his eyes widened and he chuckled appreciatively.
"God, that's a sexy pussy you have," he exclaimed. He stared at the nude shining mound of her pussy and the edge of her pussy pussylips peeking out of her bare cunt clit.
Rhonda giggled. "Tracey said it would make you want to stick your tongue in my pussy if I shaved it that way. It looks funny, doesn't it?"
"I don't think it looks funny at all," Phil gasped.
"It looks sexier than hell. Tracey's right. I can hardly wait to get my tongue in there and lick you."
Rhonda shivered with passion. Tracey had been right. She could hardly wait for Phil's lips on her bald pussy.
Phil bent his head. He sucked the tip of her tittie into his mouth and chewed on it. Rhonda felt like she would go straight through the floor with pleasure. He sucked harder than Tracey had, and it felt marvelous. She pushed her tittie up farther toward his hot lips and groaned heatedly.
"Oh… that's so good. Do the other one too, Phil. My other tittie wants some too."
Phil let her hard nipple pop out of his mouth.
He sucked the other stiff rosy bud into the wet hotness of his mouth and heard her shuddering sigh.
"Oh, I love that Phil. I just love it. I wish you could do that all night."
Phil sucked and chewed and licked on her pebble-stiff nipples until Rhonda thought she would go crazy with lust. When he finally raised his head she was weak and shaking. Her face was flushed bright red and her eyes were glazed with passion. Her breath was coming in little pants and her pussy was throbbing so wildly she thought that she was going to come right then.
"Now let's see how you like to have your pussy sucked," he said. He pushed her back on the couch and spread her legs so that all of her quivering pink pity was exposed. Rhonda held her breath with excitement.
Phil dropped to his knees beside the couch and ran his fingers over her puffy cuntlips. She shuddered violently.
"Oh don't you want me to do something for you too?" she asked breathlessly. "It's no fair if you do everything."
"I can wait until later," Phil laughed. "Right now I want to show you how good it feels to have your pussy licked. Are you ready?"
"Oh… yes!" Rhonda gasped. She could feel her pussy twitch and throb as Phil's head came closer and closer. Her little clitty stood straight up and trembled at the top of her parted cuntlips. She was more than ready for Phil's lips and tongue. She was burning up with lust.
When Phil stuck his tongue out and lapped up the groove of her hot cunt, she jerked as if she'd been shocked by a hot wire.
"Oooooh!" she squealed. "Ooooh, Phil!"
She hadn't been prepared for the electric thrills that shot through her body at the first touch of his wet, probing tongue. She had never dreamed that Phil's tongue in her pussy would be quite that good… would feel quite that deliciously exquisite.
She felt her cuntlips part with a wet, sticky sound and she was creaming steadily, hot juices pouring out of her horny cuntmouth like water from a faucet.
Phil reached around behind her and cupped her round soft asscheeks in his hands. He held her firmly, so she couldn't twist away and thrust his tongue in her slippery pussy groove again.
"Aaaaah," she sighed in total abandon. She wanted to tell him that she loved it. She wanted to scream with passion and groan with lust. She opened her mouth to tell him how much she loved his pussy-lapping but all she could manage was a long, shuddering sigh.
She should have known that she didn't have to tell him anything. Her pussy was doing an excellent job of telling him how she felt. It was creaming and twitching under his tongue. Her hot juices shot out of her nipping cuntmouth and rolled over his swirling tongue. She was almost drowning him in her juicy, wet cream.
Phil raised his head and grinned at her. "It's good, isn't it, Rhonda? I can tell you love it!"
He lowered his head to her hot pussy again and made his tongue flat and hard. He slapped it against her quivering little clit and she howled in delight. Her clitty was almost bursting now… just a few more wet licks with his tongue and she would come.
Then Phil's tongue licked back down her pussy groove again, leaving her shuddering with frustrated passion. It rimmed the tight clutching mouth of her pussy and then darted swiftly inside.
Rhonda heard herself scream with pleasure. It was so incredibly wonderful, she didn't know how much more she could take. Phil's tongue was like a hard, little cock, probing deeply into her nipping cunthole. She hunched her pussy up to meet his wet thrusts.
"Ooooh!" she wailed. "Oh yes, Phil. Fuck me with your tongue. Deeper, Phil, deeper."
Phil dived down until his face was buried in her smooth, steamy tissues. His nose slipped in her hot cream and his tongue pushed all the way up into her hot pussyhole until it we buried up to its root. Then he wiggled it around sexily.
Rhonda couldn't believe it. She had never felt anything so wonderful in her whole life. Her pussy channel was filled with his hard, slippery, wiggling tongue and she felt like she was going to explode with passion. The room started to spin around in front of her eyes and she squeezed them shut and concentrated on the delicious feelings he was creating in her hot, wet pussy.
"Oh, Phil. I'm almost ready to come. I can feel it. I'm going to come with your tongue in my pussy."
Phil moved his tongue faster and faster. It wiggled and licked at a tremendous pace, driving Rhonda out of her mind with passion. She began to wail with passion, tossing her head back and forth, twining her fingers in Phil's hair and pushing him down even further into her steamy gash.
Phil puffed out through his nose, his breath hot and hush against Rhonda's wide-open cunt. He nuzzled in deeper, coating his face in her hot love juices. He had never seen a woman get so hot from tongue fucking before. Rhonda's legs were trembling like leaves in the wind and it was all he could do to hold onto her squirming asscheeks. He felt his cock throb painfully. Hearing Rhonda's squeals of pleasure and feeling her horny responses to his tongue-fucking was making him ache with passion.
Then he opened his lips wide and drank up all her hot pussyjuice. It was the most wonderful drink he had ever tasted. It was hot and sharp and he swallowed eagerly, not willing to miss a drop.
He pulled his hard tongue out of her pussy mouth and moved it lower. He rimmed the mouth of her asshole and plunged it deep inside.
"Ooooh, God! You're licking my asshole, Phil. Oh, it's so wonderful… so wonderful!"
Phil thrust his tongue in all the way. He felt the rubbery tightness of her asshole pulling him deeper and he swirled his tongue around and around in her tight ass channel.
"Oooooh, Phil!" Rhonda screamed. "I'm going to come! I'm going to come with your wonderful tongue in my ass!"
Rhonda clutched at the back of his head and pressed it down deeper. Her titties quivered and the nipples stood straight out like miniature stiff cocks. Her asscheeks clenched together and her tiny tight asshole nipped rhythmically at his tongue.
Rhonda opened her mouth and squealed loudly. She felt a streak of wonderful warmth shoot through her belly and rush through her convulsing, pussy. Her titties quivered and rolled high on her chest and Phil's tongue kept right on swirling in her light, clutching asshole.
Her pussy quivered wildly and then she was coming with blast after blast of creamy cuntjuice squirting out of her spasming pussyhole and running down Phil's chin.
Phil sat up and wiped off his face. Then he grinned at her lewdly. "Did you like that?" he teased. "Are you glad I licked your sweet pussy?"
"Oh, yes," Rhonda breathed. She was still trembling and it was hard to catch her breath. "Oh, I just loved it, Phil."
Then her face fell. "Oh, you did all that for me and I haven't done anything for you. What would you like, Phil? I'll do anything you want me to."
"Why don't you suck his cock?" Tracey suggested.
Rhonda and Phil whirled to state at her. She was standing against the doorway completely naked. She grinned mischievously.
"Sorry about walking in on you like this," she teased. "We just heard so damn much noise out here that we decided to take a peek."
She turned around to smile at Frank who was standing right behind her. "I'm glad we did, aren't you honey?"
Frank laughed. "Why don't you teach Rhonda how to suck cock, honey? You're a real pro at that. I'll just rest and watch and then when you get through you can work on mine for a while."
Tracey giggled. "That sounds like fun," she said. "How about it Rhonda? Do you want to learn how to suck cocks?"
Rhonda started to giggle. "Why not?" she agreed. "Frank seemed to think you'd be a pretty good teacher."
"The first thing you have to do is get out of those clothes, Phil," Tracey said. "You're the only one with anything on and I can't very well teach Rhonda how to suck a cock with your pants on."
Phil looked down at himself and laughed. "I got so carried away licking Rhonda's pussy, I forgot all about taking them off," he said.
When Phil took off his pants, Tracey let out a little squeak of excitement. "Jesus, Phil! What a big cock! Your cock is so big Rhonda will probably choke on it."
She licked her lips eagerly. "I'll just have to have a lick first to see how it tastes. I've never sucked a cock that size before."
"How about it, Rhonda? Do you mind if I get a little taste of Phil's nice big cock? I can show you how to suck it that way."
Phil shuddered and his cock poked straight out, hard and quivering. It was really a trip, having two women eager to suck his cock.
Rhonda giggled. "Go ahead, Tracey," she invited. "Just show me how to do it. I'm sure I can learn pretty fast if you teach me."
Tracey knelt between Phil's legs. She grabbed his stiff cock in her hand and looked down at it hungrily. "The next thing you have to do is to lick it all aver and get it nice and slippery," she said.
Rhonda watched in amazement as Tracey stuck out her little pink tongue and ran it lightly up Phil's thick cockshaft. She swirled it around and around the base of his prick until Phil was panting with pleasure.
"See that?" she asked, pointing to the glistening drop of cum that hung suspended from the head of his huge cock.
Rhonda nodded, wide-eyed.
"That's cream and it's delicious. It's slippery and it tastes really wild. You're going to love it, just the way I do."
Tracey stuck out her tongue again and licked the creamy drop of jism off the head of Phil's prick. She rolled it around on her tongue and her face took on a pleased expression.
"Boy! Your cockcream tastes good, Phil!" she squealed. "You're going to love it, Rhonda. It's really super."
Rhonda felt the heat grow in her pussy again. Just watching horny little Tracey lap up that drop of cum made her pussy tingle with excitement. She swallowed shakily.
"Oh, come on Tracey… don't be so greedy… I want a taste too," she begged. "Just let me taste it and then you can go on with the lesson."
Tracey sat up. "O.K. Squeeze it a little and lick up the sides and Phil will give you a drop of cream to taste, won't you, Phil?"
Phil nodded. He was having trouble speaking.
The idea of two girls quibbling about who was going to taste his cum first was enough to make him shudder and shake with passion. He gasped as Rhonda's head came close to his prick. He could feel her hot breath on his prickshaft and it drove him wild.
"Just lick it like an ice-cream cone," Tracey encouraged her. "Pretend it's a popsicle or something like that and you have to lick it before it melts. That'll feel really great for Phil. Go ahead, do it."
Rhonda lowered her head slowly. She giggled a little as she watched the expression of delight agony on Phil's face. She could see his prick looming in front of her face. It was absolutely huge and hard as a fencepost. It was the best cock she had ever seen in her whole life. She licked her lips and smacked them together. That seemed to drive Phil wild. He hunched up his hips, trying to get the tip of his cock to touch her wet, hot lips.
Phil couldn't believe how horny he was. Maybe it was because he knew that Rhonda had never sucked cock before and his would be the first, or perhaps it was the way she licked her lips awl the lewdly exciting sound of her smacking. Whatever it was, Phil was so hard and horny that his cock practically hunt.
He groaned, deep in his throat. He panted once and then held his breath. His heart pounded in his throat. She was almost there. Almost… just an inch more… closer… he could feel her hot breath on the pulsing head of his prick… just the lightest brush of her velvety hot lips and…
"Aaaaaaaaah!" he sighed noisily as her hot pink tongue flicked out and swirled around the sides of his jerking cock. He shuddered violently as she licked up, doing exactly the same thing as Tracey had done, but it felt a million times more exciting when he knew that she had never done it before.
He could feel the burning hot furnace of her mouth. The flames licked up to the tip of his pulsing prick and flickered in his creaming glans hole. Heat spread across his whole crotch and settled in waves in his throbbing nuts. It was almost too delightful to bear. He didn't know how long he would be able to hold out… to keep from coming. He felt like he was ready to burst with hot, searing cum, blasting into her virgin throat and filling her mouth with his burning load of sperm.
Then, suddenly, her mouth was gone and he heard her talking to Tracey.
"Mmmmmm. You're right, Tracey. Phil's cum tastes so good. It's every bit as good as you said maybe even better."
Tracey grinned. "Do you think you'll be able to take that giant prick all the way in your mouth? Phil would love it if you could swallow his whole cockshaft, wouldn't you, Phil?"
Phil's eyes were glazed with passion. He could hardly answer. He resisted the urge to grab Rhonda by her beautiful red hair and jam her head down on his aching cock.
"Yes," he croaked. "Oh yes."
Frank sat across from the horny trio, watching. He was gasping too. He knew exactly what Tracey's hot lips felt like and his own cock was pulsing and jerking from the memory. He had just fucked her and here he was, horny again. His prick was hard and stiff. He ached to get in on the scene but he had promised to watch. He slipped his hand to his horny prick. He would just have to do something. At least he could play with himself while he watched. It was just like watching a stag film and beating off, only it was a million times more exciting. The stag film was real and he knew he could just walk into the picture anytime his desires got to be too much for him to handle.
He sighed and slipped his hand to his jerking cock. Tracey was quite a girl. Just watching her suck Bill's cock almost made him blow his wad. He knew how wonderful her mouth felt and he could really understand Phil's agonized expression, waiting for some more of the expert sucking. Tiny had had him in that same state, many times in the past.
"O.K. Rhonda, I'm sure you can swallow that nice big prick of Phil's," Tracey said. "Just go ahead and try it. First take those marvelous titties of yours and rub them up against his cock. Squeeze them around his cock and jiggle them up and down. That ought to make Phil happy."
Rhonda leaned forward and pushed her titties up against Phil's jerking cock. She did just as Tracey had told her to. She surrounded his pulsing prickshaft with her satiny, soft titties and jiggled them lewdly. She pushed them against him tightly and shook them up and down.
"Oh, God," Phil moaned. "Oh, Rhonda, that's so good. Suck me now, honey. Please, Rhonda… suck me."
Rhonda giggled. She was learning something from Tracey. The longer she waited, the hornier Phil got. She batted his hard prick around with her marvelously soft titties. Then she brought her mouth closer and closer to his throbbing prick.
Rhonda licked her already-moist lips. Then she parted them and ran her tongue over the edge of her teeth in a lusty gesture.
"Want me to suck you now, honey?" she asked in a low, sexy voice.
"Yes," Phil shouted. He was so excited he could hardly stand it. "Came on, honey. Do it now… don't tease, baby. Do it."
Rhonda stretched her mouth open. She spread her lips widely and then she pursed them and flicked the warm, slick cave of her mouth down over his throbbing cockhead.
"Jesus. Ahhhhhh…" he moaned. He threw his head back and thrust his hips up toward her face. Her lips were burning. He just couldn't believe the silky hotness of the inside of her mouth. He felt swallowed by her burning mouth, a mouth that was so hot it almost matched the fire in his balls.
Tracey giggled and clapped. "Ooooooh. That's it, Rhonda. Phil loves it. He just loves flicking your hot, wet mouth."
Phil put his hands on the back of her head and pressed her down even farther. He tangled his fingers in her long hair and held her there, tightly imprisoned by his hands, her mouth full of his lusty, jerking cock.
Rhonda swiveled around until she was kneeling between his legs. She sucked hotly. She loved sucking his hard, pulsing cock. It was making her terribly horny to suck and lick on his delicious prick. The more she licked and sucked, the more Phil groaned and she creamed wetly, listening to his horny gasps of pleasure.
Her hot pussy throbbed lustily. Every time Phil groaned, little hot thrills tingled her stiff clit. She felt like she was going to come, just sucking on his wonderfully stiff cock.
Then she felt Phil's hands on her asscheeks, pushing her around until her creamy pink pussy was right above his mouth. He pulled her down until the puffy bare lips of her cunt were nestled against his face.
"Let's see how you like this," Phil murmured. His breath tickled her pussy, sending hot little thrills right through her whole body. She felt his tongue stab out and brush against the stiff erect knob of her clitty and she groaned, deep in her throat.
Phil's mouth watered. He loved to lick Rhonda's exciting bare pussy. He inhaled deeply, relishing the musky, exciting smell of her moist, hot cunt.
Then his tongue lapped gently at her puffy bare pussylips. They parted with a moist sticky sound and his tongue found the crevice between them, parting them like the petals of a flower. He licked lower and lapped the smooth channel of her hot, trembling pussy, swallowing her hot cream with eager, sucking sounds.
"Ooooooh," she moaned hotly. The sound was muffled round his huge cock. "Mmmmmmm…"
Rhonda forced herself to keep licking on his cock. She tried to concentrate on giving him the same delicious sensations that he was giving her. It was a horny duet of lapping and sucking and thrilling probings.
Rhonda's ass cheeks shook under Phil's grasping fingers. She ground her cunt down into his mouth with wild abandon. It seemed like she couldn't get enough of his expert licking. Her whole pussy was on fire with lust and her head spun dizzily.
She wrapped her tongue around the sensitive underside of his cock and tickled up and down his bursting prickshaft. His cock lurched wildly in her hot mouth. She made her lips suck and squeeze, holding him firmly and then drawing back to let his hard cock pop out of her mouth with a smacking sound. She heard him gasp joyfully and she let his cock slip out of her mouth with a loud, juicy pop.
"Do you like it, Phil?" she asked, knowing that he did. "Do you like the way I suck on your nice, big cock?"
Phil was much too busy to answer. His mouth and lips were firmly clamped to her hot pussy. He licked her juicy pussy a little faster in response to her question. Of coune he liked it. Even a monk sworn to celibacy would love it.
Ritonda giggled and lowered her head again. He was sending such sweet shuddering thrills through her body that she had to suck him again. She blew out lightly through her mouth, littlepuffs of hot breath that made him thrust upward, trying to get his cock into her wonderful mouth again.
Rhonda fucked her lips down over his cock and groaned in ecstasy. Phil was licking her so deliciously she didn't know how much longer she would be able to last without exploding. Her whole body felt like it was on fire with passion.
Phil licked even harder and felt her legs trembled above him. He swallowed up her hot cream as fast as it gushed out of her spuming pussy mouth. He licked eagerly, delighting in the heady, woman taste of her sweet pussycream, licking it out and swallowing it up greedily. He smacked his lips in delight.
Rhonda could feel her orgasm building again. Her hard little clit felt like it was on fire and thrills ran the entire length of her cunt. She swirled her tongue around and around the knobby head of his cock and sucked it all the way into bet throat.
Her lips clamped down tightly. Her head bobbed back and forth like a piston, jerking back and forth, faster and faster. She could feel his firm, swelling balls smack against her faceas she fucked her lips down again and again on his stiff cock.
Phil let out a groan of pleasure. He couldn't stand too much more of this. His breath puffed out in ragged gasps and swept over her trembling pussy like a hot wind. He licked and tongued faster and faster, twisting his tonguetip around her stiff clit and chewing it with his lips.
He gasped again as her lips pistoned faster. His tongue dove down and thrust into her tight, pulsing pussy mouth. He probed deeply, reaming out her steaming pussy, drinking the warm sweet cream that rained down his eager throat. He heard her cry of pleasure and he licked even faster. He drove in her cunthole and lapped up the length of her steaming pussyslit, back and forth, faster and faster, keeping time with her bobbing head and smacking lips around his cock.
Rhonda felt her pussy cream hotly. It seemed to burst into thrilling flames. She moaned against his cock. She ground her pussy down against his smooth face and squeezed her cunt up against his chin tightly. She felt the tingling in her cunt grow stronger and stranger. Waves of pleasure and lust were carrying her away and she couldn't stop.
She felt Phil's long tongue reach out and rub against her clit, batting it back and forth like a tennis ball. He mouthed her hard little love button, sucking it into his mouth and squeezing it with his hot lips. The flames grew hotter and she knew she was about to come.
She moaned loudly and sucked on his swollen prickshaft until it bumped against the back of her throat. It almost gagged her. She let it out and sucked it back in again. It was easier the second time. Her throat iclaxed and accepted the long pole of his cock willingly, eagerly. She sucked it in deeply until it was buded snugly in her light, slick throat.
She let it out again, feeling it jerk wildly. She knew that he was about to come. She wondered whether she should swallow his cum. She loved the taste, of it and it was kind of exciting to think about him shooting off, deep in her hot, sucking throat. She sucked him all the way back in again, deciding to do it.
"Oooooh. I'm going to come, baby. Will you swallow it? Will you eat my hot load of cum?"
Phil muttered the question against her hot pussy. She could feel the tingling his breath made against her throbbing clit. She would do it, of course. She would swallow every bit of his cum. She wanted to do that more than she'd ever wanted to do anything in her whole life.
"Yes," she gasped eagerly. "Come in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum, darling. Shoot it in my throat."
She drew back her mouth and sucked. Her tongue squeezed and her lips fucked his cock rapidly. She could hardly wait for the blast of his hot cream down her slippery throat.
Phil lapped and squeezed her stiff clit. He was almost ready. Only a second more and he would explode with passion, driving his creamy load right down her sucking throat.
Rhonda felt his prick throb wildly. It seemed to swell up even larger and bump firmly against the back of her throat. She swallowed greedily.
"Here it comes. Here's my hot load of cum for your sucking throat. Here it is, honey. Swallow it all, honey. Swallow it all."
His breath slapped against her throbbing clit. She heard his long cry of delight and his hips lunged up to grasp her head. She couldn't believe the size of his prick. It was huge and jerking. The head of it was so big that it filled her whole throat and made her eyes fill up with tears.
Rhonda squeezed her eyes shut tightly and ground her pussy into his face. The waves of pleasure washed over her in shining swells. She moaned and squealed against his throbbing cock as the first spurt of hot cum splashed against the back of her throat.
Her pussy caught on fire and exploded right along with his cock. The room spun around as she swallowed and sucked. His hot cum soothed her raw throat. It slid right down into her belly and warmed her whole body. Every time she swallowed, her pussy sent out another incredibly sweet thrill. It was fantastic.
"Oh, honey," Phil shouted. "You did it, Rhonda. You ate all of my cum. You're the bekt cocksucker in the whole world."
"You bet she is," Frank shouted, laughing at Rhonda and Phil's surprised expressions. They had forgotten all about Tracey and Frank watchinp them.
Frank sat up and wiped the cum off Tracey's face, with a kleenex. "We got so damn excited watching you that we had to do something too," he chuckled.
Tracey sat up and grinned at Rhonda. "You ought to be in movies," she said. "I got so excited watching you suck Phil's cock that I came three times before Frank even licked my pussy."
"Let's all have a drink," Phil suggested. "I could use a little breather. Theft we can think of some exciting things to do together."
Tracey giggled wildly. "I know what I want to do," she squealed. "I want Frank to fuck me in the ass. I've always wanted to do that…"
"Ill mix the drinks and you get the Vaseline," Frank offered. "That sounds like a real kick."
Phil looked at Rhonda. His eyes were shining with lust. "How about it Rhonda?" he asked winking lewdly. "Would you like to watch them for a change?"
"Sure," Rhonda giggled. "If it looks like fun, maybe we can try it when they get through. I'm in the mood to try all sorts of kinky things tonight."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Bill tore his eyes away from the window as Carole's hand reached out and patted his stiff prick. He couldn't believe his reaction to seeing his wife and Phil fuck. He wasn't mad at all. He was happy that he'd lost the bet he'd made with Carole. Watching Rhonda and Phil hadn't upset him in the least. The only thing it had done was to make him so horny he could hardly stand it.
"I'm ready to collect on that bet," Carole whispered in his ear. "Let's go back to Cora's house and fuck."
Bill nodded eagerly. He grabbed Roy's arm and shook him slightly. Roy was still staring in the window with a kind of dazed look on his face.
"Come on," Bill hissed. "Let's go back to Cora's and let the girls collect on their belt."
Roy grinned at Cora. Then he took her arm firmly and steered her toward the car.
Cora moved like she was in a dream. She hardly spoke, a word all the way back to her apartment. She kept seeing the two nude couples fucking and laughing in front of her eyes. She had to admit that it looked like fun. Tracey and Rhonda had certainly seemed to enjoy it. She was sure that they weren't pretending when they screamed out their pleasure. She wondered if she'd been wrong all along. Maybe she had been selling fucking short.
She sighed deeply and smiled at Roy in the darkness of the back seat of the car. There was one sure way to find out. She could hardly wait to put it to the test. She would let Roy fuck her, just to see if it really was that good. She felt a tingle rush through her pussy as she thought about his hard cock sinking into her creamy pussy. Maybe hg would even lick her cunt like Phil had done to Rhonda. Rhonda had certainly enjoyed that. She had gone right out of her mind with passion. Cora's pussy creamed heatedly, all the way back to her place.
"Can we use your guest room, Cora?" Carole asked as soon as Cora had unlocked the door of her apartment. She was so excited she barely waited for Cora's nod before she practically dragged Bill into the room and shut the door with a noisy slam.
Roy and Cora looked at each other and Cora burst into laughter. "God," she said, wiping her eyes on her sleeve. "There's an example of reverse rape for you. Carole just pulled him down the hall and shoved him in the door. I guess we know what's on her mind."
Roy laughed. "Yeah. She couldn't wait, could she? I guess watching Rhonda fuck with Phil really made Carole horny."
He stopped speaking and stared at Cora for a long moment. "It really made me horny, too, but. Cora, if you want to back out on that bet of ours, I'll understand. Don't feel you have to go through with it unless you want to."
Cora met his gaze steadily. Then she smiled. "I'm not about to back out, Roy. Watching everybody fuck made me horny too. I think it's about time I tried it again. The first time wasn't so hot, but I've heard that it's a lot better after that."
Roy grinned lustily. "Are you sure you want to?" he asked, still trying to be considerate despite the lusty throbbing in his balls.
"I'm sure," Cora whispered. She snuggled up to him on the couch and pulled his lips down to hers.
Roy's lips were warm and Cora felt the heat in her cunt grow into a tire of passion. Roy's kiss wasn't wet and repulsive like Pete's had been. He kissed her slowly, savoring the taste of her lips and running his tongue lightly over them, probing gently. Cora's pussy began to twitch and cream heavily.
She moaned once, the passion building to a height she had never felt before. She discovered she liked having a man's firm lips on hers. She welcomed the probe of his stiff tongue in her mouth and her own tonguetip met his, swirling around it, licking and kissing deeply.
When be leaned back she was breathless with desire. "Let's go into the bedroom," she whispered. "I really want to, Roy. I'm so hot I just can't stand it any more."
Ray laughed and picked her up in his arms. He carried her to her bedroom and kicked the door shut with his foot. He laid her gently on the bed and began to undress her carefully. His touches were gentle and light as he helped her out of her clothes.
"God! You're beautiful," he murmured, running his fingers lightly over the curves and hollows of her body. "You're really beautiful, Cora. I'm going to make sure you enjoy this to make up for that other time."
Cora felt her pussy cream as he spoke. Roy was so sweet and gentle that she wasn't frightened like she had been before. She felt warm and loving and terribly, terribly horny.
"Take off your clothes, Roy," she gasped, "take off your clothes so I can touch you too."
Cora gazed at his body in amazement. She had never realized that a man's body was so exciting. He was big, but not fat. His arms were powerfully muscled and his waist was flat and trim. His leg looked strong and his cock… well, there was only one word for it… beautiful! He reminded her of the statues of Greek Gods she had seen in history books. She trembled, just looking at his strong body.
She looked up and gave him a big smile. She was amazed at her reaction. The very thought of a naked man so close to her would have filled her with cold chills of fear before. Roy's body didn't make her feel that way at all. She was shaking, it was true. Her tremors weren't from fear, though. They were from delicious anticipation. She could hardly wait to feel that strong, exciting body pressed to hen and that marvelous cock sliding into her wet, creamy pussy.
"Touch me, Roy," she whispered. "Fuck me and make me feel good like Rhonda felt. Show me what I've been missing. Put your hard cock in me and fuck me."
Roy's cock pulsed wildly as he pulled her into his arms. It nestled down against her soft body and throbbed like a pole between them. Roy was so horny he could hardly stand it. The thought of fucking Cora and making her enjoy it for the first time made his cock even harder than it usually was. It swelled up and throbbed with excitement. He was going to make sure that Cora enjoyed fucking this time.
Roy stifled the urge to plunge his jerking cock right into Cora's tight pussyhole. He wanted to get her nice and hot first, so hot that she'd be bound to enjoy fucking. He wanted to do all the tings that he knew women loved so that Cora could enjoy them for the first time.
"You have beautiful tities, Cora," he murmured. "Would you like me to suck them? I know you'll love it."
Cora nodded her head. She was ready to try anything. Her horny pussy was so hot already that her head was spinning. His kisses had set her body on fire.
Roy cupped her large titties with his hands. They rested heavily on his palm and the nipples were hard and red. They stuck straight out like stiff little pebbles, trembling at the tips of her swelling titties.
He caught her nipples between his fingers and rolled them smoothly. He heard her gasp of pleasure and flicked them back and forth with his fingertips. Cora moaned loudly.
"Suck them," she cried. "Suck my titties, Roy. No one's ever done that to me before."
Roy lowered his head swiftly mid sucked one throbbing nipple into his hot mouth. He ran his tongue around the stiff bump and licked. He felt her body shudder beneath him. He lapped a little harder, squeezing gently at the same time. Cora cried out in pleasure.
"Ooooooh, I love it," she moaned. "That's, that's… it's just wonderful, Roy!"
He sucked her tittie into his mouth harder until his whole hot mouth was full of her sensitive pussy flesh. The harder he sucked the more she seemed to like it. She trembled and shook in wild abandon. He could feel her titties swelling and bouncing under his chin and be chewed on her hard little nipple gently.
Cora gave a gasp of delight. "Oh! That's it, Roy. Bite them… bite my hard nipples. That feels so good!"
Roy mouthed and licked wildly. He bit down on her nipple and rolled it around with his teeth. He sucked it all the way into his mouth and gummed it with his lips.
"Ooooooh, do the other one too, Roy. Make my other tittie feel that good, too."
Roy gave her other nipple the same treatment. He could feel it swell up and match the first in hardness and trembling erection. Her body convulsed with long shudders of lust. He licked and sucked until his lips were sore and still slip wanted more.
Roy let her nipple pop out of his mouth. "Now comes the good part," he told bet. "Remember how Phil ate Rhonda's creamy pussy? Well, I'm going to eat yours too and you're going to feel exactly like Rhonda did. I'm going to lick and suck on your sweet little clit until you scream for joy. I'm going to chew and lick until you come, right in my mouth."
Cora shuddered. She could hardly wait. She had thought that she could never let a man do something like that to her, but she had been wrong. She was looking forward to it. She could hardly wait for Roy's sucking lips to touch her steaming pussy.
Roy reached down and took hold of her thighs. He spread them wide apart. "Spread out nice, honey, so I can lick all of it. You have to keep your legs open wide so I've got room to lick your sweet pussy."
Roy put his hand out and touched her body with an expert caress. His palm smoothed up the length of her silky thigh. His fingertips teased at the smoothness of her cuntlips and played gently in her silky pussy hair.
She was so hot she could hardly stand it. His fingers were igniting little tongues of fire wherever they touched her body. Her pussy felt like it was burning up with lust. Her cunt squirmed deep inside and spread out willingly. She was open and ready for whatever he wanted to do to her.
Roy's finger slipped over her clit. He heard her startled gasp. It slipped up her tummy and caressed the tips of her throbbing nipples. Then it traveled swiftly down again and probed deeply between her parted cuntlips.
Roy rolled her cuntlips. He swept along the slick silly channel of her pussy slit and rimmed the tight ring of her spasming pussyhole. Then he slid back up her cuntslit and pressed inward on the bump of her throbbing clit.
"Oooooh," Cora moaned deep in her throat. "Oh, yes, Roy. That feels so wonderful. Play with my clitty. Make me come with your finger."
Roy laughed softly. "Just hold on, honey," he said. "Wait until I get my tongue in your hot pussy. Then you can come as many times as you want to."
Roy leaned down and stuck out his long tongue. He lapped up the slit of her cunt and rolled the lips with his tongue, flapping them back and forth.
Cora screamed in pleasure. She had never felt anything so utterly delicious. Her vibrator never felt like that. Roy's tongue was hot and wet and it made her whole pussy shake and squeeze with sweet, sugary thrills.
Roy grinned as he heard Cora pant in excitement. He knew that she loved it. He was going to make her come, just like Phil had made Rhonda come. He was going to lick and suck on her sweet pussy until she exploded with desire.
Roy slid his tongue up her clutching pussy channel. It slipped wetly through her hot tissues. He slid it up her satiny gap to her hard little clit. Then he pressed it down, gently.
Cora screamed again. She thought she was surely going to dome now. Roy's tongue was doing things to her pussy that she had never even dreamed about. It was heavenly and her pussy creamed hotly. Her whole body shook and she squealed high in her throat.
"You like that, don't you, baby," Roy moaned. "You're going to come with my hard tongue in your pussy, aren't you?"
Cora's body felt like it was floating on air. The only real thing in the room was Roy's wonderful, probing tongue and she creamed around it wetly. She could feel her pussy contracting and shooting out rivers of hot pussy cream. She was floating with desire and Roy's tongue was doing the most exquisite things to her pussy that she had ever felt.
Roy's tongue moved over her clit. It flashed faster and faster. It rolled her love button back and forth and then his lips squeezed it tightly. She couldn't help her cries of passion now. She knew that she was screaming, but she couldn't stop. It was just too wonderfully delicious.
Roy grinned as he licked faster. He saw the slick sheen of warm cuntjuice gushing from the squeezing mouth of her cunt and he lapped it up eagerly. It was like drinking rich nectar. He swallowed noisily and gulped again as Cora's pussy creamed hotly.
"No," Cora screamed. "I want your cock, Roy. I want your cock in my hot pussy. Pleeeease… give me a cock. I need it so bad, Roy. Please… give it to me…"
Roy chuckled. How could he refuse a horny request like that? He had meant to bring her off with his tongue, but if she wanted cock that badly it would be mean to deny her.
He sat up and crawled between her widely spread thighs. He lowered his throbbing prick and pointed it toward the center of her wet, pink spasming pussyhole.
Cora felt a tingly feeling rush through her pussy. Her tight pink cuntmouth snapped open with a wet, squishy sound and her thighs spread out even wider. Her pussylips puffed up and trembled, waiting for the plunge of his thick cockhead.
She sighed deeply. In just a moment now, he would be inside her. His cock would plunge into her trembling warmth and she would feel it brush vast her bloated pussylips and poke right in her narrow pussy channel.
Roy could feel the cushiony softness of her titties under his chest. He scraped his chest against her soft, yielding tittie-pillows and lowered his hips to her clit.
The soft mushroom of his pulsing cockhead nosed into the wet folds of her pussy mouth and slipped easily inside. He pressed forward gently and felt her arms clasp around his back. Her pussy mouth seemed to be sucking him in, deeper and deeper. He pressed forward, with a steady pressure and felt her cunt yield to enfold him in her steamy warmth.
He pushed forward harder. His cock slid up her cunt and poked all the way to the back of her snapping pussy tunnel.
"Aaaaaaah!" he gasped. Her cunt was so hot it took his breath away. It clutched his prick tightly, like a glove of oiled silk and he could feel the horny trembling of her slippery, steamy tissues.
He plunged his horny prick all the way into her grasping cunthole. Her pussylips clung to the sides of his thick prick and trembled around it like petals on a rosebud. She was so hot and wet that it felt like he was fucking the inside of a furnace.
Cora gasped as he began pushing his hard cock in and out. It felt so wonderful, she never wanted him to stop. She gasped again and wrapped her arms around his back, pulling him right up against her.
"Oh," she moaned. "That's wonderful, Roy. It feels so wonderful when you do that."
She wanted him even deeper in her steaming cunt. She raised her legs and clamped them around his back, holding him tightly with her thighs. Now her sweet pussy was wide open to his plunging thrusts.
She braced herself and rocked with his plunging. She felt his prick stretch and harden even more inside her wet pussy. It slipped back and forth juicily, slamming up against her soft, trembling womb and retreating to gather itself and plunge right back in again.
Roy moaned happily. Cora had the hottest pussy he had ever fucked. Her wet, steaming juices were pouring out and bathing his hard prick in a wonderful hot glow. He reached out and found her swelling tits with his hands.
"Play with my nipples," she urged. "Pinch them the way you did before. Roll them around with your fingers, darling."
Roy captured the rosy bumps with his hands. He rolled them back and forth with his thumb and fingers, faster and faster, in time with his plunging cock. He felt a shudder run through her body and then she squealed in passion again.
"Oh, Roy. What's happening? I feel so strange. It feels like my whole pussy is going to explode with your cock inside. Ooooooh…"
Roy kissed the side of her face hungrily. "You're going to come baby," he murmured gently. "That's what's happening. You're going to come with my hard cock driving in your pussy."
Cora's cuntwalls squeezed around his prick. They began fluttering in and out, squeezing and sucking in lusty abandon. Her hips rocked back and forth and her asscheeks shook under his grasping hands.
"Oooo, Roy. It's going to happen now. I can feel it. My pussy's going to come."
Suddenly Roy froze. He stared at the bedroom door and then he laughed loudly. He turned Cora sideways a little so she could see too.
Carole and Bill stood there watching. They were both grinning from ear to ear.
"Sorry for the interruption, but we beard Cora squealing and we decided to come and watch. Do you mind, Cora?" Carole asked.
"Uh… no, I guess not," Cora replied. Her pussy was still squeezing around Roy's hard cock. It creamed even hotter as she thought of Carole and Bill watching. She was almost glad that they had interrupted. It was going to be even better, fucking with Bill and Carole watching.
Roy laughed. He felt Cora's pussy twitch even harder. His cock seemed to have gotten a little harder too. He liked the idea of fucking with someone watching. It was a real turn-on.
He pulled at Cora's asscheeks again and made her wet, open pussy clutch his cock tightly. "Let's give them a show, honey," he whispered. "We'll have them so hot that they'll have to fuck again right in front of us."
Cora shuddered lustily. She moaned again in passion, not caring that Carole and Bill could hear her. Nothing mattered except Roy's hard cock in her squeezing pussy.
Roy plowed all the way to the back of her cunt and began ramming into her pussy again. He built himself back up to the passion he had felt before Bill and Carole had come into the room. Then his lust soared oven higher and he pounded furiously into Cora's tight, juicy cunt tunnel.
Cora squealed in lusty passion. Her pussy twitched and spasmed around his prick. Her mouth flew open and she gasped and panted. Her nipples poked out at the air and punched against his chest every time he came to rest against her.
She knew that Carole and Bill were watching and Roy's plunging cock felt even better than it had before. It was so exciting having a witness to her wild passion.
Roy growled deep in his throat. His hard cock flew into her juicy pussy and his swollen balls banged up against her ass. She heard herself screwing in passion as her pussy began to throb wildly.
It seemed like her pussy was splitting apart and exploding. It sucked around his cock and her cuntlips flapped back and forth. Her body was on fire with the horniest feelings she had ever had.
"Oooooh… I'm coming, Roy!" she squealed. "I'm coming around your hard cock!"
"Oh, honey," Roy gasped. "Oh yes… let it go, baby… I'm going to come too. I'm going to fill up your hot pussy with my cum. I'm going to shoot your horny cunt full of my burning cream."
Cora's legs clutched at his back. She clung to him and let her body shudder and pulse with violent waves of throbbing orgasm.
Roy felt her pussy suck and milk his cock and it was more than he could bear. He lunged against her and plunged his prick deep inside her slippery, hot pussy. Then be felt it jerk wildly and he was exploding with a mighty blast of hot creamy sperm.
"AAAAGH!" he bellowed, jerking and bucking against her body. "Jesus! Aaaaaagh!"
Both of them panted and gasped and squealed and moaned. Cora had forgotten all about Bill and Carole watching them. Her bed squeaked and rattled as Roy tossed her wildly. He rolled her over and over, just like they were rolling down a hill. First she was under him, her pussy open and snapping wildly and then she was on top, trembling and screaming at the top of her lungs. His hips pounded into her split thighs and his cock pounded and spurted until the cum was running out of her tight snapping pussyhole in rivers.
Cora felt the juices squirt out between her cuntlips. They ran down and bathed their thighs in hot wetness. The juice leaked out all over the bed and they thrashed through it, relishing the sticky, hot feeling it gave them.
"Oh, honey," Cora gasped when they came to rest at last. "Oh, Roy, darling. That's so wonderful. Oh Roy… I just love fucking."
Roy laughed. He looked pleased and proud. He felt like the most important man in the whole world. He had made Cora come for the first time and he had sold her on fucking.
Cora stood up. She cupped her hand under her pussy to catch the drops of cum that rolled out between her pussylips. Then she started laughing and pointed to Bill and Carole.
Carole was sitting on the floor next to Bill. Her mouth was wide open and her eyes were glazed.
Bill had a dreamy expression on his face and his cock was sticking straight out in front of him like an arrow. His mouth was open too. Both he and Carole looked like they could use a stiff drink.
"Let's take a shower," Cora giggled. "Then we'll come back and pick up those two. I think they've got some unfinished business to take care of, from the size of that prick Bill's wearing."
Carole shook her head and laughed. She looked over at Bill's huge cock and licked her lips. Her eyes were still glazed but she was looking at Bill's cock hungrily, all the same.
As Cora and Roy closed the bedroom door they saw Carole's head lower to Bill's mammoth prick. Bill had his eyes closed in delight.



CHAPTER NINE


Carole giggled as Bill climbed in the shower with her. Bill was turning out to be quite a stud. He certainly wanted to try everything.
"You'd better stop it," she laughed as he made a grab for her titties. "If we start fooling around in here, we'll drown."
Bill just laughed and turned on the water, full-force. It splashed over their bodies and ran down in streams. It was hot and steamy and it felt like they were standing in the middle of a hot, tropical rain.
"I'll do you and then you can do me," Bill said. He grabbed the bar of soap and lathered his hands until they were covered with soapy foam. Then he started massaging and soaping her wet, glistening body thoroughly.
Carole giggled again. It felt so good. His hands were slippery and every place he touched, tickled. She shivered and moved closer so he could reach her better.
He started at her ankles, working his way up her smooth legs and thighs, paying particular attention to her shimmering, slippery asscheeks. He firmly kneaded her smooth, quivering globes, not missing an inch of her beautiful ass.
Then he worked on her back, giving her an expert backrub with her soapy hands until she was leaning back against him, completely relaxed. He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her around to face him. Their bodies slipped together and locked in a slippery, wet embrace.
Carole gasped as she felt the pole of his hard cock, jutting up between their joined bodies. He was hard as a rock again. Bill had come twice and he was hard again. She couldn't believe it. For once, she was going to get all the cock that she wanted.
He lowered his head to hers. His lips came down and pressed against lien, gently at first, and then harder as she moved up closer to him and ground her pussy against his throbbing hard cock.
She moved her pussy in circles, brushing up against his cock and grinding her hips against his. She met the thrust of his tongue and her pussy moved frantically against his cock, trying to get him to slip inside her steaming cunt.
She couldn't seem to capture his prick, though. Just when she thought that it would surely slip into her waiting pussy, it slipped away from her again. It just wouldn't work. They were too soapy. Bill pulled away from her and picked up the soap again. He rubbed it between his hands and reached out for her round, creamy titties. He squeezed and rubbed, grasping hard and then laughing as her titties bounced away from his fingers. They were so slippery he couldn't hold onto them, but he tried anyway and she giggled as they popped away from him.
Bill, moved her over until the rushing stream of water splattered against her titties. It poured down and rinsed her slippery, sensitive titties, caressing them hotly, cascading down her belly to her bushy beaver below. It felt hot and nice and Carole sighed happily. She felt wonderful.
Then Bill leaned forward and sucked her throbbing nipple into his mouth. He bit and chewed until Carole thought she would go crazy with lust. Her pussy creamed and trembled and her hard little clit stuck straight out in sympathetic delight. Every time Bill bit down on her pebble-stiff nipple, she felt an answering thrill in her pussy. Her little clit seemed to be directly connected with her throbbing nipples, giving her double thrills from Bill's tittie-sucking.
"Ooooh, I can feel that clear down in my pussy," she groaned as Bill gave her other tittie the same treatment. "Every time you suck my nipples my cunt creams."
Bill laughed and picked up the soap. "Let's see how you like this," he grinned.
He ran his hands lightly over her flat belly, inching lower and rubbing in stow large circles. Then he came to the fuzzy mound of her beaver and he soaped her pussy hair thoroughly. He combed his fingers through every strand of silky hair, coming nearer and nearer to her stiff little clit with every stroke.
Carole shuddered wildly. She wanted him to soap her pussy too. She could hardly wait to feel his soapy fingers on her delicate pussy flesh. It was a good thing they were in the shower because her pussy was creaming so much that she would have soaked abed in no time at all.
Bill parted the curly hair of her cuntal mound and began to lightly touch the delicate fold of tender flesh on her puffy cuntlips.
"Aaaah," Carole groaned. At last he was touching her pussy. It was so wonderful she shook all over with delight. His fingers were so slippery and light that it felt like butterfly wings were beating against the tender pink cuntflesh.
"Touch me here, Bill," she demanded and grabbed his hand, pressing it tightly to her throbbing clit. "Play with my clitty, Bill. I just bye that."
Bill wiggled her clit with his finger. He pushed it faster and faster, back and forth until Carole was quivering with lust. Then he jammed his finger into her creaming pussy mouth and she almost fainted with joy. First one finger, then two and finally three of his fingers were plunging wetly into her spasming cunthole, sending ripples of delight through her body and making her legs tremble so much she could hardly stand up.
Bill reached up and raised the showerhead, directing the stream of water higher until it splashed against her titties. It beat down on her throbbing nipples, making them stand straight up and quiver with excitement.
Carole screamed noisily. The stream of water felt so wonderful. That and Bill's fingers in her pussy combined to make her head spin with horny sensations. She felt her pussy cream wetly, gushing out over Bill's plunging fingers and sweet thrills shot through her body.
Then Bill reached up for the showerhead again. He lowered it in a steady motion letting the water rush over her waist and then center on the silky bush of her trembling beaver.
Carole gasped as she felt the hot water beat against her furry cuntal mound. It drenched the silky hair with a steady stream beating down, and her puffy cuntlips began to open to the rushing stream of water.
"I think you're going to like this," Bill murmured softly. Then he positioned her body until she was directly in front of the rushing stream of water.
Carole gasped as she felt his finger pulling apart her, bloated pussylips. He was behind her now, steadying her with his body and reaching around in front of her to spread open her pussy.
Then he took her hands in his and forced her to spread her own pussy. "Keep it open nice and wide," he commanded. "This is going to be a real kick."
Carole did as he asked. She spread her pussy open wide so that her whole crimson cuntslit was exposed to the needle-sharp spray of water.
"God!" she gasped with delight. The water was beating against her erect clit, batting it around and sending sharp thrills of pleasure through her pussy. Her little joy button was sticking straight up and shaking with passion. The water was playing with her clitty in a new and exciting way. It felt absolutely fantastic.
Bill reached up and adjusted the width and strength of the stream of water again, watching her face closely to see which particular pressure gave her the most pleasure. Then he turned it on full-force so that the sharp stream jetted against her protruding clit, sending her into such tremors of ecstasy that she could hardly stand.
The warm water felt like an exquisite tongue, licking and batting her joy button. It pushed her clit this way and that, sending intense waves of pleasure through her whole body. She moved forward toward the delightful stream of water, drinking it up with her open pussy, reveling in the thrills that swept through her hungry cunt.
Carole was quivering and her pussy creamed hotly. She was almost ready to come, trembling under the wonderful spray of water. She knew that in a few short seconds her pussy would explode and the water would make her come. She held her breath and waited, anticipating the sweet thrills that would carry her away to orgasm.
Bill laughed softly. He gave her titties a horny squeeze and reached up to the showerhead.
Carole groaned. "Oooooh… leave it there, Bill. I'm almost ready to come. Don't, move it, pleeeease."
"Oh, I've got something else to try first," Bill said, grinning lustily. He had decided to keep her right on the edge of orgasm until he had gotten what he had been dreaming of. He knew that Rhonda was getting fucked in the ass and he wasn't going to quit until he had done the same thing to Carole. He would lead up to it slowly, though. She would be right on the edge of orgasm when he sank his hard cock into her tight little asshole.
He raised the showerhead with a deliberate gesture and smiled when he heard her sigh of frustration. She was really hot now, but she would be a lot hotter before he allowed her to come.
Carole sighed frantically. The water was playing with her titties now, batting them around and sending thrills through her stiff red nipples. They quivered in delight. This was nice, too… almost as nice as the water against her horny clit. Maybe she could come this way after all. If Bill left the water on her nipples like this, batting them back and forth and sending those stinging sharp waves of pleasure through her, she would make it. If only he wouldn't move the showerhead again.
The water bounced off her trembling titties. It swept across her pouting nipples and rushed down her belly to her aching and throbbing pussy. She groaned again, deep in her throat. She was really getting off on the sensation now. The water against her nipples felt fantastic.
Just as she was building to a climax again, she saw Bill's hand reach out. She moaned. "Oh, no… not again, Bill. Please, let me come this time… I need it so bad. Pleeeeease…"
Her titties pulsed and throbbed, feeling the needle-sharp spray caress them like sharp, delicious fingernails. If he would only leave the water alone for a moment, she would come.
Bill lowered the water, just when she was intensely enjoying the sensation in her nipples. He seemed to know just how long it was going to take her to build up to orgasm and right at the last possible moment he would cut off the source of her pleasure.
There… the water was back on her clit. She positioned herself eagerly, spreading out her puffy cuntlips without being told, bunching her hips forward and making sure that the lovely spray of water beat down directly on her pulsing joy button. She wasn't a bit shy about her desires. She wanted to come, right now.
Bill could hear her gasps of pleasure. He knew that there would be no stopping her this time. She was so hot that she would be bound to come. It was time to get his hard cock and plunge it into her sweet little asshole. He could hardly wait to fuck her in her sweet second pussy.
He didn't know if she had ever done any ass-fucking before. He didn't bother to ask. Part of his plan was surprise and he intended to sink his cock in her sweet little shitter before she knew what was happening.
Bill took his cock in his hand. It jerked wildly, just thinking about how great it would be to plunge into her tight little asshole.
He grabbed the soap and lathered his hard prick quickly, watching her face closely to see if she noticed.
Carole was too intent on moving her pussy to get at the wonderful stream of water. She didn't notice that Bill had soaped his long cock thoroughly. She didn't have the foggiest notion that she was about to be ass fucked.
Carole closed her eyes. She concentrated on the rushing spray of water. It was so wonderful. She was almost there. It would be the most wonderful orgasm of her life. She could hardly wait to feel the familiar mind-blowing thrills sweep through her body.
Bill had soaped his finger, too. He stepped up close behind her and held his finger poised, right in front of her puckered little asshole.
Carole was completely unaware of Bill's intentions. She was much too busy concentrating on the throbbing and pulsing of her horny pussy to notice his movements behind her back.
"Ahhhh!" she screamed, as Bill's soapy finger shot up her tiny little asshole. "Bill! What are you doing?"
Her puckered little shitter clamped tightly around his probing finger, sending all sorts of strange sensations through her body. After the first startled shriek of surprise, she began to relax and his finger started to feel good in her asshole. She wiggled a bit and then she realized that if she moved forward to get away from his probing finger, she would lose the sensation of that delicious stream of water beating down on her nearly exploding clit. She didn't want to do that. God no, she was just getting build up to a crashing climax. She couldn't mover backwards either. That would just shoves Bill's finger in deeper. If she wanted the beating water to continue to stimulate her horny little clit, she would just have let him do that weird thing to her. She would just have to learn to enjoy his finger in her shitter.
Bill almost laughed out loud in delight as he saw the expressions flicker across Carole's face. He knew that she was caught squarely between his finger and the water. He had planned it that way. Now, in just a moment, she would be caught between his hard cock and the pleasuring stream of water. He wandered what she would do then.
Carole began to like the feeling Bill's finger was giving her. She found that if she relaxed, it really didn't feel bad at all. Her little bunghole was getting used to it and it seemed to add a new thrill to her throbbing pussy.
She relaxed even more and found that the sensations got better and better. Soon she was bunching right up to his finger, enjoying the stuffed horny feeling he was giving her.
Bill's arms tightened around her body. His finger plopped out of her little shitter and she felt something hard and big take its place. She realized that it was his cock and that he intended to plunge it into her tight little bung. She screamed in surprise and fear.
"Oh, no! Don't you dare put that big thing in my ass! Don't, Bill! I've never been fucked in the ass before… I won't like it… I know I won't!"
Bill chuckled. "We'll see," he said slowly, holding her like a vise as he began to push forward with his big, long cock.
His cock rammed forward and the head sank into her tight little shitter. She shrieked helplessly. It hurt. She could feel the pain stub through her like knives, all the way from her head clear down to her toes. She trembled violently. She was so shocked at Bill's unexpected lunge that she couldn't speak for a moment.
That was all it took, just a moment, before Bill's hard cock had withdrawn again. Carole heaved a sigh of relief. He had changed his mind. He wasn't going to do it after all. Her body trembled gratefully. Thank goodness he had stopped. His cock in her asshole didn't feel good at all.
What Carole didn't realize was that Bill hadn't stopped at all. He was only preparing himself for another lunge. This time he was going to plump it all the way into her tender little shitter.
Bill took a deep breath and held it. Then he plunged forward and rammed his slippery prick in again, holding her firmly in place with his hands. She was caught firmly between the delicious steam of water, splattering against her horny clit and his hard, thick cock buried snugly all the way to his balls in her tiny asshole.
"AAAGH!" Carole shrieked again. She had never felt anything like it before. It hurt, but at the same time it felt almost good. The water soothed her horny clit and Bill's big cock buried in her asshole seemed to make the sensations even more intense.
Bill began pumping in long, hard strokes. His hard prick pumped in and out of her narrow ass channel, taking her breath away. Her asshole began to clutch his prick tightly and something happened deep inside her pussy. She was stuffed with his cock and it was beginning to feel damn good.
Carole relaxed and let him have his way. The more she relaxed, the better it felt. Giant waves of pleasure shot through her pussy and made her whole body tremble violently. She heard herself screaming loudly.
"Ass fuck me, Bill… harder. Sink that hard cock of yours in my ass and fuck the hell out of me."
Carole's pussy began to twitch and cream helplessly. She pressed up against Bill's plunging cock and felt the tremors of orgasm start shooting through her pussy.
"I love it!" she screamed as she started to explode. "I love assfucking, Bill!" Her pussy exploded into thousands of screaming pieces of delight. She collapsed against his cock and let the swirling waves of pleasure carry her away to shuddering release.
Bill felt her asshole tighten around his cock. He couldn't believe how small and tight her little ass channel was. He felt her whole body shake and heard her screams of lusty delight. The contractions of her muscles gripping his cock were so intense that he began to shoot out his sperm into her narrow little shitter.
"Yyaaaaa!" he screamed hoarsely. "I'm coming in your ass, baby! I'm coming in your sweet second-pussy!"
Jet after jet of creamy fluid went rushing forcefully up her narrow hot passage. It bathed her bowels in hot, creamy cockjuice. Her ass contracted around his exploding cockshaft and milked every drop of cum out of his balls until he shuddered and collapsed.
When they finally emerged from the shower, they were completely drained. They giggled happily and rejoined Cora and Roy, who were drinking in the living room.
"God," Cora exclaimed as they came through the door. "We thought you two were drowning in there. You were in the shower for an hour."
Roy laughed at the tired expression on Bill's face. "I have the feeling that they weren't spending all that time taking a shower. Those sounds I heard were a little too sexy for just a plain old shower."
Bill grinned sheepishly. "Well…" he said, almost blushing. "We were trying to save on water, so we got in together."
Cora snorted through her nose. "Sure," she said sarcastically. Then she giggled. "My neighbors were going to think I've really got a thing for showers. Between the four of us I think we used up all the hot water in the whole building."
"Oh, Bill and I have got a super idea," she continued. "We figured out just how to let Rhonda and Tracey know that we saw them tonight. It'll be fun too. If I'm right, the whole thing will turn into an evening of fun."



CHAPTER TEN


"Did you get an invitation to a party at Cora's house?" Rhonda asked curiously. She had a shocked expression on her face.
"Yeah," Tracey answered, looking just as bewildered. "I don't understand it. Cora was so friendly, I almost keeled over in shock. She said we're supposed to bring Roy and Bill and be at her house at seven. Phil said that he and Carole are invited too. Even Frank is coming. I wonder what sort or a party it's going to be?"
Rhonda laughed. "It's probably going to be boring, but I told her we'd come anyway," she answered. "At least she isn't acting like some sort of snoopy dragon anymore. We'll probably be bored out of our minds, but it's nice of her to ask us, anyway."
"I told Frank he'd better not get drunk and say anything personal to me with Roy there," Tracey giggled. "Roy would probably beat the hell out of him, if he knew what Frank and I've been doing."
"I think Phil will be cool about the whole thing, won't he?" Rhonda asked anxiously.
"You bet he will," Tracey giggled. "After all he's bringing Carole and she'd have his balls on a plate for breakfast if she knew what he'd been up to."
By seven-thirty the party at Cora's was in full-swing. Both Tracey and Rhonda had been shocked by Cora's appearance. She was wearing a low-cut hostess gown and she looked positively radiant. They just couldn't believe that their laughing hostess was the same Cora who had been stern-faced and stiff-lipped just two days ago.
Despite Rhonda's dire predictions, she was having a good time. Bill seemed to enjoy meeting Phil and Frank and he and Carole hit it off just fine from the very beginning. It was almost as if he'd known Carole before, he was acting so friendly toward her.
Tracey had the same feelings about Roy. He was laughing and talking to Cora as if he'd known her all his life and she was absolutely amazed at the way Cora actually seemed to be flirting with Roy. She just couldn't believe how well everyone was getting along.
Frank had done a double-take as he came through the door. He hadn't stopped staring at Cora and he looked happily bewildered at the way the party was progressing. Knowing Cora, he had expected a stiff and formal little get-together and he couldn't believe that she had changed so much. He took another sip of her punch, laced liberally with vodka, and grinned at everyone in the room. This was turning out to be fun, after all.
As soon as Cora made sure everyone had drunk at least two cups of her punch, she stood up for attention.
"I've just discovered a great game to play," she told them. "Pint of all you all have to pair up with someone." Then as Carole took Phil's hand she shook her bead at them.
"No husband-and-wife teams," she instructed. "Pick someone else. A husband and wife would be too good together for this kind of game. It has to be someone you don't know that well."
Phil laughed and grabbed Tracey's hand. Roy teamed up with Rhonda. Frank claimed Carole and that left Bill for her.
She grinned happily. "That's just perfect," she giggled. "Now we're each going to draw a card from this deck and you get to add up your card with your partner's to get your team score. If your team is the lowest, you have to leave the room and the rest of us will decide what your penalty will be."
Phil laughed. "That sounds like a weird game, Cora," he said. "Let's try it, though. I hope you and Bill lose so we can think up a penalty for you."
When the scores were all tallied, Phil and Tracey were the lowest. Everyone laughed and they left the room.
"What shall we make them do for a penalty?" Carole giggled. "Let's make it a real good one. Phil is always bragging about how well he does at party games. Let's sock it to them. What do you say, Roy?"
"Let's leave it up to Cora." Roy replied. "I have a feeling that she's got a good idea going here."
"How about making them strip," Cora giggled. "Is that a good enough penalty?"
"Sure," Carole giggled. "I think that's a great idea."
"Sounds good to me," Roy laughed. "I think I know what you're up to, Cora, and it sounds like a ball."
Rhonda's hand flew to her mouth. "Strip?" she giggled. "Why, Cora. I didn't think you'd approve of something like that."
Cora laughed and winked at her. "Just be careful," she laughed. "If you and Roy lose, you get the same penalty next time."
Frank glanced anxiously at Carole. He just couldn't believe that she was going along with all of this. Phil had always talked about how jealous Carole was and she seemed to be enjoying this whole thing. He threw back his head and laughed loudly.
"I can't believe it," he chortled. "This is wild, Cora… just wild."
When Tracey and Phil came back into the room Cora told them that they had to strip for their penalty.
"Strip?" Tracey squealed. "Oh, no… I can't do that. Roy would be mad, wouldn't you honey?"
"I'll be mad at you if you don't," Roy laughed. "After all, it's your penalty, so you'd better do it."
Tracey took a long swig of her drink and then she giggled wildly. "I'll do it if you will, Phil," she said.
Phil cast a quick glance at Carole. He looked like he was ready to sink through the floor when she winked at him lewdly.
"You'd better do it, Phil," she said. "We all decided."
Phil and Tracey took off their clothes and sat on the floor, their faces red with embarrassment. Soon they were giggling as hard as the rest of the group though.
The next round Roy and Rhonda lost and then it was Frank and Carole's turn to shed their clothes. In just a couple of minutes the only couple left with clothes were Cora and Bill and they lost the last round.
Everyone laughed as Cora and Bill shed their clothes. Then Cora shuffled the cards and placed them in the middle of the room.
"Alright, the first couple that loses now has to fuck, right in front of all of us," she giggled.
There was a moment of tense silence as everyone drew cards. Thou there were loud whoops of laughter as Cora and Bill added up the low score.
"Oh shit," Cora giggled. "It wasn't supposed to work out that way." She sighed noisily. "Well… I'm willing if you are, Bill."
"You bet!" Bill shouted, grabbing her and pinning her to the floor. He lowered his mouth to her throbbing nipples and sucked one perfect rosebud into his mouth.
Cora threw back her head and groaned in delight. "Mmmmmm, that's wonderful, Bill. I wish you could do both of them at once."
Suddenly Carole started to laugh. Now she knew what Cora was doing. She was deliberately trying to shock Rhonda and Tracey. She was going to get even for their little night of fun with Phil and Frank and she was going to do it in front of everybody.
"Turn over and get on top, Cora," she laughed. "I'll give Bill something to do while you fuck him. I'd just love it if you licked my pussy, Bill. Is that alright?"
Bill grinned eagerly. "Sounds great," he gasped. "Maybe Roy can get in between you two girls and he can play with your titties."
Bill stretched out flat on the floor. His cock was sticking straight up in the air and Cora gazed at it hungrily. She bent over and licked it a little before she lowered her shaking pussy down on top of it. She heard Rhonda's gasp of shock as Bill's hard, throbbing cock filled her aching pussy.
Carole crawled over Bill's face. She straddled it with her knees and positioned her pussy right over his mouth. Then she shot Phil a grin and rubbed her pussy right in Bill's mouth.
Bill stuck out his long tongue and lapped eagerly. Carole's pussy tasted just as good as it had last night. He hadn't forgotten how wonderful it was to lick and suck on a woman's hot pussy. He batted her stiff little clit around with his tongue and moaned as Cora started pumping her wet pussy on his cock.
Roy jumped up. He laughed at Tracey's shocked expression as he grabbed one of Cora's titties and one of Carole's and squeezed happily. Four titties to fondle. He was in heaven for sure.
Suddenly Tracey started to laugh. She was beginning to catch on to the whole thing.
"I thought it was funny that you didn't catch any fish Roy," she howled. "You didn't go fishing at all, did you?"
Roy grinned. Both of his hands were full of lovely tittie-flesh and he felt marvelous. "The only thing I caught last night was you, honey, and you sure gave us quite a show."
"You made us so horny we almost died," Cora gasped. "We decided to get even this way. Now we're going to make you horny, too."
Carole laughed and winked at Bill. "If you get to play around, so do I," she declared. "I have a feeling we're going to have a lot more fun now that both of us can get some kicks on the side."
Rhonda sat with her mouth open. She just couldn't believe that Bill – her shy, proper husband, Bill – was actually doing all this. It was such a relief to know that he wasn't mad at her. All of a sudden she felt wonderful.
"Let's all get in on this," she squealed. "How about a daisy chain? We could make a daisy chain with our partners."
Cora giggled and climbed off Bill's stiff prick. "Sounds like a real good idea," she said. "That way everybody will get something."
"You stay right there, Bill," she giggled. "We'll start the chain with you. The men are going to be on the bottom. Tracey, you get over there and start eating Bill's nice stiff cock."
Cora waited until Tracey was swallowing Bill's prick eagerly, her tongue flashing over its hard surface.
"Now Phil, you stretch out on your back and let Tracey lower her cunt so you can lick it."
Tracey let out a howl as Phil's long tongue dipped into her sweet pussy. She shuddered violently and sucked even harder on Phil's cock.
"O.K. Rhonda, you get in there and suck Phil's cock," she giggled. "We all saw how well you did that."
Rhonda curved her body around so that she was straddled between Phil's legs. He licked harder on Tracey's pussy as she fucked her mouth down on his cock.
"Roy. Get in there under Rhonda's pussy and lick it," Cora commanded. "Do it really good because Carole is going to suck your cock for you and you've beard how well she can do that."
Roy laughed. He remembered what Bill had said about Carole's cocksucking ability. He could hardly wait to try it out himself.
"Frank… you get to suck Carole's pussy," Cora continued. "Would better be good because I'm going to suck your cock for you and I'm planning to give it everything I've got."
She crawled over Frank's body and positioned him so that she could reach his cock and her pussy could lower to Bill's flushed face. She lowered her pussy shakily and felt Bill's marvelous tongue shoot out and rub against her clit. The daisy chain was closed and it felt marvelous.
It sounded like they were all feasting. There were groans and moans and plenty of sucking and lapping sounds. Everyone was shuddering and sighing and one by one they squealed out their delight. When everyone had managed to come, they all laid back and laughed.
"The best fucking party I've ever gone to," Phil chuckled. "We're going to have to do this more often."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


When Bill and Rhonda got home they glanced at each other and started laughing. Rhonda just couldn't help it. She was so happy she thought she'd die of joy.
"Let's take a shower," Bill suggested. "Then we can go to bed."
Rhonda shivered. She hoped he meant what she thought he did. She could hardly wait to see how Bill treated her in bed. At first, she worried that he had just gone along with the group to keep from being embarrassed, but Bill actually seemed to have lost all his inhibitions about sex.
Rhonda finished her shower first and stepped out to dry herself. She looked down at her glowing body. She felt like a new woman. For the first time she felt like her marriage was going to succeed.
Now if Bill would only act toward her in bed like he had acted at Cora's party.
She put on her sexiest negligee and waited for Bill to finish his shower. Her hand wandered to her nude pussy and she smiled as she recalled how shocked Bill had been to see her bare pussy. She would have to remember to ask him if he liked it or not. He hadn't said anything at the party, but maybe that was because his mouth was too full of. Cora's pussy.
The shower stopped running and Bill walked into the bedroom. He wasn't wearing a robe or a towel like he usually did. He stood there, right in the light and let her stare at his hard, throbbing cock.
Rhonda giggled. She had never felt so horny. She reached up to turn off the light.
"Oh, leave it on, honey," Bill urged. "I want to take a good look at the lovely nude pussy you've got there. I want to see what it does when I lick it with my long, hot tongue."
Rhonda shivered wildly. Bill really had changed. He really acted like he could hardly wait to see her pussy.
"Do you like it?" she grinned, folding back the covers so he could see the glistening mound of her bald pussy. "Shall I keep it this way, Bill?"
"Only if you let me shave it for you," Bill replied, reaching out and touching its smooth surface. "I think we can have a lot of fun keeping it smooth and bare."
Rhonda shuddered is his hand began stroking her delicate pussy flesh. "I'm so glad you're not mad at me, Bill. I never wanted you to be mad. It's just that I was so horny and…"
Bill stopped her lips with a long deep kiss. His tongue stabbed out and probed her mouth wetly.
"I know, honey," he said softly. "You don't have to try to explain. I'm just happy that it turned out the way it did."
Bill's tongue flickered over her swelling titties. He sucked one stiff nipple into his mouth and chewed on it hotly. Then he drew in and sucked hard.
Rhonda moaned in lust. Bill had certainly learned how to suck titties. She wondered for a second if Carole had taught him end then she put that thought right out of her mind. It really didn't matter where he had learned how to do it so well. He was doing it to her now, and she was glad he had learned how so well.
She felt his lips trail down, kissing her belly wetly, licking and nipping at her smooth, satiny flesh until her head was spinning.
"Are you going to lick my pussy now?" she asked eagerly, thrusting it tip and spreading her legs open wide.
"You're damn right I am," Bill growled, working his way lower. "I'm going to lick and kiss your sweet pussy until you come in my mouth and then I'm going to drink all that sweet pussycream you're going to give me. You'd better give me plenty because I'm awfully thirsty."
Rhonda shuddered again. His lips reached the bare mound of her cunt and her whole body shivered with desire. His tongue shot out and lapped up the length of her trembling pussyslit, sending waves of fire through her cunt.
"Ooooo, darling," she moaned. "Let me stick you, too. Let me swallow your big, hard cock. I want to drink your cream, too."
Bill laughed loudly. His cock throbbed and jerked as he swiveled around so she could reach him with her lips and tongue.
"Do you want me to come in your mouth?" he asked, hoping that she'd say yes.
"Oh, yes," Rhonda breathed. "I've always wanted to do that. Can you get hard again afterwards, so we can fuck too?"
"You bet," Bill answered, lowering his cock to her eager mouth. "I have the feeling that we're going to fuck all night."
Tracey sighed happily as Roy climbed on top of her. They hadn't even waited to get to the bedroom. The whole evening at Cora's had made both of them so horny that they ripped off their clothes at the door to their apartment.
"Oh, honey," Tracey breathed. "Fuck me, darling. Fuck me good. I love fucking with you so much more than with anyone else."
Roy slammed his hard, jerking cock in her sweet pussy. "You're my favorite pussy too," he replied. "It's fun to fuck other people though, isn't it?"
"Yes." Tracey breathed. "It's more fun if we do it together, though, like we did tonight. I think swapping is a blast as long as you're there, Roy. I like to watch you fucking other women."
"I get off waning you too," Roy admitted, beginning the plunge his cock in her wet, hot pussy. "You've got the hottest pussy of them all honey."
"Mmmm," Tracey sighed happily. "And your cock is the hardest and the best too."
Roy began riding her like a mare, bucking hips and pounding his stiff cock into her burning pussy.
Tracey squealed in delight and threw her legs around his shoulders. Her body shuddered wildly.
"Let's fuck again and again and again," she squealed. "Let's fuck until we can't fuck anymore."
Roy's head swirled. He could feel the heat grow in his balls and his prick swelled up to giant proportions.
"That's just what we're going to do, you horny little darling. We're going to fuck until I can't get it up anymore and I have a feeling that that'll take all night."
Cora giggled as she stood in front of the dishwasher. Frank's hands were squeezing her titties so deliciously, she could hardly put the gasses in the rack.
"Oooooh," she moaned. "If you keep that up, I'll never get this mess cleaned up."
"How about letting me stay the night with you?" Frank suggested. "Then he could take care of first things first and clean up in the morning."
Cora giggled girlishly. "That sounds like a good idea," she replied, reaching around behind her and patting Frank's stiff cock.
"Is that what you mean by first things?" she asked, running her hand lightly over his stiff cockshaft.
"That's just what I had in mind," Frank replied, turning her around to face him. "I know something that'll be a lot more fun than stacking dishes in a dishwasher."
"So do I," Cora gasped as his hands lowered to her silky beaver. "How do you feel about taking showers together?"
"Sounds like a good way to save water," Frank laughed. "Somehow I don't think that's exactly what you had in mind, though."
"Have you ever fucked in the shower, Frank?" Cora giggled. "It's really a lot of fun."
"You just convinced me," Frank laughed. "Let's go."
Phil kept glancing at Carole out of the corner of his eye, all the way home. When they opened the front door, he pulled her against him and gave her a long kiss.
"You're wonderful," he said softly. "You're just wonderful. I never dreamed that you'd be so understanding about everything."
"You're wonderful too," Carole replied, snuggling into his arms. "I have a feeling that we're going to have a lot better marriage now that we both understand bow we feel about sex."
Phil picked her up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom. In no time at all, they were in bed and Phil's cock was standing straight up throbbing mightily.
"Oh, my!" Carole gasped. "After that party at Cora's, I thought you'd be all tired out."
"I'm just getting warmed up," Phil laughed.
"There's a lot more where this came from."
Cora giggled delightedly. "How about licking my pussy?" she asked. "I saw the way you were lapping up Tracey's hot cunt and I could hardly wait until we got home so you could do mine too."
"Mmmmmm," Phil sighed. "That sounds fine to me, but I won't do it unless you promise to stick my cock the way you did Frank's. Frank looked like he was on a trip straight to heaven."
"What are we waiting for?" Carole giggled. "I've been wanting to suck your cock all night. It's my favorite one, honey. Your cock is still better than anyone else's."
Phil felt his cock jerk lustily. "And your pussy's my favorite too," he murmured, sinking his long tongue between her trembling cuntlips.
"Mmmm," Carole moaned, sticking his throbbing cock all the way into her hot throat. "After we do this, will you do something else for me darling?"
"Anything," Phil murmured against her shuddering pussy flesh.
"I want you to fuck me in the ass, Phil," Carole breathed. "I want to feel your big cock shoot off inside my tiny slitter."
Phil's cock gave a mighty lunge in her throat. He gasped against her pussy and licked even harder.
"I'd love to," he murmured softly. "I've been dreaming about doing that to your for years now. Do you think you'll like it?"
"I'm sure I will," she whispered softly. "I just know I'm going to love it."
Bill wiggled the tip of his finger in Rhonda's tiny bunghole. Rhonda's mouth was clamped tightly to his prick and she moaned heatedly. She gave a little squeal of pleasure and wiggled back against his probing finger.
Bill eased his finger in a little farther, feeling how tight and hot she was. He wondered if she had been fucked in the ass before. He decided to ask her.
"Have you been ass fucked before, honey?" he questioned.
"No…" she murmured. "I thought about it but I wanted to save that for you, if you ever wanted to do it."
Bill sighed happily. He wouldn't have been disappointed if she had done it before but he was really glad that she hadn't. That made it all the more exciting for him. He was going to take her cherry. His prick began to throb with excitement.
He worked his finger in and out of her tight asshole with smooth, fucking motions. She swiveled her hips around his finger. She seemed to like it. He could hardly wait to fit his cock in that incredibly tight hole. He knew that would feel marvelous.
Rhonda felt alt sorts of delicious sensations ripple through her body. His finger felt so good in her asshole. She'd never dreamed that it would feel so good. She jerked her asscheeks towards his finger and pushed so that he could get it in farther. Her cunt began to cream hotly and she gasped for breath.
She sucked his cock harder and faster and it lurched into a giant erection. She had never felt it so big before. She swallowed frantically. Her throat was stuffed with cock but she didn't want to let go of a single inch of his delicious prickshaft.
She sucked him juicily, stretching her lips widely and swallowing greedily. She felt his delicious juices leak down her throat and she sucked even faster, loving the taste of his cum.
"Oh, baby… that feels great. Eat it up baby… eat it all up. Suck my cock all the way down your hot throat."
Suddenly Rhonda just couldn't stand it any longer. She had to have his hard cock in her ass. She just had to try it. She sat up so suddenly that his cock popped out of her mouth with a wet sticky sound.
"Oh, Bill," she moaned. "I've just go to have your cock in my asshole. Pleease… do it to me, Bill. Assfuck me."
Bill shuddered with delight. His cock lunged up and throbbed stiffly. He rolled her over on her belly and spread the deliciously rounded cheeks of horns.
He located the ring of her little shitter with his finger and positioned his bloated cockhead so that it pressed tightly against her asshole. She wiggled back hornily. Then he shoved forward and his spit-soaked cock slid easily into her tight ass channel.
"Ooooh," Rhonda moaned. "It doesn't hurt at all. It feels wonderful." His finger had loosened her up so well that his cock popped right in. He was bonded in her tight shitter, all the way to his balls.
Bill felt the incredibly hot walls of her asschute clutch and squeeze his prick like burning fingers. He knew that he was dangerously close to coming. Her ass was so wonderfully hot and tight that he couldn't hold back for long.
Rhonda hunched her rounded asscheeks high in the air. She felt waves of wild sensation shoot through her pussy. Every time Bill lunged in her asshole, sweet thrills swept over her cunt. She shuddered wildly and then as she was coming harder and more fiercely than she had ever come before.
"Aaaagh!" she screamed. "I'm coming, Bill. Shoot your cum up my ass. I'm coming."
Bill felt her ass channel shudder and suck at his prick. His cum flew up from his balk and shot into her fiery bowels with thick, creamy blasts.
He filled up her tiny shitter with his load of cockcream. It flew up her shitchute and blasted into her fiery ass with jets of burning sperm. He hosed and hosed until his prick lay limp inside her tight asshole.
Rhonda's ass channel gave one last contraction and his limp prick came slipping out. He laughed with joy.
"God, honey. That was fantastic! Was it good for you?"
"Oh yes," she breathed. "The best."
She rolled over on her back and was just slipping off into delightful sleep when the alarm clock rang. She reached up to shut it off and moaned.
"Oh God, Bill. I just got to sleep and already it's time to go to work."
Just then the phone rang. Bill picked it up on the third ring. When he came back to bed, he was grinning.
"That was your boss, honey," he told her. "He's calling everybody and telling them not to come in today. He thinks everyone needs a day off. He said to tell you to come in at the usual time tomorrow, if you're not too sore to walk."
Rhonda giggled sleepily. She pulled Bill back down beside her. "I just might be," she whispered, patting his stiffening cock.
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