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CHAPTER ONE


"Oh, Andy… honey… I'm so sorry," she moaned softly.
Her legs were wide open, and she could feel the cold leather couch against her bare butt. She held her breath and felt Doc's big cock push slowly into her cunt. When he was all the way in, she let out her breath with a rush. It felt so good, so damn fucking good.
"Yes, Doc, yes, I do like it," she hissed through clenched teeth, her ass moving in a slow circle.
Yeh, yeh, Doc Burns thought, she is one fine fuck. I knew she would be good. He pumped into her slowly, drawing almost out, then pushing back in, not wanting to cum too quickly. He'd waited three long years to fuck this little filly.
She grunted with pleasure and lifted to meet each thrust. It felt so good that she just didn't care, didn't give a good goddamn at the moment. The only thing that mattered was the fantastic fuck feeling in her cunt, in her belly, and even in her ass hole. The warm itchy feeling filled her puckered ass hole. She put both arms around his neck and pulled his mouth down to hers.
"Kiss me Doc, kiss me hard. I think I'm gonna cum… Aw, shit yes, I'm gonna cum!" she cried, twisting like an eel.
She held him tight, her belly heaving, and gasped into his mouth. It was the best feeling she'd ever experienced, better than it had ever been with Andy. "Fuck, fuck, fuck… fuck hard," she grunted into his mouth, her ass bouncing.
Doc grinned. The little bitch was really coming, and Doc Burns liked it when a chick made it hard. He had a big cock, eight hard throbbing inches, and he had it all inside her clutching pussy. He increased his tempo, amazed at his own staying power, especially in such a tight cunt.
"Is it better than with Andy? It is, isn't it? I'm a better fucker than Andy," Doc said.
"Yes, yes," she cried, tossing her head from side to side. "Oh, fuck yes!"
"How often is Andy fucking you?"
"Every night, every night."
"But this is better… right?"
"Yes, better, better… keep fucking, honey."
Doc was amazed at how easy it had been. Shit, she was back from her honeymoon, what was it, one week. She'd taken a week after her honeymoon and then come back to work. Shit, it was her first day back and here he was plugging her on the couch. He'd worked on her for three years before she married, without a score, and now in one day she was lying under him, fucking back like a gold-plated nympho.
Doc had been delighted when she showed up for work. She was gone for a month and the place was in chaos. She was not only delightful to look at, but one fine office girl – only twenty years old, but one damn fine office girl. He was amazed that a girl could get so gorgeous and so well built in twenty short years.
He'd watched her grow up, really, started for him part time while she was in high school and full time ever since. Doc Burns wasn't really a doctor. He'd made his money in real estate. He owned several acres of land that his mother had left him. It was farmland when he got it, now it was a shopping center. Doc Burns was a real operator, good looking, only thirty-six years old, and almost to his first million.
When she came in this morning she looked so radiant, so sexy, so damn beautiful that Doc knew he had to have her. Her dark brown hair seemed to shine, her brown eyes glowed, and even her darling little dimples seemed deeper. Her tits definitely looked bigger, too.
He let her work all morning and half the afternoon before he called her into his office.
"Getting things shaped up?" he said.
"It was a mess, Doc, but it's taking shape," she answered.
"It's time to take a break." He took a bottle out of his desk and sat it beside two glasses. "I thought we could have a drink to celebrate."
"You already celebrated, Doc. Boy, did you get loaded at my reception. Remember?"
"Yeh, I remember," he said, grinning.
He remembered, all right. He remembered dancing with her little sister. Jesus, is she a hot little piece, nothing like Beth, not shy, not standoffish, and probably not a virgin. He remembered, too, dancing with the bridesmaids, and banging the big redhead in his car. She was an eager broad and had made it to one of his private parties, the ones he held for special clients.
"I mean celebrate your coming back," he said. He filled both glasses half full. "Jesus was I glad to see you this morning. It's been hell without you."
Beth smiled. "Thank you boss. Can't Evelyn handle it?"
"She's okay, honey, but not organized. Ten of her couldn't do what you do. Besides, you give the place real class."
Beth blushed, pleased to be needed. "Thanks again," she said, taking the glass from his hand.
They finished the drink and started on another. Beth could feel it already and didn't object when he pulled his chair close to hers.
"Well, did you learn all about life on your honeymoon?"
"Yeh, I sure did," she said, and gave him a sexy look. "I'm not the same girl."
"That's good."
"Well, I'm not innocent anymore."
"You mean you aren't a cherry now?"
Beth blushed again. "Yeh, I mean no, I'm not a cherry anymore." She put the glass to her lips and sipped at the raw whiskey. It bounced around nice in her belly, sort of made it tingle.
Doc knew she had been a cherry because she had told him so, told him that she intended to be a cherry until she married. She wondered now, with the booze swirling in her head, why she had waited until she married. On her wedding night, she was scared shitless, but it hadn't hurt, not much, anyway. Andy had only fucked her once that night, and she had enjoyed it, but the next morning when he took her again, she more than enjoyed it.
They fucked like crazy the rest of the honeymoon, even when her period started. She had liked it then, too. And after they got back, they had fucked every single day. In fact, they had a good long fuck before going to work this morning. The memory made her pussy tingle.
"Remember when you came in here looking for a part time job?" Doc said.
"I sure do. I was a skinny little kid."
"Not really. You were nifty to look at even then. You didn't know it, but I didn't need any help then. I hired you because I liked looking at you. You turned me on."
"Oh, Doc," Beth squealed. "I was just sixteen, a kid."
"Some kid. What we need are more kids like you." He took her glass. "You need a refill."
"Just one more, Doc. I'm getting drunk."
"I like you drunk or sober."
Their hands touched when he took the glass. A thrill raced down her spine and she blushed. He was so damn good looking, and so smooth. She had quite a crush on him when she first went to work. She still didn't know how she had resisted him. He'd been making subtle advances towards her since that first day, she could see that now. Of course, she'd been a cherry girl then, and didn't know how good a man's body felt. She knew now, and shivered.
He put his arm around her and before she knew what was happening, they were kissing. She melted to him for an instant, then pulled away.
"No, Doc, you mustn't," she cried.
"Why not? I've wanted to all day, longer than that."
"A lot longer?" Beth asked.
"When I kissed the bride was the first time."
"But not the first time you tried," she said, wrinkling her nose at him.
"Come on, Beth, a little kiss between friends can't hurt anyone. A kiss for old time's sake."
He put his glass on the desk and had both arms around her. He kissed her softly, holding it gently for a long time. Beth felt it through her whole body. The excitement started in her belly and came up until her mouth was filled with it. She kissed back, only not softly. Her mouth opened and her tongue dug urgently between his lips.
She felt drunk, relaxed, and terribly excited and wasn't sure how he got his hand inside her blouse, or got her brassiere pushed up. She only knew that he was stimulating her nipple with his fingers and it was hard and excited and she could hardly breathe. She had liked it when Andy played with her tits.
"God, Beth, your tits are so soft and nice, and your nipple is so big, gets so hard. Can I kiss it… just a little?"
"Oh, God, Doc, no, no, no… you mustn't," she cried, but she didn't pull away.
She knew he was pulling up her blouse, and her head fell back when she felt his mouth close over the red capped tit. Her nipples were a dark reddish brown and very large. The one in Doc's mouth responded instantly and grew even larger.
"No, Doc, please… oooooh, that feels so nice, honey. Suck it just a little, but we've got to stop, this is wrong."
She arched her back to make her tit push against his face.
She pressed her thighs together when she felt his hand under her skirt. She hadn't worn pantyhose and his hand felt so warm and wonderful on her bare thigh.
"Ohmygod," she cried, running her words together. He was so much older than she, so much more experienced. "Please, Doc, don't, ohh, honey."
Her legs opened a little, just enough to let Doc's fingers slide in. Her bra was pushed up above her tits and he was working on her other nipple while his hand moved slowly but steadily higher.
Beth couldn't think now. She was so confused, and excited. And… and in need. Her legs came open a little more, enough more to allow the tips of his fingers to feel the crotch of her panties, to feel how wet they were.
"Oh, Doc, you've really got me going. We'd better stop before we do something we'll both regret." She brought her head down and rested her cheek against the top of his head. "Doc, Doc, Doc, oh darling that feels so nice."
Her legs were far apart now and he had his hand inside her panties. He could almost hear the juices squish when he pushed his finger into her cunt. She moved her hips, rolling her pussy tightly around his finger.
Doc raised his mouth from her turgid tit. "Let's do it, Beth, let's fuck," he said.
"No, no, no!" she wailed.
"It can't hurt Andy because he'll never know, and it'll feel so good. Come on, just this once."
"No, Doc, we can't… I won't, won't…"
He had her on her feet and led her to the big leather couch.
She let him push her panties down, even stepped free when they got to her feet. He held her skirt up around her hips and eased her down to the couch.
She saw his pants slide down his legs and then his shorts and then his long cock.
"It's so big," she said.
"Is it bigger than Andy's?"
"Lots bigger," she said.
"Take hold of it, Beth."
"No, Doc," she cried, but her fingers were already tightly around the shaft.
"It's so big," she said again and lay down on her back, still holding his prick.
Doc got between her open legs and felt her hand guiding him in. She was so wet, so ready. Her cunt swallowed him up with ease. He felt the soft, warm folds of her pussy close hungrily around him. He wished he had eaten her a little first. It had to be the sweetest pussy in the world.
Her knees came up to make it easy to get all the way in. She was moaning and grunting. Goddamn, she really dug it. Andy had broken little Beth in just right.
She came once, hard, puffing and panting, and then lay still while he fucked steadily, drawing in and out with long, easy strokes.
She started moving again, sliding her hips from side to side, lifting her ass each time he went in deep.
"Yeh, yeh," she grunted, "it's getting good again, honey."
"I'm close, honey," Doc cried, "I'll have to pull out."
"No, no, not yet. Oh, Doc, fuck hard, just a little longer, don't pull out yet. Fuck me a little longer. I'm so close again!"
"I can't hold out much longer. If I don't get out I'll cum."
"Don't stop… keep fucking. A second more, just a seco… OH, darling, I'm coming, I'm coming!"
"Me too," Doc cried.
The stuff came up from his nuts and poured into her belly in hot spurts. He jerked his cock in and out, squeezing gob after gob of hot seed into her snatch.
Beth was coming hard, her cunt squeezing his cock, each spasm of pussy muscle closing tighter around his prick. She milked him with her cunt, sucking the stuff out until there was no more to take. She fell back then, exhausted.
"Did you cum inside me?" she said softly.
"You know I did. I tried to warn you."
"I thought I felt it. You were so deep I couldn't be sure. I hope you didn't knock me up."
Doc didn't answer.
After Doc got to his feet, Beth lay for several minutes before she sat up. Doc was standing by his desk wiping off his cock with a tissue. She watched him clean himself, self-disgust swirling through her brain. His cock looked big even now that it was soft.
How could I? How in the hell could I let it happen, she thought. I fight the good looking bastard off for four years, ignore his many advances, then get married and let him fuck me. The day I get back to work I let him fuck me. I'm so ashamed, can I ever look Andy in the eye again?
Her body still felt good, all warm and tingly, but her mind rebelled. It sickened her to think she had enjoyed it so much. It had felt so good. Fuck fever had taken control of her senses and all she wanted was to fuck. Well, she felt different now that it was all over. It was wrong, wrong, wrong! Married a month and already cheating on her man. She felt so ashamed of herself. She loved her husband.
"That was marvelous, Beth. I don't think I ever enjoyed anything more," Doc said.
"I hope the memory is a good one, Doc, because it's the last time. The first and last time."
"What are you talking about? It was too good to be the last time. I'm having a party Saturday night. I was hoping you'd come."
"Without Andy, I suppose."
"Of course."
"No way, boss."
Doc knew he'd have to work on her. She was turning him down and she didn't even know what kind of a party it was. The big redhead would be there, Beth's bridesmaid, and Evelyn, and a lot of other broads. She'd come around sooner or later. She dug fucking too much not to, and she liked money. Both she and her husband liked money.
Beth wondered how Doc could do this to Andy. After all, it was through him that they'd met. Andy was a draftsman, and a damn good one, and had worked on Doc's shopping center design.
He was just out of college and only twenty-four, but he knew what he was doing and Doc had known it.
Beth got to her feet. "Did I really do this thing?" she said, and knew immediately that she had, the evidence was running down the inside of her leg. She felt a little sick.
"I thought you liked Andy," she said.
"I do, honey, but this didn't hurt Andy. I'm sure not going to tell him. How'll he ever know?"
Beth bent over and picked up her panties. She lifted her skirt and brazenly wiped between her legs with the garment.
"Doc, if I have to do this sort of thing to keep my job, I quit."
"Relax, baby, I'll leave you alone, I promise. I want to keep you, you're too good in the office to lose. If you feel like that it'll be strictly business. Okay?"
"Okay," Beth said.
She started to walk out of his office.
"You enjoyed it as much as I did, though. Didn't you?"
Beth turned. "I…" She blushed scarlet and rushed out.



CHAPTER TWO


The next morning, when Beth got to work, she wondered how she could ever face her boss. He made it easy, greeted her like always, acting as if nothing had ever happened. She sighed and sank into her chair, thankful for the man's cool.
Evelyn was back and her usual syrupy sweet self. Beth wished Evelyn hadn't taken yesterday off, because then it never would have happened.
Beth looked across her desk at the brassy blond and thought, no, it wouldn't have happened because he'd probably be fucking you, you big titted bitch. She quickly scolded herself for such an ugly thought, telling herself she couldn't care less who he fucked.
Evelyn did have big tits, Beth had to admit, and she made sure everyone knew it. She was in her early thirties and not very pretty, but very built.
Her husband was at least fifty, bald, and had a paunch. Beth had heard Evelyn brag that he had the biggest dong in town.
He needs it to fill a gash like you probably have, Beth thought.
Beth felt pretty good about last night. Andy suspected nothing. She'd hidden her stirred up emotions, carried it off perfectly. He'd had a couple of drinks before he came home and didn't know she'd been drinking, either.
In fact, it had been a marvelous evening. They had a couple of drinks to relax and Andy started fooling around under her skirt.
"Jesus, hon, where's your pants?" he said.
"I took them off so I'd be ready for you. Do you like me without any underpants?"
"God, yes, you should go like this all the time."
"Andy! Even at work?"
"Hell yes. Think how exciting it would be to have your gorgeous little pussy bare and old Doc Burns totally unaware. You know that smooth devil would give half his shares in hell to get in your pants." Andy giggled and felt her cunt. "If you were wearing any."
Beth turned red. "Andy, you know that isn't true!"
"The hell it ain't, and you know it."
He slid his fingers through the deep furrow between her legs.
"Jesus, you're wet, baby. You want a little?" he said.
Beth let her legs come open, the need suddenly strong. "No, I want a lot," she answered, reaching down to press his hand tighter.
"Take off your skirt, honey, let me get a good look at you," he said.
Beth stood up and pushed her skirt down her hips. She let it slide down to the floor and stepped free.
"Don't sit down, turn and face me," he said.
She turned and stood with her feet far apart. Andy pushed her blouse up and pressed his face into her belly, kissing softly. He kissed in little circles, going lower and lower until his lips skirted the fringe of dark hair.
The breath caught in her throat, the excitement tumbled wildly in her belly. Andy had never kissed lower than her tits, never even attempted, but she knew what he was going to do now. Beth had no experience with oral sex and very little knowledge, yet she knew her husband was about to kiss her pussy, maybe even put his tongue in there, maybe suck it.
"Andy… Andy, darling, what are you doing?" she cried.
"Shit, honey, you're so beautiful, your cunt is so beautiful," he moaned, his lips now in her hair.
He slipped off the couch and sat on his haunches, his face turned up to her open split. He kissed the hair along the edges, sucked it into his mouth, kissed the little crevices on each side of the pouting, hairy lips. Then, with a deep moan, his mouth closed over her cunt, his tongue crawling up inside. He held her at the hips.
"Aw, honey, honey, honey… No," she cried, her hands holding his head firmly in place.
She wanted him to eat her slit more than anything in the world, but she knew it had to be all slimy with Doc's cum. He would taste it. He would know.
She slid her feet further apart, pressing her open cunt onto his mouth. She steadied herself by holding onto his head, by pulling his face hard against her crotch. She knew she was wide open and sloppy as hell, but now she didn't care. She wanted him to eat her. His tongue felt so good in there, it was so slippery and darted in and out so fast. Much faster than a prick.
"Aw, Andy, that feels so good, so… so fucking good! There, Andy, I finally said it for you – fucking, fucking, fucking, yes, so fucking good!"
It was so stimulating, so different from fucking.
"Aw fuck! Andy, I'm coming!" she squealed.
Her knees went weak and she knew she was going to fall, but she had to have it for a few more seconds, just a few more seconds, and held tight to his head. Her orgasm rose and fell like a tidal wave, then rose again, harder and harder. She finally felt weak all over and fell backwards to the floor.
She lay on her back panting, her legs flopped wide apart. Andy looked at the pink folds of her cunt lips laying open and waiting. The hair was wet and glistening, matted back against her thighs. He could see the hole of her cunt and pushed his pants down. He came down on top of her and tried to kiss her.
"No, Andy," she cried, "your mouth is all covered with… with me. Just put your cock in there and fuck me."
"You never asked like that before," he said.
"I'll ask any way you want, just do it."
Andy moved his cock around her cunt, sliding back and forth.
"Stop teasing me," she hissed, reaching for his cock. She found it and pushed the tip into her hole. "Fuck me, Andy, fuck me!"
His shaft sank in.
"Aw, baby, that feels so good," she sighed.
Her knees came up and she grabbed his head and pulled his face down. She tasted herself on his mouth. It was the taste of sex and she tongued him wetly.
She didn't think she would want it like this after the fucking Doc gave her, but she was wanting it more than ever, needing it. His cock felt so good in there, moving, sliding, rubbing. It made her whole cunt feel soft and warm, and it made it hungry, too hungry for more. She lifted to meet his strokes.
"Will you do that again, Andy? With your mouth, I mean," she said.
"If you want me to," he answered.
"I want you to. Oh God, do I ever. I like it, honey. I came so hard."
"You're really with it tonight, honey. You must be in heat. I'm just gonna keep fucking, no stopping or pulling out or anything. I don't even care if I knock you up."
"I don't care, either, just fuck me," Beth said. If I'm not already that way, she thought grimly.
She knew he wouldn't last long like this, but had to hold him off until she made it again, herself. She was close, but needed a little more.
"Slow down, honey, don't stop, though. I'm close and I want to make it at the same time you do," she said.
Andy slowed to a steady thumping, but he knew it wouldn't be long. His nuts were tingling already, and if he didn't stop completely it would only be a matter of seconds. He felt her lurch under him and quit worrying. She was popping. He sped up his pace, the dizzying tingle already spreading the length of his cock. The warm, sticky stuff flowed, spurted wildly into his wife's heaving belly.
She had her legs locked around his back and they came together, the great feeling numbing them both.
"That was lovely, just lovely," Beth sighed, and fell limp.
Afterwards, they lay on the floor, Andy resting his head on her soft belly, his fingers toying in the sticky, matted hair.
It disturbed Beth, piqued her conscience that once she had imagined it was Doc fucking her. Twice, actually, because when she shot off with Andy she was thinking of Doc's big pecker. It seemed to heighten her orgasm. She felt guilty.
Beth sat at her desk rationalizing her feelings. What happened yesterday hadn't hurt Andy. It actually had improved it for both of them because last night was the best fuck they'd ever had. Fuck, yes, an excellent fuck. She savored the word, rolled it on her tongue. "Fuck." It said it all. She kind of liked it now.
She felt guilty about letting Doc fuck her, though, and knew that it must never happen again, no matter how good it had felt. And it had felt good, oh Jesus, it had felt good. The thought made her pussy lips grow damp and tingle.
That night when Fred picked up Evelyn, Beth looked at the fat old devil in a new light. He was downright homely, overweight, and bald as a cue ball, but he had the biggest dong in town.
She half closed her eyes and tried to imagine it. Was it really that big? She told herself it was just female curiosity, but she would like to see it just once, hard and throbbing and sticking out of his pants. Of course, she never would.
Beth chided herself for her sudden preoccupation with the male sex organ. God, until yesterday the only cock she'd ever seen was Andy's.
"Hi Beth. Marriage must agree with you. You get better looking every time I see you," Fred said.
"Aw Fred," Beth said.
"Flatter her real good, Fred. Maybe she'll let you in her pants now that she knows what it's all about," Evelyn laughed.
Beth blushed and looked away.
"Evelyn, you're embarrassing the poor girl," Fred said.
"She's pretending," Evelyn said. She picked up her purse with one hand and grabbed Fred's crotch with the other. "Come on, big boy, mamma wants some of that." She looked at Beth. "Biggest dong in town, maybe the world." She winked as they went out.
The rest of the week went smoothly with Doc minding his manners. He didn't make a single pass at her. She was almost disappointed. He could at least flirt a little, he always had. On Friday, Doc was out of town so the girls closed up early.
Beth pulled her VW into the drive behind Andy's Ford. She wasn't surprised that he was home in the middle of the afternoon. In fact, she was hoping he would be home and almost honked, but decided to surprise him.
She noticed her mother's car in front of the house and wondered what she was doing there. Well, she would just sneak in and surprise them both. She tiptoed into the house, down the front hall and stopped abruptly, her mouth dropping open.
It wasn't her mother who had come calling, but her younger sister, Babs. Beth wanted to scream.
Babs sat on the couch, her blouse on the floor and her jeans open at the front. Andy stood in front of her, his pants and shorts around his feet, and his prick hard as a bar of iron poking into her mouth.
My God, she's just a baby, fifteen years old last week, Beth thought. She was too young to be sucking Andy's cock.
Babs was a good looking girl, maybe prettier than Beth. She had very good legs and her small tits were budding nicely. Her hair was straw blond, not dark brown like Beth's. It was obvious they were sisters.
Babs was making little wet sounds and moaning. Andy held her head while he fucked into her face. She had at least half his six inches already in her mouth, and took a little more each time Andy thrust inward.
Jesus, he's fucking her mouth just like he does my cunt, Beth thought.
She watched the lewd scene with horror, unable to move or make a sound. She saw the last inch push into the girl's mouth.
"She's got the whole thing in her mouth. How does she keep from gagging? How can she stand the filthy thing in her mouth?" Beth mumbled.
She saw that Babs had reached into her jeans.
Jacking herself off, Beth thought, the little monster.
Andy was hunching faster. He had reached down and was feeling one of her pert little tits. The nipple was hard and dark. Babs held his balls in one hand while she finger-fucked herself with the other.
"You sweet little bitch," Andy gasped, "you really know how to suck cock."
Beth felt the wetness in her panties and realized it was turning her on. She felt horrified. She was getting turned on by watching her baby sister suck her husband's cock.
She saw the big muscles in the back of Andy's legs go rigid, and knew what was about to happen. The dirty bastard was going to cum in her mouth. He was going to squirt that slimy shit right in her mouth.
"Oh, for Christ's sake, I'm coming. Eat it baby, swallow it," Andy yelled, hunching like crazy.
Babs held on and shook her head in the affirmative. She was bouncing on the couch like she was coming too.
Beth's eyes widened in their sockets. He was really doing it. He was coming in her mouth and she wasn't jerking away. She must be swallowing it. She was still rubbing the hell out of her cunt, too.
Beth watched her husband milk his cock dry before pulling out. He held it in front of her face while she licked it clean.
"Jesus, Babs, that's the best blow job I ever had," Andy said.
"It's better than jacking you off because I get more out of it, too. I had to bring myself off, but I came good so I'll forgive you. Remember the first time I jerked on your cock?"
Beth heard her husband answer in the affirmative and fled from the house. She got in the VW and put her head against the wheel. At least she had been drunk when she let Doc fuck her. It wasn't much of an excuse, but it was something. Andy had nothing. He was cold sober. And she hadn't done it with his brother or anything like that, either.
When she had cooled down a bit, she wondered what it felt like to take a man's cock in the mouth – what it tasted like, if you got sick when he came. She wondered why Andy had never asked her to do it if he was so damn crazy about it. It surprised her that she wasn't angry at Babs. She wondered if Babs enjoyed doing it. She was so damn young.
Inside the house, Andy pulled up his shorts. "You better get your blouse on, honey, Beth might come popping in any time. She knocks off any time she wants and I don't want her walking in on us," he said.
"Wouldn't that be the shits?" Babs giggled.
"Yeh, the livin' shits," Andy answered.
Babs pushed her jeans down below her knees.
"Kiss it first, Andy, then I'll get dressed. You've never kissed my pussy."
"I'm really not in the mood now."
Babs pushed her jeans all the way off, spread her knees apart, and lifted her crotch off the couch. "Get in the mood," she said.
Andy looked at the young girl. She was really as pretty as Beth. Her tits weren't full and round or have the luscious dark nipples like her sister, but they were beginning to swell nicely and would be big in a year or two. She didn't have much hair on her cunt yet, and it looked soft and fuzzy and revealed her gaping pussy all pink and ripe and open. It was wet, too.
Andy buckled his pants and dropped to his knees. He started kissing her knees and the tops of her thighs, slowly sliding to the soft flesh between.
When he got to her cunt, she was hissing softly. He kissed her lightly on the pouty lips, then slid his tongue into the gash, letting it glide wetly through its entire length. She tasted sweet and nice.
"Oh shit, Andy, I like that," she cried. "I never had anyone eat my pussy before. Do it good, honey."
She had her hands in his hair, pulling him in. It reminded him of the way Beth clutched at him when he ate her.
He opened her split wide with his fingers and rammed his tongue deep in her hole.
"Fuck, honey, you're gonna make me cum. Please don't stop, it feels so fucking good. I can feel it startin'… Ooooh, yes, yes, yes, so fuckin' good!"
It was the same thing Beth had said, practically. These sisters like their cunts eaten, he thought. Maybe Beth will suck cock, too. He was at her clit now, rolling it with his lips, flicking it rapidly with his tongue. Babs was jerking spastically, guttural moans hissing through her lips. Her cunt was getting sloppy, the juices flowing.
"I'm coming you wonderful fucker, you wonderful mouth fucker. Stick your tongue way up my cunt… now… now!"
She held his face tight between her legs and bucked with her ass. She lifted high and held tight against him for several seconds, then slumped back, her breath coming in tight little gasps. Babs had cum harder than she had ever done before.
"Oh, Jesus, Andy, that was wonderful. I really loved it," she said.
"No one ever ate you before?"
"No one. The guys I run with don't do it. I'm going to find some new guys. All they want to do is stick it in, jerk a couple of times, and spit their cream all over everything. That's okay, but shit, this is heaven."
She got weakly to her feet and started dressing.
"Next time you gotta fuck me, Andy, you just gotta. I want it so bad from you. If you fuck half as good as you suck, I'll surely die, but I'll die happy. You don't jerk it a couple of times and then shoot your load, do you?"
"No way, baby. When I fuck you, you'll know you've been fucked, but we can't do it here, too risky."
"We can do it in the car."
"It's no good in the car, too uncomfortable. Maybe at your place some time when your folks are gone, or we could get a motel room."
"Yes, in a motel. I'd love that."
Andy, laughed. "You better get your little ass out of here."
Babs kissed him hard on the mouth. "Jesus, Andy, I really dig you." She kissed him again and ran for the door. She didn't even notice Beth sitting in the VW.
Beth watched her run to the car. When Babs pulled out of sight, she got out and went into the house. Andy was in the kitchen mixing a drink.
"Hi, honey," he said when she appeared in the door. "You're home early."
"Yeh," Beth answered.
He took a big swallow of whiskey and came over and kissed her. She stiffened. The whiskey hadn't killed it. The taste of sex was on his mouth.
He kissed her there. The bastard kissed her cunt, Beth thought.
"What's the matter, honey?" Andy asked.
"Fix me a drink, too. I think I need it."
"Have a bad day?"
"Not really, at least until a little while ago."
Andy paled. "What do you mean?"
"I came home early, remember? I saw you and Babs. I saw what she did to you. I saw her blowing you off."
"Oh, Jesus, I… I…"
"Fix me a drink. I need a fucking drink, a strong one."
Andy went back to the counter and filled a glass half full of whiskey.
"No water, just a couple of cubes," she said.
He brought her the glass and she took a quick belt.
"Did you like it? Is it fun to have a little girl suck your cock?" she sneered.
Andy sat down and put his head in his hands. "God, I… I don't know what to say. It just happened, that's all."
"Did you fuck her?"
"No."
"You ate her cunt, though. Didn't you?"
"Yes," he answered weakly.
"Did it taste good? Was it nicer than mine?"
He didn't answer.
Beth pulled her skirt up and pushed her panties down below her crotch. "Would you like to suck mine now? Give you something to compare."
"Beth, honey, please…"
"Tell me how a little fifteen year old came in here and seduced you."
"She didn't. It was my fault, all my fault."
Beth was glad he didn't blame Babs. It made her want to forgive him… almost.
"Was this the first time?" Beth said.
"No. She jacked me off once before we were married. I made her do it."
"Don't lie for her, Andy. I heard what she said after she swallowed your junk. It made me so sick I ran out of the house."
Andy felt relief. She hadn't heard their plans to fuck. Had she?
"How did you know I went down on her?"
"I could taste it when you kissed me."
She took another swallow of whiskey and pushed her panties on down to the floor. She unhooked her skirt and let it follow. She felt wild and loose, the whiskey already swirling in her head.
"Kiss mine," she said. "Kiss mine. I liked it the other day and I want you to do it again." She stood with her feet far apart. "You sucked my sister's cunt, now suck mine."
Andy hesitated, then came off the chair to his knees. He grabbed her hips and buried his face in her muff.
Beth drained her glass. She pressed down with her weight spreading her cunt open around his mouth.
"Suck me you bastard. Make me feel good like you did Babs," she hissed.
Andy pushed his tongue into her cunt. He liked it like this, her standing above him, pushing down, her pussy open and wet and hungry.
"Do it with your tongue. Push it in and out. Yeh, yeh, like that, like you're fucking. Ooooh, honey, fuck me with your tongue! That feels good, good!"
She wiggled her hips, the fast spasms filling her loins. And then she was coming hard, wave after wave of pleasure. She didn't want it to stop, not ever, and she didn't want him to stop. The good feeling continued.
"Are you hard?" she said.
Andy nodded.
"Take it out and let me see it." She stepped back.
Andy unzipped his pants and hauled out his cock. It stood straight out.
"Put it in here where your tongue was. Fuck me, Andy."
He was on his feet, reaching for his belt buckle.
"No, don't take off your pants. Just shove it in."
She leaned back against the table and lifted one leg. Andy came up to her. She grabbed his cock, and with surprising ease, pulled it into her gaping hole. He jabbed at her until he was about half way in, and then, all of a sudden, she was on her back on top of the table and he was on top of her, his shaft in to his nuts.
"Fuck me hard, Andy, fuck me until I hurt, until we both hurt," she gasped.
Andy pressed her against the hard table, thrusting his cock into her as roughly as he could. He pushed his cunt-coated tongue into her mouth. She sucked it hungrily.
"When did Babs jack you off?" Beth asked.
"She did it twice, actually. Once about a month before we were married and then again just three days before we were married."
"You dirty bastard. Just three days before?"
"Yeh. I came over to see you, but you'd gone shopping with your mother. I was kinda drunk and we got to necking. I was playing with her pussy and she was pulling on my dong."
"Why didn't you fuck her?"
"Because I couldn't hold off. I came all over her arm. She giggled and licked it off."
Beth was hunching rapidly. She had her legs up around Andy's back. "Jesus, you sonofabitch, you dirty sonofabitch. I'm getting close. Slow down – make it last a little longer. Tell me about the first time."
"Well, it was after I'd brought you home from a date. Some guy dropped her off just as I was getting in my car. She came over and got in. She'd been drinking. I chewed her ass out for drinking so young. She just sat and giggled. She wanted to sit in the car with me and sober up a little, said she couldn't go in the house in that condition. I tried to keep her away, but the little minx was all over me."
"She wasn't a virgin?"
"Not by a long shot. She told me the boy who had brought her home had fucked her in his car. She said she was naked under her jeans and promptly took them off to prove it. Christ, honey I'm only human, and when she pulled her blouse off, too, and just sat there stark naked with her legs spread apart… shit, I just couldn't keep my hands off her."
Beth's legs had fallen from his back and she was writhing against him. "Keep talking, keep fucking, I'm… oh fuck, I'm coming. It feels so good. Don't cum yet, keep fucking!"
"Stay loose, honey," Andy said, "I'm not even close. Talking distracts my coming, even if it is about sex, and don't forget I came not too long ago. In your sister's mouth."
He fucked steadily, drawing in and out with long, slow strokes. She was sloppy wet and his cock moved easily. It felt good to fuck her with such abandon.
"Anyway, I sat there staring at her and before I knew it we were kissing and I had my hand between her legs. Her cunt was snug but I got two fingers in. We tongue kissed for a while and then I moved down to her nipples. I didn't go down any further, though. Today was the first time for that. While I sucked her tits and finger fucked her, she took my cock out, and started masturbating me. God, it felt so damn good I just fell back in the seat and let her pull on my prong. I came so fucking quick. She cupped her hand and caught my jizz as it spurted out, and then leaned back and licked it out of her palm. She said she likes eating a man's goo. She sucked her first cock when she was twelve, been doing it ever since."
"I always knew she was boy crazy, but…" Beth moaned.
"She told me she lost her cherry when she was just thirteen. She likes to fuck."
"You sure you haven't fucked her?"
"I said I hadn't. I wasn't lying."
Beth almost wished he had. Strangely, she wanted to watch him plug her, tried to imagine what it would be like to sit and watch while he screwed her baby sister. She knew she wouldn't feel this way later, knew it was just caused from the heat of his fat cock shoved up inside her cunt. She started to move again.
"I think I can make it again if you can hold out," she said.
"I'm getting close myself, but I'll try."
They both were close and breathing hard. She brought her knees up again and squeezed with her thighs to hold him in tight and felt it start. She gasped from the pleasure. It was better even than the first one.
Andy knew she was coming and let go. He could feel the stuff coming out of the end of his prick. It felt so good.
"Let me up, this fucking table is breaking my back," she said after they had caught their breath.
Andy got off and she slid from the table. She leaned back with her legs apart and felt the goo leaking down her thighs.
"God, that was good, Andy. I think that last time was the hardest cum I ever had."
"We were both pretty stimulated."
"Yeh," she said. "But don't fuck around with my little sister anymore. Okay?"
"Okay," he said.
"Just fuck around with me. Let's have another drink."



CHAPTER THREE


Molly Burns was a very attractive woman. Her tits were quite large, their dark nipples plainly visible through the sheer blouse.
She danced very close to the man, flattening her big tits against his chest. He unzipped the back of her pants and slid his hand inside.
"You really turn me on, Molly," he said, and kissed her wetly.
Doc Burns stood several feet away, talking on the telephone. "That's right, Beth, my briefcase," Doc said. "It's in the top drawer of the file cabinet. You know where the keys are. Yeh, bring it right over to the house. Of course, you'll have to lock the office. No, Evelyn won't be back any more today, said she had a headache and was going home. Okay, I'll see you in a few minutes." He hung up the phone.
A bald, heavyset man sat in a huge overstuffed chair. Evelyn sat on the arm of the chair. She was minus her blouse and bra and swayed back and forth, her erected nippes grazing the fat man's cheek. She had gorgeous tits, smooth and white, and they were huge. Evelyn was very proud of her tits.
"Suck it on the end, honey. Yeh, like that. Oooh, that makes me so hot, makes me do anything you want," Evelyn said.
"Anything?" the fat man said.
"Anything," Evelyn said.
He had his hand under her short skirt. She slid off the arm into his lap, her legs open.
Another man, older than the others, sat on the couch watching.
"My secretary is bringing the papers right over, I don't know how I forgot them. Would you like another drink?" Doc said.
"Yeh," RJ said, "and get another for the girls. They aren't drunk enough."
Doc went to the bar and clunked the ice into the glasses. He glanced at his wife dancing with the tall man. She had both arms around the man's neck. He had both hands in the back of her pants. He was getting a good feel of her ass while he pressed her against his groin. They were still kissing. Then he looked at Evelyn. The fat slob had her panties off and was holding up her skirt for the old man to see. She had a knockout of a cunt, too. The lips were long and fat and pouted for a prick. The hair was blond and curly and soft like spun silk.
He delivered the drinks and then sat on the couch beside RJ. He was an old man, but his cock bulged hard against his pants.
"How are you making out with the Arab?" RJ said.
"Slow," Doc said. "He's definitely interested, but still holding tight to his dough. I've gotta come up with something to soften him up."

***

Beth climbed from her VW, Doc's briefcase in hand. She thought it was stupid to lock up the office just to bring him his briefcase. No, it was stupid of him to forget it. And that lazy Evelyn, shit, she was gone half the time. She went to the front door and rang the bell.
Molly answered the door. "Hi, Beth, step in," she said.
Beth was surprised at Molly's appearance. She had a drink in her hand, her hair was mussed, her lipstick smudged, her slacks a size too tight, and her blouse transparent. She'd never seen Molly in a see-through blouse and no bra before. She was usually so chic.
Before Beth could answer, Doc stepped into the hall. He came over and took the briefcase.
Another man, one whom Beth had seen in the office several times, stuck his head into the hall. "Hey, Molly, get back in here. I'm lonesome."
"I'm on my way, honey," she said, and hustled down the hall. "Bye, Beth," she called over her shoulder.
Beth noticed Molly's zipper was all the way down, the crack of her ass visible through her tiny panties.
"Some business meeting," Beth said.
"We had a couple drinks while we were waiting," Doc said. "Listen, kid, you better get right back to the office. Don't like it closed up too long."
"Sure Doc," she said. He never worried about the office being locked up before. She heard a giggle that sounded surprisingly like Evelyn, but she didn't say anything.
She left the house and got in her car. Doc was a changed man since their friendly little screw. He didn't flirt with her, no passes, just business. Maybe she had come on too strong about what their relationship should be. He was so aloof now, but that was the way she wanted it – wasn't it?

***

Molly was really feeling her drinks now. She let the man remove her blouse and then slipped hungrily into his arms.
"Let's dance some more. I love to dance," she said.
"You dance. My cock is too hard for dancing. Take off the rest of your clothes and dance for us."
"Okay," Molly said.
She started peeling the skin tight pants down her legs. The thick, black muff on her cunt stood out through her panties, bulging the front, sticking out of the leg bands.
"You could offer Molly to the Arab, Doc," RJ said.
Doc lit a cigarette. He was getting hard watching her undress. "He's already had her. She stayed with him a couple of nights ago. Fucked her three times, but didn't loosen up his purse strings any."
Molly was naked now and danced slowly in front of them. She came to her knees in front of the couch and opened Doc's pants and took his cock out and then moved to RJ. When she had RJ's cock out, she bent her head and took it in her mouth.
"Suck it for a while, but don't make me cum," he said.
"Oh, geez," Evelyn murmured. She was straddling the fat man in the big chair. His cock sunk slowly into her cunt. "That feels so good, Tony," she cooed. Tony didn't have a very big prick, but Evelyn could get it all this way. She sunk her weight against him, taking in every inch he had.
Molly quit sucking RJ and moved on to Ben, the tall, slim man. She opened his pants. "Take them off, Ben," she said.
Ben removed his pants and pushed Molly back on the floor. His cock went into her easily. She lifted up to make it easier.
She moaned softly as the thick cock glided in. It was the feeling she loved, the way the thing peeled her lips open, the way her eager cunt closed tightly around the head, slowly sucking the rest of the rod inside.
Molly remembered her first date with Doc. It was after choir practice. He had dropped by to discuss something with one of the men and offered her a lift home. She was innocent and a cherry and he fucked her in the back seat of his car. She found out later that he only went to church because it helped him sell insurance. She was disillusioned the first time he suggested she fuck one of his clients, but she loved it now.
It was beginning to feel good, the tiny pinpricks of pleasure darting at her belly. She would cum real good with Ben's long prick inside her. She could hear him breathing faster and she could hear the fat man in the chair grunting. He was squirting in Evelyn's belly right now. She knew the fat man would fuck her, too, and then RJ. The old man liked it sloppy, liked it loose and wet.
Ben was humping rapidly, his cock hard as a bar of iron. She felt it swell and jerk as the first gob squirted. Maybe she wouldn't make it yet, but there were others. Ben thrust a few more times and rolled off. She quickly sat up and bent over him. She liked sucking a cock after a man came. It was softer and fit nicer in her mouth and it gave her a lot of pleasure to suck the last strings of goo from his nuts. She sucked until he was completely dry.
Doc was fucking Evelyn now. The old man had moved and they were on the couch, both naked. She held him tightly, her legs wrapped snugly around his hips. It had bothered Molly at first, when he fucked another woman, but she was used to it now. It had never bothered Doc.
Doc had his cock in to the hilt. Evelyn moved expertly under him. She was an exceptionally good fuck. She liked to fuck, especially when she was so well paid for it.
Molly moved over to the fat man. She had never met him before today and he was rather unattractive, but she was in need and Doc wouldn't be any good to her. He always fucked himself completely out with Evelyn.
His cock lay limp on his leg, the strings of cum evident on his pants. She lay her cheek on his other leg and started to fondle him.
"I don't know if I can get it up again," Tony said.
"We can try," Molly said, nuzzling the tip with her tongue.
She moved her head until she could get it in her mouth and sucked gently at the soft, pulpy thing. She was sure his bank account was bigger than his prick or he wouldn't be here.
She sucked for a long time before getting any reaction, and then it was only minimal. Doc and Evelyn had finished and lay on the couch watching. RJ sat in a chair, still smoking his cigar.
Molly lifted her head, letting his cock slip from her mouth. "Do you want me to get on your lap like Evelyn did?"
"No. I want you to get on your knees and put your head in the chair. I want to take you from behind."
"You can take me any way you want."
"You'll have to get me harder first."
She started stroking his shaft while she sucked at the head. Doc wouldn't like it if she didn't get the old geezer good and hard. His prick stiffened slowly but surely until it pointed straight out from his gaping trousers.
"Let me up now and you bend over the chair," he said.
He pushed down his pants and shorts while Molly got into position. She felt his big, soft belly against her ass and pushed out to meet it. She felt his cock wagging between her legs, rubbing her clit, sliding into the crack, and then slipping out. She realized she wanted it, wanted it very much and reached under her belly to grasp it tightly. It was hard to get him close enough, he was so fat, but she finally got it started. The head popped into her cunt. She groaned and thrust back against him.
"Good, baby, good," he said. "You're hot in there, hot and wet. Don't let it slip out, hold it tight."
He leaned back from the hips, ramming hard, his belly mashing against her ass. He couldn't seem to get much more than the head inside, but Molly didn't mind because he had an unusually thick crown on his cock head and it bumped hard every time he came out. She sighed as it opened the lips wide to push back in. Her cum was close.
She felt his hand between his belly and her ass and gasped with a sudden thrill when his finger found her asshole. The cum moved over her slowly, starting in her finger-speared asshole. The sensations expanded tremendously as it spread into her pussy and then her belly. She pushed back frantically, embedding both his cock and finger deeper.
"Oh, Goddamn, that feels good! Push your finger in deeper. Oh, oh, God, that's wonderful! I'm coming so hard, honeeeee!"
She jerked convulsively and rubbed her hard nipples against the coarse grain of the chair. Wave after wave of delicious pleasure washed from her cunt and ass, moving up to make her tingly all the way to her tits.
The fat man started coming. He wasn't very deep and she could feel the wet stuff, some of it in her cunt, some of it in the deep gash of lips bubbling out to smear in her hair. He gasped and fell heavily over her, pushing his finger all the way into her ass.
"Good, baby, good," he sighed.
She knew why he had her lean over the chair. He would have flattened her out on the floor, otherwise. Her knees gave out anyway, and they lay sprawled over the chair.
He finally struggled to his feet, and let his shriveled cock finish leaking out onto her back.
Evelyn had slid down the couch and was sucking Doc's cock. He was hard again. He was really in the mood and told her to turn around and lay on top of him. He wanted to feel her marvelous firm tits on his belly and her sloppy cunt on his face. She rolled on top of him and took his cock in her mouth. He positioned a fat thigh on either side of his head and buried his face in her cunt.
The old man put his half finished cigar in an ash tray and got to his feet.
"I'll sign those papers later, Doc," he said. "I'm taking Molly up to a bedroom. We'll probably be gone a couple of hours. I feel like a real session today."
Doc didn't hear a word the old man said. He was busy shooting his load down Evelyn's throat. He grunted with pleasure as she eagerly sucked him dry.



CHAPTER FOUR


Beth finished her sack lunch and pushed back her chair. She looked across the room at Evelyn buffing her nails. She still wondered about the other day. She knew she had heard Evelyn's laugh at Doc's house even if he had said she had gone home with a headache. And she hadn't come to work at all yesterday. Doc had been in and out all day and he was quite gruff, said he had a terrible fucking hangover. That's probably what was the matter with Evelyn, too.
The office door opened and Beth looked up to see Doc coming in. He usually took twice this long for lunch. Behind him was a tall, very dark young man. He was broad shouldered, had thick black hair and moustache, and coal black eyes. He was very handsome in a foreign mysterious way.
"Beth, this is Ab Zarie, a very important customer. I want you to be nice to him." He winked at her. "He's already met Evelyn."
The tall Arab walked over to Beth's desk, his dark eyes flashing.
"Doc, where have you been hiding this magnificent woman?" he said.
"She's my girl Friday, a very efficient gal." He grabbed Ab by the arm and pulled him towards the office. "She's my secretary… only." He pushed the door closed behind them.
"Only," Beth thought. What else? She glanced over at Evelyn, who sat smirking, her huge tits pushing out the front of her too small sweater. Beth looked quickly away. She felt a strange excitement grabbing in her belly. The man was so good looking.
She tried to concentrate on her work, but it was difficult. She felt all itchy between her legs and she could feel the slight dampness in the crotch of her panties. It was foolishness, but the dark man had excited her sexually.
Beth knew she had to control herself, but she had been thinking of sex an awful lot since she caught her husband and her sister. She seemed to be turned on all the time. Andy wasn't helping her any, either. He had been working late every night and was just too bushed to do her any good. He hadn't fucked her since the time on the kitchen table and that was days ago.
The men were in Doc's office for almost two hours before the door swung open. Ab came out first and went immediately to Beth's desk.
"We're going for a drink, Beth, and I'd like you to go with us," Ab said. He looked at Doc. "If it's okay with the boss, of course."
Doc looked at Beth and shrugged. "Hell, it's okay with me," he said.
To his surprise, Beth accepted immediately.
He shrugged again and turned to Evelyn. "Hold the fort down, Ev. If we're not back by five, lock up."
The Arab took Beth by the arm and escorted her from the office.
They went to a posh, very dark bar and settled into a deep cushioned booth. Beth felt quite excited with a handsome man on each side of her.
By the second round, Ab was holding her hand under the table. By the third, their thighs were pressed tightly against each other. Beth tingled with excitement. The fourth had just arrived when Ab glanced at his watch.
"Oh, my God," he said, "it's almost four o'clock. I have to meet my father at the hotel." He let go of Beth's hand and jumped to his feet. "He's flying back to New York tonight, and then back home. If I don't show, he'll cut me off without a cent." He giggled like a boy and took Beth's hand and kissed it softly. "I'll see you again," he said.
"He's very smooth," Beth said, after he had gone.
"Yeh, and he's worth a fortune," Doc said.
They had several more drinks and then prepared to leave. Beth had to stand still for a moment to keep from falling. She felt tipsy. She felt good, though, even if Doc was hardly speaking.
She slumped heavily into the soft cushioned Fleetwood. Doc usually drove a sporty little foreign job, but he knew the Arab liked luxury. He fitted the key to the ignition the moment he pulled the door closed.
"Boy, you sure are cool," Beth said.
His hand came away from the key. "That's the way you said you wanted it, baby."
"I didn't mean you had to ignore me completely." She felt herself blushing and fumbled in her purse for her cigarettes. "I'm a woman, Doc. I like a little attention, a little flattery now and then."
"Christ, Beth, you don't need to tell me you're a woman. But I was told you're off limits… by you."
"Well, yeh, maybe I am off limits, but… shit, not completely."
Doc knew he had her. He had misjudged her, something he didn't often do, had thought she really meant what she said. But it worked out perfectly. His aloofness was the very thing that had hooked her. Yeh, her female ego couldn't stand to be ignored.
"Hell, honey, you have no idea how it was tearing me up to see you every day and not be able to touch you, to stand and stare and know you think I'm a slob."
"Doc, Doc, I don't think you're a slob. My God, it's just the opposite. I find you too attractive, too hard to resist."
She had one hand on his shoulder. She reached out with the other, a cigarette in her fingers. "Light me, Doc," she said softly.
"You don't want this," he said, and took the cigarette from her fingers. "You want this." He kissed her.
"Yes, yes," she mumbled against his mouth, her arms sliding around his neck.
She knew she was drunk, again, and she would let him go too far again, if he tried, but God, she was only human, and she was so worked up. That fucking Arab had really turned her on.
She felt his tongue between her lips and responded with her own, letting it slide slowly in and out of his mouth so he would know what she was thinking of.
He pulled her blouse from the top of her skirt and slid his hands up her back. He gently rubbed her back, then let one hand move around to her firm belly and up to cup one of her tits. He fondled the soft bundle while his other hand unhooked her bra. The thing came free and her heavy tit fell into his hand. He pushed the brassiere up and over her lush boobs.
"God, Beth, your skin is so soft, so smooth, your tits so luscious, so lovable."
"Then love them," she gasped.
She was breathing rapidly, her heart pounding with excitement. His hands felt marvelous on her warm tits. They were so cool, so stimulating. She felt the deep, charging thrill in her pussy that told her she was completely out of control. The wetness seeped from her cunt, soaking her hair, wetting the crotch of her panties until they clung soddenly to her cunt.
She took her arms from around his neck and quickly unbuttoned her blouse. "Kiss them, Doc, love my titties, make the nipples hard, make them want you," she moaned, thrusting against him.
Doc's face fell to her breasts. The nipples were already hard like marbles. He sucked at them while she lay back against the seat and moaned. He moved back and forth, sucking and biting at both nipples.
Her legs were already open when he felt under her skirt. He played with the insides of her thighs before moving on up to the wet mess between her legs. God, she was soaking wet, her cunt hot and open. He couldn't remember a girl getting so hot so fast. She was ripe for fucking – him now, and tomorrow Ab. Little Beth needed lots of fucking, he could tell, and he would see that she got it.
"Doc, feel me, play with me," she moaned, squirming against his hand.
He pulled her crotchband to the side and slid his fingers in her slit. Her cunt gaped open, hungrily sucking at his finger tips. He pushed two fingers all the way up her cunt. She grunted with animal pleasure and pushed against the intruders.
"I want to do more than play with you, Beth. I want to fuck you… again," he said.
"Yes, yes, yes, Doc, I want it, too. I want you to fuck me… again. And again and again and again and whenever you want."
"Let's get in the back seat and do it right here," he said.
Doc got out of the car to get in the back, but Beth crawled over the seat. When he got in, she had already kicked off her shoes and pulled her skirt down. She stretched out on her back, one foot on the floor, the other up on the window ledge, her panties still hanging from her ankle.
"Fuck me, Doc. Take your big old cock out and fuck me," she hissed, lifting her ass up from the seat.
Doc opened his pants and pushed them down to his knees, followed quickly by his shorts. His cock hung out big and hard. Beth reached up and grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down on top of her.
"Put it in Doc, put it in quick. I want it so bad," she moaned.
Her urgency surprised him. He knew she was hot to trot, but God, she couldn't wait. He liked a woman like this, hot and out of control. She would make the best little whore in town.
He pressed his bulb against her hole and went right in. She pushed against him, her foot coming up off the floor to drape over his back. She was wetter than the last time, oily and slick.
"Oh, God, Doc, honey… it feels so good," she moaned.
Her body went taut, stiff as a bent bow, and at first he didn't realize she was already coming. She hung motionless, tensed stiff, her teeth clenched, in an effort to retain the inexpressible moment of bliss. And then she went completely loose, savoring the ebbing pleasure. She sighed, her leg slipping limply from his back.
All of a sudden she was soft under him again, and her breasts, which had felt hard during that agonized moment, were cushiony again.
"Oh, wonderful, just wonderful," she sighed softly.
"You made it already?" Doc asked.
"Yes, honey, but don't stop. It still feels fine. Just fuck me, slow and easy. It feels so nice in there."
Doc kissed her mouth softly, stroking into her mouth with his tongue. He was only half way in and she had made it big already. He pushed the rest of the way in, bringing a deep moan from her lips. She was one fine lay, maybe the best he'd ever had. Andy better start taking better care of her or he'd have her under every rich man in town. Maybe he would regardless of what Andy did. She was one hot cunt. She was moving with him again already.
"Yeh, baby, yeh," Beth grunted, "it's beginning to feel real good again. Do it a little faster. Yeh, yeh… ooooh, good!"
Doc was plugged in all the way, his big cock filling her cunt magnificently.
"Your cock is so big, Doc. It…" she arched her back to get more, even though she had it all, "… it feels better than Andy's."
Doc's cock was swelled to splitting. He pumped furiously, ramming hard against her pelvis. She lifted to meet each hammering blow, grunting, twisting, groaning. The super feeling started in his thighs, spread to his contracted nuts, and he knew it was near. He wanted to stop it, but was helpless.
"Are you going to cum?" Beth cried.
"Yeh… shit yeh!"
"Good, good, me too. I'm coming with you, honey."
They spasmed together. She stiffened and jerked, the orgasm hitting like an electric shock. She couldn't remember fucking ever being so good. Doc felt the stuff fatten his rod and squirt out the end. He came and he came, spitting wad after wad into her belly, and then he slumped heavily on top of her.
"Don't pull out, Doc. Just let it get soft and slip out by itself. I like the feeling," Beth said.
He could feel his cock slowly creeping out as it shriveled, and when he finally slipped free, he sat up quickly.
Beth got her leg down from the window and sat up beside him. She smoothed her skirt down over her thighs.
"That was good, baby. The best ever," he said.
"Light me a cigarette, Doc," she said.
He took out two, and lit them. She took one from his fingers and drew the smoke in deep. With a sigh, she let the blue smoke slide from her lips.
"This will have to be a regular thing, Beth. We're too good together to lose it."
"I don't know, Doc, I…"
"Come on, sweetheart, you said…"
"I was hot when I said that. Sometimes I get so turned on that I say things I don't mean, do things that I shouldn't."
"You're trying to tell me you shouldn't fuck with me?"
"I don't like to cheat on Andy, Doc. I feel so rotten afterwards."
"How often do you cheat on him?"
"This is the second time. I felt rotten the time in your office, and I feel rotten now. I don't think I'll ever do it again. I'm not cut out for cheating."
"Don't try and kid yourself, Beth. You know you like it better with me than you do Andy. You enjoy it more when I fuck you than you do when he does."
She thought about the time Andy fucked her on the kitchen table, the best it had ever been with him, and compared it with the fuck just now. She took a couple deep drags on her cigarette, rolled the window down a crack, and threw it out. A man walked by. He stared. She stared back. He couldn't see that Doc had his pants off, but he could see Beth's open blouse and her beautiful tits. He swallowed hungrily and kept on walking.
"Yes, I'll admit that," she said. "Your cock is bigger and it feels better. I think I like a big cock. Light me another cigarette."
Doc lit another cigarette. She had leaned back and had her eyes closed, so he put it to her lips. She took it quickly. He put his hand on her knee and let it slide up under her skirt to the middle of her thigh.
"Ab Zarie, the Arab we had drinks with, has a huge cock. Bigger than mine," he said. He let his hand slide on up to her cunt.
"Mmmmmmm," Beth said.
He felt her cunt. Her legs opened just enough to let his fingers in. He could feel the slippery goo leaking out now. Her cunt was a mess of slime, sticky and slippery at the same time. He slid his fingers back and forth in the deep slit.
"Mmmmm," she said again, her legs moving a little further apart. "I'm not going to cheat on him anymore." She didn't try to stop Doc, though.
"You were made for fucking, Beth. You deserve a big prick, deserve lots of big pricks."
He pushed a finger into her cunt, let it slide slowly all the way to his knuckles, then started moving it in and out.
"No, Doc… feels nice, mmmmmmm," she moaned.
She moved with him, her cunt contracting around his finger. Her hand slid across his thigh, up to his crotch, and circled his cock. It was limp. She took her fingers and rolled the foreskin up over the head, then peeled it slowly back as far as it would go. She had her eyes open now and was staring at his cock as it slowly swelled.
"So big, so nice," she murmured.
She continued to masturbate him, staring intently at the growing thing in her fingers. She pushed the foreskin up until it completely hid the glans, then slowly rolled it down, pulling downward until it would go no further. She had the urge to bend down and kiss the beautiful thing, but restrained herself. She had never done anything so vulgar, yet she knew she wanted to.
"Are you on the pill, Beth?" Doc asked.
"No, not on anything," she answered.
"Christ, I might have knocked you up. You gotta be ovulating, horny as you are."
She had him skinned all the way down and wrapped her fist tightly around the fat knob. He was completely hard again.
"I don't care, every girl needs a baby." She rubbed her palm tightly over his glans. "Do me again, Doc," she said.
She threw the butt of her cigarette out the window and quickly straddled his lap. His cock had no choice, she held it tight and her cunt was in perfect position. It spread the lips, nipped at the hungry hole, and pushed up inside. With a deep moan she let herself down, her cunt slowly swallowing up his entire length. She had her arms around his neck and was kissing him, sliding her tongue into his mouth, sucking at his lips. She had her knees on the seat and bounced on his lap, forcing his cock all the way in, then lifting until only the head remained, hanging like that for an instant before plunging back down.
"Aw, shit, Doc, I like that… it feels good!"
She saw a couple passing behind the car. They stopped and stared. She bounced faster, wanting them to know she was fucking. She was on fire, the watching couple only making it better. She wanted them to come closer and get a better look, but they didn't.
"I'm close, Doc. I'm going' to make it again. It almost hurts it feels so good." She moved rapidly, her legs growing numb.
"When you get ready, just go ahead and shoot, fill me up."
Doc lunged up and groaned. She could feel the hot stuff pumping into her cunt.
"You say his cock is bigger than yours… Oh, darling, oh Doc, oh…"
Beth Miller was coming, coming harder than she ever had before.



CHAPTER FIVE


Beth opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. She stretched languorously under the cool sheet. It felt good to be naked in bed.
She reached over and felt Andy's back, running her fingers down his spine. He was naked, too.
She rolled onto her side and snuggled against him, pressing her cunt against his bare ass. Her hand slid over his side and she felt his smooth, hairless chest, his hard tit, his flat belly, his thick pubic hair, and finally his cock laying limply on his leg. She stroked him slowly.
Andy awakened slowly, aware of a tingling in his pecker, and then realized what she was doing.
"You've really been horny lately, Beth," he said. "You never did this before."
She pressed her cheek against his bare back and continued pulling on his cock. He was almost hard now.
"You were really hot last night. Maybe I've neglected you for work. Hadn't serviced you for a while, had I?" he giggled.
No, you haven't serviced me lately, not until last night, she thought, but Doc has. She felt a little twinge of guilt. She continued stroking his prick.
He moved his arm back and felt her cool ass, pulling her tighter against him. "If you keep that up, I'll cum all over the bed," he said.
She stopped.
"I didn't mean for you to stop. It feels good." He threw back the sheet and slid onto his back, careful not to pull his cock from her hand. "Do it some more."
She moved down until she had her head on his stomach facing his cock and started stroking him again. It was fascinating to watch his cock slide inside her fist. He was circumcised and the head was large and dark red. It was very smooth when he was hard. The shaft was long and white and the veins bulged out through the tight sheath of skin. At the base, his hair was thick and wiry and almost hid the fat nuts in their tightly drawn bag.
"Suck it, Beth," he said.
"I don't want to," she said.
"Come on, honey, just a little." He almost added, "Your sister does," but didn't. "Okay, just kiss it, then," he said when she made no move to take him in her mouth.
She hesitated for a moment, then bent his prick over and placed her lips on the tip.
"Yuk, it's all wet. Something is leaking out," she cried.
"It's just water. It won't hurt you. Come on, kiss it again."
She kissed it again, pushing her lips a little over the head, her tongue tasting the salty gunk seeping from the hole. She pulled back quickly.
"I don't want to," she said.
"Okay, where do you want it?"
"I want it inside me. I'm wet down there, too. I want you to fuck me."
Andy marveled at how easily she said it now. She used to cringe if he said it.
Beth let go of his cock and lay back, her head on the pillow, her legs open. "Fuck me, Andy," she said.
Andy sat up and looked at her cunt. "You kissed mine, so I'll kiss yours," he said, and bent over. He pressed his mouth over her open cunt. His tongue rolled in. She was wet, all right.
"Mmmmmmm, Andy," she moaned, "I like that."
His tongue in her cunt thrilled her. It sent shivers up her spine, made her tingle all over, brought her dark nipples up hard.
"Yeh, eat me, honey. Get me ready for your prick."
She put her hands on his head to press him tighter. The fire came up fast. She was going to cum before he even got his prick in her belly. She wanted to cum, it was a feeling she wanted more each day.
He was sucking good now, swabbing his tongue in and out of her cunt, his lips riding roughly over her clit. Her ass was off the bed, lifting to meet him and she was coming. It was a good one, but of course, they were all good.
"Oh, honey, honeeee… so nice."
She felt all fluttery inside as the good feeling oozed.
Andy licked the length of her deep slit. He was sucking her from above, and his nose was deep in her crotch, sliding into the crevice of her ass, between the luxuriant moon. The smell was heady, rich and ripe. She smelled strongly of sex, of desire and wet, randy cunt. He liked the smell, liked eating a woman's cunt. If she would suck his cock at the same time he wouldn't bother with fucking. He wanted to cum in her mouth like he had her sister's, spill his gunk in her mouth, on her lips, all over her face.
"Fuck me now, Andy. I'm ready, so ready," Beth moaned.
He reluctantly lifted his face from her snatch and rolled over on top of her. She quickly reached down and grasped his cock, pressing it to her hole.
"Anxious little devil, aren't you?" he said.
"Fuck me," Beth moaned.
His cock went in easy. She was so wet from his spit and her own juice. He rammed hard, pushing in all the way to the thick hair. Her cunt swallowed him up, closing tightly around the shaft. It was a marvelous feeling the way her cunt massaged his embedded prick, squeezing and relaxing, then squeezing him tight again. She was really getting good.
"Aw, Andy, I like it," she moaned. "Keep going the way you are now, don't stop… wanta cum, gotta cum."
"I'm almost there, baby, can't hold out long," he gasped.
"Okay… close, too. Keep going, don't stop. Yeh, yeh, almost there."
Her knees were up high, making a deep vee. She jerked violently, her orgasm in full bloom. It was different than an oral cum, not a lot, but different. She wasn't sure which was best, fuck cum or oral cum. They both felt marvelous, but at the moment it was fuck cum. A cock felt so good in there.
Her legs were over his back now, locked tight to hold him in, and she was coming again. Jesus, it felt so good. She felt the hot stuff spilling inside her and worked with her pussy to drain it, she wanted it all, every drop.
Andy was puffing, pumping hard. He gritted his teeth as the last of the good feeling drained from the end of his prick. It was over, time to get up and go to work, but Beth held him tight.
"Not quite yet, let it shrivel inside me," she said, and felt the warmth flood out from her cunt. It was number three, her third cum from one fuck, a record. She breathed through her open mouth, gulping at the air. It was a slow, oozing cum, maybe better than the other two. She held him for several minutes and then let her legs fall away.
"We better get ready for work or well both be late," Andy said. He rolled off and let his feet fall to the floor.
When Andy returned from a quick shower, Beth was sitting on the edge of the bed smoking. The slop from her cunt was slowly leaking out onto the sheet. She watched him dress, wondering if he could keep her satisfied all by himself. Even if he fucked her every single day of the week. Would it be enough?
She remembered yesterday afternoon – fucking with Doc in the parking lot had been a marvelous and exciting experience, most satisfying, too. Yet she was still turned on when Andy got home from work, and met him at the door with a drink in each hand, wearing only her blouse, and it was unbuttoned. They had a couple of drinks and he went down on her on the couch. He brought her off with his tongue and then again with his cock. It was especially pleasurable, knowing his sperm was mixing with Doc's. She had enjoyed both Doc's cock and her husband's and felt surprisingly little guilt. A hard cock was supposed to give a woman pleasure, not guilt.
Andy was dressed by the time Beth finished her shower. She slid a pair of panties up her legs and patted them into place.
"Still wearing underpants to work? There's a couple of broads where I work that never wear any, and they make sure all the men in the place know it. Jesus, they go to any length to give everybody a peek. Every guy in the joint is horny all day. One of them has the blondest pussy hair, almost white, but she's a little too fat for my taste."
Beth felt a quick pang of jealousy and jerked the pants back down her legs, giving them a kick.
"There, is that better?" she said.
"Don't get uptight, baby. I'm not advocating you give that horny Doc Burns a peek, but…" He rolled his eyes. "It'll keep you hot for me just knowing you're naked under your skirt."
It'll make it easier if Doc gets me in his car, too, she thought.
She pulled a sweater over her head. The sweater was too tight and a very close knit. Her nipples would be very prominent if they got hard. They showed even now. She picked out a skirt and slipped it on. Her legs were great, even without hose, so she skipped the pantyhose. If he wants me provocative and revealing to other men, fine, she thought.
She spent the morning typing letters. The work really piled up if she was gone, even for one afternoon. Evelyn didn't do much of anything, played with herself behind her desk, but not much else.
Eating lunch, she thought about the great fuck with Andy before work. It made her cunt tingle. She kind of wished she had sucked his cock a little… for Andy's sake, of course. It might be kind of fun. She realized how horny she still felt. Andy hadn't really satisfied her at all, just whet her appetite for more. God, why was she horny all the time?
Doc came back from lunch and told her Zarie had flown back to New York and wouldn't be back for at least a week. She felt a little tug of disappointment, but didn't show it. She wasn't planning on doing anything with him, anyway. It was fun to think about though.
An hour after Doc got back, he called Evelyn into his office. Beth was at the filing cabinet and could see through the half open door. He already had her blouse pulled out and his hands inside. He was kissing her, hard. She saw Evelyn's foot come and kick the door shut behind her.
Beth stamped back to her desk, her face red. She was pissed, and she was jealous. The two-timing prick.
She heard their voices and realized the intercom was on. She reached for the off button, then stopped.
"Christ, what a set of knockers," Doc said.
"They're yours, honey," Evelyn said. "God, they get so hard and excited when you play with them like that."
Beth looked down at her own. The nipples were suddenly hard and stood out like buttons. She was mad, yet she was excited, and leaned forward so she could hear better.
"Damn, you're really wet, baby. Can you feel my finger in there?"
"God yessss! Finger fuck me, darling."
"I'd rather fuck you with my cock."
"Well, do it!"
"Haven't got time, baby. Got an appointment with John Carson the banker in thirty minutes. Maybe afterwards, but gotta get moving now. Get your stuff together."
"I can't go with you. I told you Fred was picking me up at three. Remember?"
"Shit, I forgot. I gotta have a secretary with me. Carson expects it. Guess we'll have to lock up so Beth can go."
Like shit I'll go, Beth thought.
"She's not really ready yet. She still…"
Beth slammed off the intercom. "Not ready," she said. "Fuck, I'm ten times the secretary that slut is."
Doc opened the door and came out. Beth could see Evelyn, her blouse unbuttoned all the way, her brassiere pushed up over her huge tits.
"Hey, Beth, I have a very important conference with John Carson and I gotta have a girl… a secretary with me. He expects it. Very business like, you know."
"Do you think I'm ready?" she said huffily.
Doc looked at her. Now why would she ask that? It was almost as if she'd been listening, or maybe she knew why he was taking her. "Hell yes, you're a better secretary than Evelyn," he said. "Uh, better take a note pad. Evelyn can lock up when she leaves."
Beth definitely was not going with the two-timing prick, yet here she was in his car, pad in hand. The little car was low-slung, bucket seated and she had to sit careful to keep her skirt down.
Couldn't have her bare pussy showing.
On the way over, he told her about the shopping center complex he was putting together, emphasizing the importance of an ace in the hole in case Zarie backed out. Carson was well healed and ready to invest if he was treated right.
Doc pulled into the underground lot and parked. He leaned over and kissed her. She was stiff at first, but quickly softened against his lips. She took his tongue greedily. His hand fell on her knee, slowly gliding up her thigh.
"Jesus, Beth, no pants," he said.
"Don't touch me there, Doc. Don't get me started or you won't be able to get me stopped."
"Afterwards," he said.
"I don't like playing second fiddle, especially to Evelyn."
"What gave you a dumb idea like that?"
"Weren't you going to take her first?"
"Fuck no. Why would I do that?"
"Well…" Beth was seething inside, but she didn't want to say more or he would suspect she was listening. "Okay, but only because we both know I'm twice the secretary Evelyn is."
"Secretary? Oh, yeh." He opened the car door. "Let's go."
On the elevator, Doc had misgivings. Maybe he shouldn't have brought her along. She could screw everything up. She actually thought he brought her to be a secretary. He couldn't believe a girl could reach twenty years old, get married, cheat on her husband, and still be so naive. It just didn't seem possible.
They rode the elevator to the penthouse. Carson answered the door. Doc grinned, pleased at the obvious approval in Carson's eyes. Beth was surprised, too. She had expected a much older man.
Carson was a good looking man, graying gracefully at the temples. He looked younger than his forty-three years, especially when he removed the Ben Franklin glasses he was wearing.
"I don't need these to see how beautiful you are," he said to Beth. She blushed. "Can I get you a drink?"
"Yes, I need one," she said without looking at Doc. "Whiskey on the rocks will be fine." She was still angry with Doc.
She finished her drink quickly and accepted another. We won't get much work done at this rate, she thought.
She walked around the large sunken room. It was positively plush. "Your apartment is magnificent," she said.
"I like it," he said. He took her arm in his. "I'll show you around. The bedrooms are particularly nice."
Beth stopped in front of the huge stone fireplace. He's a dirty old man, she thought, and took a picture of an attractive woman and two teenage boys from the mantel.
"She's beautiful, and the boys are handsome. Your wife and children?" Beth said.
Doc, who was sitting on the couch, winced.
"Yes, I'm very fond of them," Carson said, taking the picture and placing it back on the mantel. "They're in Mexico. Vacation. Let me get you another drink and then I'll show you the terrace. Magnificent view of the city."
"I think you're trying to get me drunk, John," she slurred. "I can already feel it. We won't get any work done this way. Doc will be angry."
"Let me handle Doc, darling." He squeezed her around the waist and went to the bar.
Beth felt a tingle. He was quite handsome, and so smooth. As naive as she was, she was beginning to get the picture. They hadn't come up here to work. Doc brought her up here for John Carson.
She wondered when he would find some excuse to leave. She found herself wishing he would do it soon.
Carson returned and took her hand. She took long pull on her drink and followed him to the terrace. She was really feeling it now, and enjoying it. It made her more relaxed, more eager to do what she wanted and not what she should. They went to the ledge and looked out over the city.
She let Carson put his arm around her waist and pull her close, but she came stiffly.
"I can't quite figure you out, Beth. You're here but you don't seem too willing," Carson said.
"You wouldn't be interested if I was too easy."
"I prefer loose women," he said.
Beth killed her drink. "Is your wife loose?"
Carson stiffened, scowled. "No," he said.
"Did I make you angry? Kiss me."
She turned to face him, took his head in her hands, and pressed her lips hard against his mouth. Her tongue swabbed into his mouth, wiped wetly around inside, and push-pulled rapidly like a cock in a cunt. She would show Doc Burns.
Doc Burns sat on the couch inside, grinning broadly.
"I'm loose, John. You can prefer me," she said.
"You're a bitch, Beth, a whore and a slut," he said.
"Yes," she hissed, and let him kiss her again. She tongue fucked him again, too.
John Carson reached under the back of her skirt and gripped both bare globes of her ass. He pulled her hard against his crotch. She could feel his cock against her mound. It felt fairly big and was at least half way hard.
"You're not completely hard," she said.
"I would be if I'd known you were naked under this skirt."
She pushed her sweater up over her lush tits. "I'm naked under my sweater, too," she said.
"Goddamn," Carson moaned. "Let's go in the bedroom."
"Feel me first, kiss my nipples."
Carson bent forward and kissed one of her nipples. It was hard and standing erect. While he sucked, he slid his hand around to her hairy mound, then pushed in between her legs. She was wet and his fingers slid easily through the long slit of her cunt lips.
"Oh, Christ," he mumbled.
"Let's go in the bedroom now."
He straightened up and they walked back into the apartment. She blushed when they went past Doc on the couch. He smiled and put his glass to his lips.
They stopped in front of the bedroom door and kissed again.
"Are you hard now?" Beth said.
"Hard as a rock," Carson answered.
"Let's see."
She fumbled at his zipper, got it down, and let her hand slip inside. Oh God, he was hard, all right, and it was a nice one. Not as big as Doc's, but bigger than Andy's. She let her hand caress its length, then gripped the knob and realized how fat it was. No, his cock wasn't as big as Doc's, but the fat knob at the end, the glans, the prober that split a girl open and made her feel so good, was bigger.
She pulled her hand out and they went into the bedroom, leaving the door wide open. Carson pulled her sweater up and over her head. He threw it to the floor and reached for the hem of her skirt.
"Yeh, strip me," she sighed.
Her skirt joined her sweater on the floor. He bunched her tits in his hands, slid down her graceful hips to feel her cunt. The hair was wet. She could feel her clit hardening, pushing out of the fat lips, waiting for his fingers to give it a good rub.
"Get on the bed," he said, "I want to fuck you."
"I want you to," she said, and went to the bed and tumbled to her back.
She brought her feet up and put them flat on the bed, her knees spreading apart. Her fingers slid down her belly, searched in the wet hair until they found the fat nubbin pushing out. She watched Carson strip off his clothes, her finger caressing the tip of her hot clit. Her clit was the culprit. It got excited and pushed out where it rubbed against things, her pants, a chair, the corner of the stove, her fingers… God yes, her fingers. They were rubbing it wildly now, making it hurt.
"I'm getting it ready for you," she said when she saw him staring.
He came over to the bed and stood, his cock sticking out, his foreskin half covering the fat head.
She looked at his cock and cringed. It looked too good. She wanted it too much. Yes, she liked it too much, but she didn't care, not now anyway. It felt so wonderful to have a thick prick probing inside her belly.
It embarrassed her a little for Doc to know how vulnerable she was, know how terribly easy. She knew now he'd brought her up here to fuck with this man, and here she was ready and eager. He'd known she would put out, known she would let John Carson fuck her. Oh shit, she didn't care. She wanted it, fucking was what it was all about.
She moaned softly, her legs falling further apart, her cunt waiting.
"You really want it, don't you?" Carson said.
"Yeh, I really want it," she hissed.
He came down on top of her, his cock slapping against her legs.
"You put it in," she hissed. "Feel around for the hole and put it in yourself."
He played in her slit with the thick head, making her moan, and then found the open hole. It spread wide as he entered, the sucking lips pushing the skin back off the head. With a bump, the thick ridge went inside, bringing a grunt of pleasure from Beth's open mouth.
"Yeh, yeh, fuck me, John," she hissed loudly.
He pushed on in, her cunt opening wide to the advance of his cock.
She could feel the wonderful thing inside, spreading her, opening her up. She wasn't sure she wanted him all the way in. His glans was so big and felt so good when it wasn't too deep. She could get more pleasure that way, get all the pleasure a woman was designed to get.
"It feels good there, John. Don't go deeper yet. Yeh, yeh, fuck me like that, oooooh, I'm going to make it. I'm going to cum!"
Her orgasm went through her like a shot. She stiffened, her hips jerking convulsively. They seemed to get better and better, each better than the one before. She went soft and limp, spit trickling from the corner of her mouth.
"I feel so good," she mumbled. "You can do whatever you want now. I made it. Oh fuck, did I ever."
Carson pushed and felt his shaft sink to its entire length. She was soaking wet and incredibly slick, his cock moving effortlessly. She was loose and relaxed, and all cunt, just one big cunt wrapped around his throbbing cock. He would cum quick now. He always did when so beautiful a woman submitted so completely.
He could feel the tightness in his balls, the superlative thrill just before the charge, and she was moaning again and moving her hips. He could feel it coming out, opening up the hole in his prick and spurting out. He was in to the hilt, spilling his stuff as deep in her belly as he could get. God, fucking beautiful young women was great. She couldn't be much past nineteen or twenty.
He let the first two wads spill in her cunt then pulled out and milked the remainder into the thick fuzz. He looked at her belly and saw the tightness relax, heard her sigh. She had made it again. She was one hot jump, the best Doc had ever brought around. He rolled off and lay panting on his back.
"Hey, Doc," he called, "come in and get some of this. She's hot and ready. I opened her up good for you."
Beth heard him call, but she couldn't believe it, not a gang bang, not Doc, he wouldn't. She suddenly felt very drunk and very weak. She had made it twice with Carson and the itch was gone, at least for the moment. She felt dizzy and a little sick.
Doc was naked when he entered the room. He looked at her there on her back, open, ready. Her legs were flopped wide and her pussy looked red and angry, the white slick goo making it a wet, sticky mess. She had a beautiful cunt.
Beth felt the bed sink under his weight and opened her eyes to see him on his knees between her legs. His cock was hard and thrusting out. "No, Doc, please," she murmured as he came down.
"Put it in," Doc ordered.
Her hand found his prick and guided it in. She felt it sliding in and sighed. It did feel good. Her fingers were still at her cunt, their tips pressing at the erect nubbin of hot flesh pushing from her lips. She lay perfectly still, letting him fuck her while her fingers played. She was almost there again. She ground her teeth together and grunted. It was such a sharp feeling, so intense, so fucking gut ripping.
"Good, good," she groaned. "Oh, Jesus, that feels good."
Doc was pleased that she came so quickly. He was proud of his big cock. He fucked her slowly, steadily until she came back down and then pulled out.
He moved up until his prick hung over her face. "I want you to suck it, honey. Finish me off with your sweet lips."
"No, I don't suck cock," Beth said.
Doc reached down and with thumb and forefinger, squeezed. Her mouth came open. He pushed the fat head between her lips.
"I said suck my cock, bitch," Doc roared.
The head of Doc's cock was in her mouth. He wouldn't force her to do that, not Doc.
"Now suck, baby, suck my cock."
It was all wet and gooey, a mess of slime, Doc's ooze, Carson's thick cum, her own slippery juice.
He pushed deeper and she almost gagged.
"Shit, she doesn't know anything about sucking a cock. Maybe it's her first time. Suck on it you cunt!" He fucked in and out of her mouth. "Hey, Carson, come here and hold her mouth open. I'm gonna jack-off into her mouth. I'm almost there, anyway."
Carson came over and forced her mouth open and kept it that way after Doc pulled out. Beth struggled, but he was too strong. He was hurting her jaws and she couldn't close her mouth.
Doc poised over her mouth and started masturbating. "Don't lose one drop, Beth, swallow it all. Oh, fuck, here I cum!"
He pulled on his prick and the first gob flew into her mouth. He held the tip close and carefully milked his goo into her mouth. He pumped until nothing else would come and then smeared the head around on her lips.
"Push her mouth shut and hold it," Doc said.
Beth thought she was going to vomit. Her mouth was full of the messy stuff. She had to swallow or choke. It slid down her throat, leaving a fiery burning sensation. The tears rolled from her eyes, the urge to retch bobbing her throat muscles. And then it was down, she had swallowed it all.
"Good girl," Doc said, patting her head.
Beth sat up, her eyes still wet. "You dirty bastard."
"Aw, come on, it wasn't so bad."
"Well…" she said.
"Let's go and get a drink," Carson said, grabbing her hand.
When Doc got out to the bar, Beth and Carson were kissing. She had both arms around his neck. "Maybe I better do the honors," he said.
Two hours later, the three sat on the couch, still naked, still drinking. Beth was very drunk. She sat between them, a cock in each hand.
"Two cocks are better than one," she said, slumping, heavily against Carson's shoulder.
He put his hand on her head and slowly pushed her down. When her face was inches from his cock, he whispered, "Suck it, Beth."
She focused on the end of his prick. The hole was open and watery stuff was seeping out. It hadn't been so bad, but it was a good thing she was drunk. It was good that Andy was working late, too. It was already dark outside. Maybe she should have sucked Doc's prick and not made him do it the way he did. She moved her head the last inch and kissed Carson's cock.
"Suck it," he whispered.
She let her lips close around the end, tasted the salty ooze, then let the whole head in. And then she was sucking, sucking hungrily. It was good.
"Ahhhhh," Carson moaned. "Suck it, honey, make me cum."
It felt so smooth in her mouth, and so alive. It throbbed and swelled fatter, completely filling her mouth. She liked it. She could feel the excitement growing in her belly. She wanted him to cum, to fill her mouth, to swallow the stuff.
She felt Doc's hands on her cunt and moving her legs apart. Two fat, wonderful fingers found her hole and pushed up inside. She was so hot, so close to getting there. Goddamn, she was really sucking a man's cock while another finger fucked her. Wonderful, wonderful, wonderful… and she was coming, coming hard.
The cock in her mouth thickened and started to belch. The first wad was hot on her tongue and she swallowed. Carson's jizz had a smokey flavor, better than Doc's. She sucked hard, wanting more. She got a thick spurt and sucked hard, wanting more before swallowing. It was better if there was more. The longer she sucked, the longer her orgasm lasted.
She felt Carson pull away, and his now rubbery cock plop from her mouth. Everything was fuzzy, but she knew she was on the floor and Doc was on top of her. She didn't care because his cock was in her all the way. She lifted up and wrapped her legs over his back. It felt good in there. It was so big and so long and in so deep. She hoped he would last a long time.
She didn't remember how it all happened, but she had made it twice for sure, maybe a third time and then Doc was straddling her head again and she was sucking his prick. He was all slimy and she licked him and sucked him until he was coming in her mouth. For the third time she swallowed a man's load, relished it, sucked for more.
The rest of the evening was a blur. She vaguely remembered going back to the bedroom and lying on top of Carson, feeling his bone push in and go deep. It was hard, real hard for his third time, and she remembered coming. God, yes, coming and coming and coming. From then on it was one big blank.
She didn't remember getting dressed, or Doc taking her home, or Doc putting her to bed. She remembered nothing until the next morning when she awakened nude in her own bed with a severe headache and a foul taste in her mouth. It was either from cock sucking or excessive drinking and she suspected the drinking. Andy had already gone to work. She was afraid that Andy knew what had happened and was angry, or worse.
Actually, Andy wasn't angry, he was afraid Beth was. He arrived home quite late, thirty minutes after Beth to be exact, and, was just drunk enough himself not to realize that she was one stewed broad. He couldn't have smelled booze on her breath if she'd blown it on him through a funnel.
He had worked until almost nine and then picked up Babs at a movie theatre. They went to motel. Babs had sucked him to full erection and then let him fuck her. It had been great, just great, but not as great as he had imagined it would be. Babs was good, but damnit, not as good as Beth. Maybe it was all in experience, but her cunt didn't seem to wrap around the old cock and suck the shit out of it like Beth's did.
In a bar afterwards, where he had gone after taking Babs home for the purpose of drowning his guilt feelings, he reflected on the situation and realized it wasn't experience at all because Babs had been fucking longer than her older sister. From what she had told him, she had all the experience necessary to be a pro. It had to be natural ability. Beth genuinely enjoyed having her slot reamed. He wasn't sure Babs did.
He worried the whole day, worried himself sick until he got home that night and found Beth in a jubilant mood, hot to trot and eager to fuck.
God, she was good. Experience didn't mean shit. She was an outstanding lay because she loved it. If she got any better, he wouldn't be able to handle it. He fucked her twice that night, and she still seemed to want more.



CHAPTER SIX


Beth's perspective changed when she was sober and not possessed with the hots. She knew she had done wrong, cheated again, and this time with two men at once. It had been a thrilling experience and it made her tingle just to think about it, but she had to control her urges, not let her cunt be her master. Doc wanted her to be a party girl and made no bones about it now. He had dozens of influential clients who required the services of young, attractive women. And she could make a lot of dough while she had fun, too. She got a two hundred dollar bonus for her evening with Carson. She took the money, but insisted that it was the first and last time. Doc knew better.
Beth kept her vow of fidelity for over a week thanks mostly to her period, which surprised her when it arrived because she was sure she must be pregnant.
It had been nine days since she was fucked and she was ready. She arrived home at the same time as Andy, only he wasn't alone. He was with his boss, Maxie something-or-other. Andy got out of his boss' car and came over and opened her door.
"Hi, honey," he said. "My Goddamn car blew a head gasket on the way to work and I had to have it towed to the shop. The boss was good enough to give me a lift home."
Max came over to her car. She hadn't met him and he wasn't anything like she'd imagined, especially from all the praise Andy had piled on his shoulders. He was short, maybe five two or three, fat, completely bald, an ugly little man. His teeth were crooked and had large gaps, making him look kind of stupid when he grinned. He wasn't stupid, though. He was one smart dude, Andy had said so.
"Hi, Mr., uh…" She hesitated, not wanting to mispronounce his name.
"Call me Maxie, Fat Maxie," he said, grinning. "I've heard a lot about you, Mrs. Miller."
Beth thought it strange he would call her Mrs. Miller. He was twice her age. She took his arm. "Come in and have a drink, Maxie. You deserve a reward for bringing my old man home."
He giggled and let her lead him to the house.
She kind of liked him. He was cute, in a way. He wasn't much older than Doc, but looked quite a bit older, and he wasn't beautiful like Doc. He was nice, though, and she could see he was taken with her. Beth thoroughly enjoyed being appreciated, especially by men.
Beth made the drinks, and made them strong. She sat on the couch beside her husband and crossed her magnificent legs. Maxie was shy and tried to avoid looking at her exposed thighs, but couldn't help sneaking quick looks. Beth knew he was enjoying the view and it made her tingle.
They quickly destroyed two rounds and it was obvious that they were affecting Andy more than anyone else. He got silly almost immediately. She insisted they have another and made Andy's extra strong.
When she sat back down, she made sure she showed plenty of skin. Maxie was obviously embarrassed so Beth decided not to get too brazen, just tease the funny little man, get him hot and bothered.
"Drink up," she said.
"Jesus, Beth, I'm getting smashed. I can hardly see," Andy said, and drained his glass.
She got up and made him another. She turned to Maxie. "Ready yet?" she asked.
"Not quite." He held up his glass. It was almost empty.
"Sure you are," Beth said. She came over and took his glass, letting her hand rest on his for a moment.
"Let's see, Andy said you are married. Right?"
"Yes. And we have two girls."
"Wonderful. What's she like? Your wife."
"She's short and fat, like me. So's the girls. We're all kind of funny looking."
"Don't put yourself down, Maxie. It's not true."
"Come on, Mrs. Miller, I'm not attractive… to women, never have been. I don't kid myself."
She brought his glass back and handed it to him, touching his hand again. "Mrs. Miller sounds so stuffy. Call me Beth, or better, honey."
Maxie blushed.
Andy had his head back, his eyes half closed. He groaned.
Beth went and sat down beside him. Her skirt was above mid-thigh. "Finish your drink, Andy. Don't be a party pooper." She picked up his glass and put it to his lips. "Come on now, take a little drinkie." She giggled, tipped up the glass. He took a sip, coughed, took another. She kept up until he had drained the glass. "That's a good boy," she said.
She looked at Maxie, saw his eyes dart up from her hemline, and smiled. She let her own eyes drop to his crotch. His belly hid most of it, but his pants were tight around his thick thighs and his cock bulged big in his pantsleg. She wetted her lips with the tip of her tongue, making them shine. It was obvious. Maxie had a humdinger of a hard-on, and his cock was thick, just like the rest of him.
"I'm afraid Andy can't hold his liquor tonight," she said. "He usually does better than this."
Andy was slumped, his chin resting heavily on his chest.
"I think you need one more, Maxie… honey," she said.
Maxie didn't object this time. He handed her his glass.
She made him another, not too strong, didn't want him passing out, too. She was aware of his hungry eyes. Her pussy tingled with excitement. It was fun to excite a man, even if nothing was intended. She brought him his drink then sat on his lap. She put one arm around his neck.
"Is that about right?" she asked.
He took a sip. "Perfect," he answered.
She felt his hand go around her waist.
"Won't Andy object if you sit on my lap?"
"He's passed out." She put her other arm around his neck. "He won't know I'm sitting on your lap."
She felt his cock against her ass. God, it's big, she thought. She leaned her face close to his. "He's out cold and won't know anything that happens," she whispered.
The fat little man's hand tightened around her waist as he kissed her. His lips were thick and his mouth open. She tightened her grip around his neck and pushed her tongue deep into his mouth. "I liked that. Put your drink down and do it right," she said.
He put his drink on the floor and put both arms around her, one of his hands pressing over her tit.
"My nipples get so hard when I kiss," Beth said, and put her mouth over his.
She didn't need to tell Maxie. He could feel the hard knob against his palm.
"You can probably feel it," she said. "I'm not wearing a bra. I usually don't."
Maxie kissed her hard, his fit cock throbbing against her butt. He knew she could feel it. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before, not with a choice cunt like Beth Miller, and he wasn't going to let it get away from him. Oh, he fucked his secretary regularly, but she was a dog, and much too thin. He'd screwed his best friend's wife, once, at a party when they were both drunk, and he knew a couple of pros who were young and attractive who took special care with him when he had the hots and was in town. And he even fucked his wife once a week, but she didn't really dig it anymore. And last week, just last week, while the old lady had taken the youngest shopping he'd fucked the oldest. She was seventeen and ripe as a plump tomato. She told him she'd wanted him to do it to her for a long time. She also told him she was virgin, which she wasn't. His thick pole had gone in too easy and too far. He'd lost control and cum inside her, too. He'd sworn that he would never do it again, but he knew he would, and he'd screw the other one in a year or two. He knew it deep down.
He opened a couple of buttons and slipped his hand inside her blouse. Jesus, what tits. He really liked Andy, but he was only human – and if Andy had a loose wife with the hots… well, that was Andy's problem.
He felt the nipples get harder under his thumb and finger. She was squirming on his lap, on his thrusting prick. They kissed wetly, tongues in action.
"Kiss them, Max, kiss my nipples," she moaned. Maxie got the rest of her blouse open and put his lips over one fat nipple. She tasted sweet, the hard nipple bulging in his mouth.
"Ooooooh, Max, darling… that feels nice," she groaned. She held his face tight.
Maxie sucked until the nipple was as hard as a Greek olive, then moved to the other. He felt her knee and slowly pushed his hand up her smooth thigh, bunching her skirt as he went. Her legs opened slowly as his hand advanced. He felt the wet hair, then the puffed lips of her cunt.
"You don't wear underpants either?" he said, rising from her nipple.
"Andy likes me naked under my dress. Makes it easier when he comes home and wants to fuck me on the couch. Andy likes to fuck me on the couch."
"He should," Maxie groaned.
"Would you like to fuck me on the couch?"
She jumped from his lap before he could answer.
"Stay there. Don't move. I'll come back," she said. She went over to where Andy was slumped on the couch. She kneeled in front of him and reached for his fly. "Watch," she said.
She slowly pulled down his zipper and slipped her hand inside. When she brought if out, she had his cock. Andy groaned and his head fell back against the couch. She held his cock between her thumb and forefinger and slowly masturbated him. It grew slowly, steadily, until it stood long and hard.
"Take yours out, Max," she hissed. "Let me see it."
Maxie had lost all inhibitions and quickly reached for his fly. He had to stand to get it out, and even then it was a struggle. It was rock hard, circumcised, and thick as a ball bat. He proudly thrust it out, then sat back down.
"Oh, Max, its bigger than Andy's," Beth cried.
Actually, it was shorter than Andy's, but much, much fatter.
"I like it when they're bigger than Andy's, makes me cum harder."
She continued masturbating Andy until the clear ooze had his cock head wet and shiny. She bent her head and kissed the knob, making sure she got all the salty goo. She liked that.
"I won't suck his cock, Max. He wants me to, but I won't."
She got to her feet and stood in front of Maxie and dropped her skirt. It slid down her legs and lay in a crumpled heap at her feet. She stepped out, arching her well-furred cunt forward.
"I'll suck yours, though," she said.
Maxie grinned up at her. "Suck it then," he said. Even his high priced whores weren't this eager to get his prick in their mouths.
"I want to get it wet first," she said, and came down on his lap, her legs folded beside his hips. "Can we get it in this way?"
She didn't wait for his answer, but eased down until his cock was pressing at her crotch. "Reach down and start it in, honey."
Maxie reached down and nuzzled the thick glans between her cunt lips. His fat belly was a decided disadvantage and his cock wasn't all that long. Still the fat head pried open her lips and started in.
"Oh, my God, it's so thick," she cried, pushing down, trying to get more.
It spread her cunt wide, and she gasped with pleasure when the wide ridge popped inside. She hunched and got maybe an inch of his shaft, but could go no deeper. She leaned heavily against his chest.
"Lift up, try to get more in," she grunted. "Get it good and wet, all sloppy and sticky. It's too big to go in my mouth unless it's slick. Oh, Goddamn, Max, it feels so good in there I don't want to take it out."
Beth put her hands on his shoulders and leaned back, rocking slowly on his lap. She felt a little more of his peg slide in and moaned. It was such a big peg, opened her up so wide, felt so good. She glanced at her husband. He had his head back, his eyes closed.
"Andy, Andy," she moaned, "I really dig this. I love it."
Maxie grinned. He had no idea a woman could be this hot, like a prick this much. He could see the pleasure on her face, the longing in her eyes.
"Oh God, I never want to stop… it's so good!" she cried.
But she did stop. She stopped and slowly pulled herself off his cock. "Ohhh, Goddamn," she murmured when his fat cock head plopped free.
She slid off the chair and, settled on the floor.
"I promised you I'd suck it," she said, and reached for his pecker.
She looked at Andy, who was still in the same position, opened her mouth wide, and took the entire head inside. She started sucking, thrilled at what she was doing. It would be enough just to suck this magnificent cock, but to do it in her husband's presence, to insult him so, it was exciting beyond belief.
She tasted her cunt on his prick and liked it, tasted the male saltiness oozing from his slit and liked that, too. The knob was bigger than Doc's or Carson's, and ranker. Stuff seemed to be oozing steadily, salty and almost bitter. She slid her tongue over the knob, into the deep cleft under the ridge. It was a wonderful feeling to have a man's cock jammed in the mouth. She suckled hungrily, savoring the soft ripples of pleasure coursing through her belly. Her cunt still tingled from the feel of the fat thing in there.
Maxie was hunching, pushing more cock into her mouth. She could tell he was harder, the veins bulged against her lips. She pulled back.
"Can you get it up again if I finish you this way? I want to feel you cum in my mouth, but I need a fuck, too."
"Maybe we better fuck first," Maxie said. "I'm sure you can get it hard again with your mouth."
She gave his cock a couple of wet kisses and struggled to her feet, holding onto his knee. "Jesus, my head is spinning, and my legs are almost asleep. I better stand here a minute and get my balance back or I'll fall down." She rested a moment, then took his hand. "Let's go into the bedroom. More comfortable."
When they got to the bedroom, she stripped off her blouse, the only thing she had left, and got on the bed.
"Get undressed," she said, "I want to see you naked."
Maxie couldn't see why she would want to see him naked, but peeled off his clothes. He had a big chest covered with coarse black hair and a huge belly, also covered with hair. His arms and legs were hairy, too. His cock hung hard and fat under his fat belly.
He came over to the bed and she parted the hair around his tit and sucked on the nipple, moving to the other when it was hard.
"Nobody ever did that to me before," he said. "I like it."
"I'll do lots of things for you that no one else ever did," she said, and went back to her work.
She slipped her hand between his legs and tickled his balls, rolled his prick in her hand, even slid her fingers into the crevice of his ass while she sucked his tits. She moved on down, kissing his fat stomach, rolling her tongue in his belly button, her arms around his hips, her fingers digging into his ass. He groaned with pleasure when she found his cock with her mouth again. She sucked him for a couple of minutes.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked.
He pushed her backwards and came down on top of her. He was heavy and the air wooshed out of her lungs when his cock pushed in. It was the same grand sensation as before. It was so thick and spread her open so much. But he couldn't get much more in because his gut was so big. He held most of his weight off of her with his arms and thrust in. It was good, really good, but she wanted more of him in her cunt.
"Go a little deeper, honey," she said.
"I can't, belly's in the way."
"Goddamn belly," she grunted.
"I do better from behind. Can get it all in that way."
"Yes," she hissed, "I want it all."
He pulled out and rolled her over. "Get on your hands and knees," he said.
She raised up, her head down, her ass wagging in the air. She felt empty now, and in need. "Hurry, hurry," she cried.
Maxie came up behind her. He put one hand on her hip and slid his thick cock down the length of her ass cleft. "Put your knees farther apart," he said, "make room for big daddy."
She moved her knees apart and lifted up her ass. She had never been assaulted from the rear before, and the thought was exciting.
Maxie hesitated in the wet slot for a few seconds, found the spot, and put the tip of his cock in. He held it stiff, letting her push back to get it in. She came back hard and the head popped in. He held her still for a moment, letting it soak, then thrust in hard. He went all the way and draped over her back so he could reach her hanging tits.
"Can you feel it in there? You got it all now," he said.
"God, yes, honey. It's so big, so nice. Do it!"
He stroked steadily, drawing almost out, then pushing back in. He had her tit in his hands, her nipples standing like wild berries.
"Good, good," he crooned. "Oh, baby, this is the only way to fuck."
"Yeh, Maxie, fuck me like a dog, like a bitch in heat." She pushed back, her belly glowing with her nearing orgasm. "I am in heat, Maxie, and I'm a bitch, too. God, am I ever a bitch. Fuck me, Maxie, fuck me!"
He had his weight draped over her now, a tit squeezed tightly in each hand, his balls slapping against her ass, his cock moving in and out rapidly. He was getting close and the feeling was too good to stop. He could feel it in his ass hole. God, he wished she could reach back and push her finger in all the way.
"Oh, Goddamn, it feels good! Harder, Max, harder… I'm gonna cum! Honeeeeee!"
Maxie knew she was coming from the way she was jerking and quivering, and then he was there, too. His cock spit a wad of thick jizz and puckered for another. It felt like he was pulling his own guts out through his prick. It was a terrific sensation, then it was gone and he slumped forward. Beth's knees went out and they went down on the bed. She brought her legs together, clamping the head of his cock in her cunt. She wanted to hold him there forever, feel the massive thing plugged in tight. She wiggled slowly and made it again. She moaned softly, squeezing hard with her cunt, sending the thrills racing up her spine.
"Are you still coming?" Maxie wheezed.
"Yes, yes," she hissed, "just hold still, don't move."
Her cunt sucked on his cock, tasting the small dribbles of cum still leaking from his pecker head.
She lay there moaning, rubbing her nipples against the coarse bedspread, opening and closing her cunt hole around his prick. She rocked slowly into her third orgasm, the good feeling spreading through her entire body. She could feel it in her toes it was so good.
He was completely soft now, and his cock slipped free and hung between her thighs. He sighed and rolled off to lie flat on his back, his breath coming in short gasps.
Beth continued to lay on her stomach. She too was breathing hard. "That was really good, Max," she said.
"Yeh, it was, wasn't it?" he answered.
"You have such a nice prick."
"I have a sneaky hunch you think all pricks are nice."
"Yeh, but yours is especially nice. It's so much better when they're big. I like to feel all filled up. I cum so hard when I feel like that."
She felt like she could almost cum just thinking about it. She rolled over and kissed him. He was an ugly, fat, little man, unattractive to women just as he'd said, but it didn't matter to Beth. He filled every need a woman could have for a man. She was sure she wasn't normal. She'd cum three times and still felt horny. She was satisfied, and could stop right now and be happy, but she could still take more and then be more satisfied.
"I still want to suck your cock, Max. I want to feel it hard in my mouth and I want you to go all the way."
"You can suck it to your heart's content, honey, but I won't promise it'll get hard. You really fucked me out."
They went back to the living room, still both naked, and Maxie sat on the couch beside Andy. Andy was out, his head lolled back, his mouth open. Beth pushed Maxie's legs apart and settled comfortably on the floor in front of him.
She leaned forward and sucked at the tip, held it up straight and licked the length of the shaft, first one side and then the other. She played like this for several minutes, then opened her mouth wide and pushed down. She discovered that she could get the whole thing in her mouth when he was soft. She kind of liked that. It would be much nicer to feel it harden, to know that her mouth and lips were the cause. She started bobbing her head, masturbating his shaft with her lips, sucking all the while. He remained soft.
She glanced up at him. He grinned and shrugged. Andy was snoring now.
She slid her hand between his legs and felt his balls. They were loose in their sac. He lifted so she could get at them. She let her finger tips caress them, tickle them, and cupped them in her palm. Holding them in her palm, her fingers tickled his ass hole.
"Yeh, yeh," he grunted, lifting higher.
Sensing what he wanted even though she'd never had any experience in this area, she let her finger tips probe at his ass hole. Her index finger found the puckered spot and just popped inside. Maxie gave a grunt of approval and she felt his prick stiffen in her mouth. She pushed her finger in deeper and his cock grew so fast she had to back off.
She backed away until she had only the head in her mouth. It was all she could hold, it stretched her mouth so wide. She had her finger in his ass to the knuckle, though. She started fucking his ass, while she sucked at the throbbing knob.
Maxie couldn't believe his good fortune. He finally had found a girl that would do the things he liked and liked doing them. His wife would finger-fuck his ass while she masturbated him, but hated it and always told him so afterwards. She only did it rather than let him fuck her. He always came hard anyway, and was delighted when his jism got on her hand. She absolutely refused to suck him, though.
He held himself rigid, knowing he couldn't last very long. She had the whole knob in her mouth and was licking the little groove on the underside.
It was excruciatingly good. She now had two fingers in his ass, stroking in and out like his cock had when he was fucking her.
"Oh, Christ, baby, I'm about to cum. Let me cum in your mouth, swallow it, drink my jizz… please, please!"
He was writhing now, the hot stuff moving, charging for her honey-sweet lips. A huge glob spilled out and he thought he would die, it felt so wonderful as it broke free and poured over her tongue. And then there was more, lots more. He thought he would never stop coming.
Beth, meanwhile, shoved both fingers as deep as they would go and sucked wildly. She was getting a magnificent load. It was thick and salty, and heavy with smoke, like she was sucking from the end of a cigar. She savored the rich taste and swallowed. It burned like raw whiskey, leaving a tingly hot trail all the way down. And there was more, though it was more syrupy now, thin and chalky. It seemed to run in her mouth like piss. It surprised her that she thought of piss, and wondered if he could. No, she'd heard a man couldn't while he was hard. She was glad he couldn't, but… well, shit, it would be exciting.
She held him in her mouth, wanting to completely drain him, sucking gently until she felt the stiffness begin to leave. She finally pulled back and let his cock plop from her lips. She sat back and watched it shrivel to half mast. A sliver of white goo hung at the corner of her lip. Her tongue flicked out and it was gone. She felt her heart pounding and looked up at his face.
"Can you pee?" she asked softly.
He looked surprised at her question. "No, not while I'm hard," he said.
She reached up and felt his prick. "You aren't very hard."
"I can't even if I'm a little hard."
"Get soft and try."
She leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth again. Her boldness surprised even herself. No, not her boldness, her perversity. He was quite soft now. She let him go. "Pee if you can," she said and sucked him back in.
Beth had two fingers in her cunt when she felt the hot stuff squirting in her mouth. It wasn't coming in spurts or leaking slowly like the final throes of a good orgasm, but squirting in a steady, hard blasting stream. Her mouth was quickly filled and rivulets cascaded down her chin. It was hot and rank. She swallowed and her orgasm started, balling tight and pleasant in her belly. And then she was drinking as fast as she could, receiving the liquid gold from the fountain of a man's cock. She had all four fingers in her cunt squeezing spasm after spasm of thrill through her body. She fell back on her haunches when he finally stopped, her entire body still quivering.
"I shouldn't have let you do that," she said.
"I'm exhausted or I'd fuck you again. It was terribly exciting," he said.
"It was exciting to me, too, but… I came while you did it."
"Maybe sometime before I make it, while I'm all sexed up, you can do it to me." He looked at her questioningly. "Assuming there will be another sometime."
"There'll be another time… soon."
He gathered up his scattered clothing and got dressed. She saw him to the door and kissed him hard on the mouth.
"I'm glad Andy's car broke down," she said.
"Me too," he answered.
She returned to the couch and snuggled up against her husband. She lifted his head and kissed him, rolling her tongue inside his mouth.
"I love you, Andy," she said, "but I want you to taste another man's cock, his cum, his piss on my lips, on my tongue. Let's go to bed now, and I'll suck your cock, really suck it."
Beth was amazed that she was still turned on after coming so hard, so many times. And she didn't feel guilty, she was a whore, a cock-loving whore. She had already fucked for money with Carson. He didn't pay her himself, but Doc did. And she'd taken it and called it a bonus. What a laugh. She told Andy it was a bonus. He thought it was great, they could use the dough. Doc could sure as hell afford it and it was about time he appreciated her. Jesus, did he appreciate her.
She somehow roused him enough to get him to his feet and half carried, half dragged him to the bedroom where she flopped him onto the bed. She tugged his clothing off, stretching him out on his back. She had turned the bed back and felt the cool sheet when she got in beside him.
Her hand went to his cock. It was limp and she started to slowly masturbate him. He moaned softly as she pulled on his prick with one hand and carressed his balls and ass hole with the tip of her fingers. She stared intently at the gristle as it grew in her hand, stretched out and pulled the foreskin back, the veins bulging out blue and hard. It excited her to feel the thing slowly fill her hand. A cock was a marvelous thing.
She held it tightly, her cunt pulsing with need. She wanted to suck the gorgeous thing with its head so red, the tip shining with wet goo, but she wanted it in her cunt even more and she quickly straddled his hips. She hovered above him on her knees, holding his cock straight up with her hand. She lowered herself until the tip tickled her cunt lips, and heaving a deep sigh, let the knob push in.
She felt it spread her lips and thrust inside and she groaned. "Aw, Andy honey, I like to fuck," she gasped.
Her knees slid forward, forcing his cock all the way in. It was an exquisite feeling, one that she knew she could never get too much of. He was in to the balls, deeper than he'd ever been, and she loved it, even if he was out cold. She squirmed on her haunches and knew she would cum easily.
"You have a nice cock, Andy," she said, and put her hands on his chest. "I like it."
She moved steadily on his cock, and then gave a little gasp and fell forward onto his chest, her ass humping furiously. She was coming, coming hard.
"Oh, shit Andy, I'm coming!" she cried. "It feels good, so fucking good."
She rolled off and lay beside him, breathing heavily. "You didn't make it, did you, darling? It's okay, I'll take care of you."
She reversed her position and put her head on his stomach, his erect cock waving before her eyes. She reached out and took it in her hand.
"I'm going to suck you off, Andy, let you cum in my mouth," she said.
She raised up and took it in her lips. The skin was peeled back, the head naked and wet. She sucked on the head, using her lips on the ridge under the flared crown.
Andy groaned, stirred his hips. "God, Babs, suck it. Love it when you suck," he mumbled. "Wish Beth would do it."
Beth lifted up. "It is Beth doing it, you sonofabitch," she cried. She looked at him. He was hazy, his eyes closed, unaware of everything but the feel of her lips on his pecker.
"Don't stop, Babs… do it some more."
"Okay, you bastard, I'll let you juice in my mouth, but I won't do it when you're awake. Little Babs can suck it for you then."
She closed back over his cock. She felt the cum leaking from her cunt onto the crisp, cool sheets, Maxie's cum, and spread her legs. She liked the feeling.
"Yeh, baby, suck me off, drink it," he moaned.
Beth had half his cock in her mouth, almost gagging her. When she felt him stiffening, she cupped his tightly sacked balls, and backed off until she held only the head. She sucked hard, sliding her finger up and down the underside of his shaft.
He went rigid and started squirting. He had a load. She swallowed the thick, slick gunk. It wasn't as sweet as Doc's, or as salty as Carson's, or as smokey and rich as Maxie's, but… well, it was good. She hungrily sucked him dry.
"I hope you enjoyed it, you asshole," she said, and got up and went into the bathroom.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"I'm not sure I like this," Andy said.
He sat on the edge of the bed and tied his shoes. Beth stood naked in front of the closet. She was fresh from a bath and her thick, brown pubic hair stood out fluffily. She pulled a dark green, silky dress from the closet.
"It's just a cocktail party for Doc's big clients. You are invited, too you know."
"I have to work tonight. You know that."
Beth let the green dress slide down over her head. It fit like her skin, accenting her slim waist and full hips. Her full tits filled the bodice, her nipples easily discernable.
"You're not going like that?" Andy said.
"I was. You said you liked me to look enticing."
"Christ, you look more like an invitation for a fuck. You might just as well go naked. You better put some underwear on, and some pantyhose." He looked at his watch. "Shit, I gotta get."
She came over and kissed him on the cheek. "I'll be home before midnight, honey. Doc said it would only last two or three hours."
"Okay. Have fun, and put on some underwear."
"If you want me to."
"Can I drop you off?"
"No, Doc and Molly are picking me up. You remember Molly, Doc's wife?"
"Of course, I remember her. Think I'm a dunce?" He gave her a disgusted look, and left.
Beth sat on the bed and put on her heels. She went to the mirror and fluffed her hair, picked up a comb, decided she liked the just-got-out-of-bed look, and threw the comb down. She put on dangling ear rings, a necklace, dabbed a little perfume behind her ears, then lifted her skirt and slid her perfumed finger in the valleys on each side of her pussy lips.
She had a scotch on the rocks half consumed when she heard the car in the driveway. She looked out the window, saw the big Caddy, and tossed down the rest of the scotch. She draped a light sweater over her shoulders and left the house, the scotch already warming her belly.
When she opened the door, she saw a strange man behind the wheel, and it wasn't Doc's Cadillac.
"Oh," she cried.
"Get in, Beth. Doc was busy so he sent us to get you," Molly Burns said from the back seat.
Beth turned her head. Molly was in the back with another man. Her blouse unbuttoned all the way and her hair was mussed. She wore no lipstick. They were sitting close, the man's arm around her shoulder, his finger tips in her open blouse.
"Well, get in," Molly said again.
Beth slid in and pulled the door closed.
"This is Ned, and your driver is Jeff," Molly said.
"Hi," Beth said, feeling a little awkward.
She turned to say something to Molly while Jeff backed the car, but Molly was busy. They were kissing, and Ned had one of her big tits cupped in his hand. Molly was moaning softly, her palm down on Ned's lap.
Beth turned back to the front quickly.
"Slide over, honey. I won't bite," Jeff said.
She looked at Jeff for the first time. He was about forty, and not bad looking, with a full head of graying hair. He looked rich, too. It was one of those things that show on a man. He had a big diamond on his left pinkie. She heard Molly moan again, a moan that meant nothing but pleasure, and slid close to Jeff. His arm came around her shoulder.
"Oh shit, Ned, you're really hard," Molly whispered.
Beth smiled and wondered how hard he was. He looked to be at least sixty.
"Yeh, honey, suck it, make my nipple hard," Molly said.
"Sounds like they're having fun," Jeff said, his fingers going down inside her dress.
Beth slid as close as she could so he could reach her nipple. She bent towards him and kissed his neck, then gently bit his earlobe.
"You like 'em?" she hissed.
"Goddamn, they're magnificent," Jeff said.
"Make my nipples hard, too."
She felt her nipple stiffen under his finger. "Yeh, oh yeh," she sighed. The excitement glowed in her belly, twitched in her pussy.
God, I've gotten so loose, she thought, I'm a regular whore. She kissed his neck, rolled her tongue into his ear while he played with her nipples. "I like that, makes me tingle all over," she whispered into his ear.
She heard Molly moaning softly in the back seat, heard Ned grunt, and turned her head to took back. "Jesus," she muttered.
Molly was facing Ned, straddling his lap, her hips slowly rising and falling. Beth could hear the telltale wet sounds now, too. Molly was fucking him.
"Jeff, they're doing it," Beth gasped.
"Doing what?" Jeff said.
"She's fucking him, sitting on his lap and fucking him."
Jeff wheeled the Caddy into an underground parking lot and cut the engine. He turned and said, "Let them finish." He kissed her hard on the mouth. Beth responded with her tongue, her belly a tight knot of excitement.
She felt both his hands on her tits, heard the sighing and moaning from the back, and put her hand on his crotch. His cock was thick and hard inside his pants.
"Take it out and play with it," Jeff said.
"Right here? It's too light." But she already had her hand inside his trousers.
"Oh shit, Ned, I'm going to cum," Molly cried.
Beth had Jeff's cock out.
"Suck it, Beth. I want you to suck me off," Jeff said.
"Let's go up to the party, have a couple of drinks first."
"I don't have time. I have to catch a plane in less than an hour. Actually, that's why I picked you up instead of Doc. He said I could have some fun before I left."
"You mean he said I was easy. You're both taking an awful lot for granted."
Jeff chuckled. "No, he didn't say you were easy. He said you'd fuck at the drop of a hair pin. He also said you like to suck cock."
"The dirty bastard," Beth hissed. Still she held tightly to Jeff's pecker. "I couldn't suck your cock if I wanted to, which I don't, because the fucking steering wheel is in the way."
"That's no problem," Jeff said, and with a click, pushed the wheel up out of the way. "Suck me, Beth, I really need it."
Beth glanced into the back seat, saw Molly was still riding Ned's prong, then looked at the cock in her fist. She slid away from him and lowered her head.
"I'll kiss it, that's all," she said.
She wet her lips and looked at his cock, the rosy head half exposed, the tip wet with goo. She bent and kissed the end, tasting the strong salty stuff. Her blood raced with excitement. With her fingers, she slowly peeled the foreskin down until it reached the crown, then watched it go over the ridge and off the head by itself. She pulled it back up and then down again, wringing more water from the little split. She kissed away the big tear, then, unable to control herself, took the fat head into her mouth and started sucking.
She knew she was acting like a slut, but she truly wanted to suck his cock, taste of the rank thing, feel it fatten and pulse against her lips, and yes, most of all, have it cum, squirt hotly into her mouth, on her lips, over her face. God, it was so thrilling to excite a man this way, make him gasp for air and then unload his nuts.
She held his shaft in her fingers, slowly masturbating its length while she sucked. She preferred just the head in her mouth. Deep throat was for other girls. She wanted the hot seed in her mouth, to feel it spill over her tongue, to savor it, taste it, and then swallow it.
Jeff had his hands on her head now. He was lifting up, his cock stiff as a board. "Yeh, baby, yeh," he grunted, "Doc was sure right. You can really suck cock. You sweet whore, suck it good, make me cum. Shit, I'm getting close!"
Beth could feel the tension in his prick, felt the stuff fill it, then spurt into her mouth. She sucked and masturbated until she had four full spurts, then lifted from his prick, rolled it slickly with her tongue, and swallowed. She went back down, taking his entire length, the head all the way in her throat just to show she could do it. She squeezed his nuts and the last of his jizz leaked down her throat. Her throat burned, and she loved it.
She raised up and found herself staring into Molly's eyes.
"You watched?" she said.
"Yeh. You really give good head, Beth. Doc had given up on you, but I always knew you'd come around." She reached out and took Beth's head in her hands. A little dab of white cum hung at the corner of Beth's mouth. Molly leaned forward and her tongue snaked out and took it in, then she kissed Beth on the lips.
Beth pulled back. "I… I… does Ned have to go to the airport, too?" she stammered.
"No, we just came along for the ride. And did I ever get a ride. God, Beth, he may be old, but he sure has a big pecker."
She grabbed Beth's head again and kissed her, using her tongue this time. Beth pulled back.
"Haven't you ever been kissed by a woman before?" Molly asked.
"Not like that," Beth answered.
"It's fun sometimes."
"I… I'm not…"
"Oh, hell, neither am I, but a girl's mouth feels good now and then. Your lips are so much softer than a man's. Didn't it feel good?"
"Gee, Molly, I, well…"
Molly laughed. "Come on, let's go up to the party. I need a drink."
"I need several," Beth said.
"That was good, Beth. I'll see you again," Jeff said as she got out of the car.
"Okay," Beth said.
"Next time we'll fuck."
"Okay," she said again. She looked at him and knew if there was a next time, they would indeed fuck. She wanted him to fuck her. She was hot and knew someone would fuck her, and soon.
Molly got out and straightened her skirt. She had already buttoned her blouse. It was a see-through, and her nipples looked huge, red, and protruding. She saw Beth staring.
"I'd like to kiss your pussy lips, too," Molly said.
"Let's go up to the party," Beth said, blushing.
When they entered the apartment, there was a couple dozen men, a few wives, and eight young women, all attractive and sexy. Doc was sitting on a couch beside a very striking woman. He was talking urgently.
"She's the wife of a friend of Doc's," Molly whispered. "The friend is out of town and he's trying desperately to get in her pants. He's never scored with her because she says she is going to remain faithful to her husband." Molly slid her hand over Beth's ass and squeezed the back of her thigh. "Let's get a drink."
Beth took a drink from a large tray, not caring what it was, and downed it rapidly. She reached for another. God, she was really flustered.
Kiss my pussy lips – no way, Beth thought.
Still, it filled her stomach with fluttering butterflies, and she wondered what it would be like to have another woman's head between her legs.
"That's it, honey, get a little tight, but not too drunk. You know what Doc expects of you," Molly said. Beth knew what Doc expected. He expected her to mingle, to be sexy, to flirt, to make herself available, and most important, to fuck.
Beth mingled. She flirted, let the men look down the front of her dress, pressed against them while they talked. She made herself available. She was getting drunk, too, but still noticed the party slowly degenerate from a nice cocktail party to a boy wants girl affair. She couldn't tell the wives from the party girls anymore. Everyone was kissing and feeling.
She was sitting on a man's lap when she noticed Doc kissing the faithful young wife. He had his hand on her leg under her skirt, too. He's gonna score tonight, she thought.
She let the man kiss her. He was fifty and a very ardent kisser. She shivered when she felt his hand sliding up her thigh under her skirt and kissed back with her tongue. She could feel his cock pressing against her ass, and it was hard.
"You have a hard-on, honey," she whispered.
"You noticed."
"How could I help it."
"Do you know where I'd like to put it?"
"I can guess. You can put it anywhere you want, honey."
She had her arms around his neck and was nuzzling his cheek and ear with her lips. She opened her legs for his advancing hand and shivered with excitement when he finally touched her pussy.
"I'd like to fuck you right here," he said.
"Why don't you?"
"Well…"
"Chicken," she giggled.
Beth didn't feel any shame. She was too hot. She wanted a fuck and she would take it anywhere, right here on the floor in front of all these people if necessary.
She felt his finger sliding back and forth between the lips of her cunt, then stop and probe at her wet hole. She moaned and pressed herself against his finger tip.
"Aw, shit, honey, you're making me so hot," she cried.
Beth didn't realize another man was standing beside the chair until he had pulled her dress off one shoulder and had one of her tits completely exposed.
"Fuck off, Ted. I got firsts on this little dolly."
"Come on, Ken, let me kiss that big fat tit first," Ted said.
Beth leaned backwards and saw Ted. He looked funny upside down. Her tit was bunched up in a round ball, the nipple standing up red and hard.
"Yeh, kiss it," she hissed.
He bent down and kissed it, sucking it in between his lips. It was hard as a marble and sent little shock waves down through her belly. The finger, now up to the knuckle in her cunt, sent them back up.
"Oh, God, I need a fuck," Beth moaned.
"And I'm the guy that's going to do it," Ken said, and shoved Ted's head away from Beth's tit.
Beth straightened up, took his hand and pulled his finger from her pussy, and got to her feet. "That's okay with me," she cooed, and reached for his fly. She unzipped him and hauled out his cock. "Nice," she hissed. She pushed her dress down off her other shoulder, ripping it a little, and then down to her waist. With her tits bare, she lifted her skirt above her hips, and straddled his lap.
"Gonna do it like Molly did in the car," she said, and reached between her legs for his cock.
She found it and put the bulb to her hole. It went in easily and she grunted with satisfaction. She eased her weight down until she was completely impaled. She leaned forward, her arms going around his neck, and started rotating her ass on his lap. His belly was big, and felt soft and flabby against hers, but the thing jammed deep in her cunt wasn't. It felt hard and long, and oh, so good.
Her first orgasm was already nearing, so she fucked faster. She knew everyone must be looking, but she just didn't give a damn anymore. It felt too good to care, and she wanted to cum, and she knew she was going to cum, and damn soon.
Doc and his best friend's wife sat on the couch watching Beth fuck. He had his arm around her, gently cupping her breast. His other hand was under her skirt feeling the crotch of her panties. The crotch was wet.
"Doc, honey, you've got to stop that," she moaned, "I… I'm getting so hot."
Doc slipped his fingers under the crotchband, felt the fat lips, the soft hair that was getting wet. She squirmed under his touch.
"Oh, Doc… honey, look at her go," she said, her eyes glued to Beth bouncing on the man's lap.
"Yeh, she really likes it. She likes to fuck. It makes her feel good."
Doc was amazed at Beth's wanton display, never dreaming that she would turn out so good. She was already the best whore in his stable, and he had some goodies.
He heard the girl by his side moan, felt her slide down a little on the couch, felt the tip of his finger part her cunt lips. He kissed her hard on the mouth. She kissed back hungrily, her tongue gliding between his lips.
"Oh shit, we shouldn't be doing this," she murmured, "not here… anyway."
Doc pushed his finger deeper into her cunt.
"Honey… I, I… oh shit," she cried, and kissed him.
Across the room, Beth was hunching steadily against her lover's lap. She had her face buried in his neck.
"Aw fuck!" she screamed. "I'm coming, I'm coming. Fuck me hard!"
She twisted and jerked in the throes of her orgasm. It was a good one, but she had decided some time ago that they were all good, some were just better. She had completely relaxed before she felt his stiff prick still deep in her cunt. Ken was pushing up now.
"Fuck me some more, baby. I didn't cum yet," Ken grunted.
Beth lifted up, pulling her twat half off his cock.
"I've already fucked you, now you fuck me," she said.
Ken started lifting up, pushing his cock all the way back in, then dropping back down. He increased his speed as his orgasm neared. He was on a downstroke when the white stuff started squirting. Beth felt the stuff coming and milked his prick expertly with her cunt. Ken slumped back, completely exhausted.
"Goddamn, Doc, she made it right there in the chair. They both made it," Doc's best friend's wife said.
"We could be making it, too, Sue," Doc said.
He slipped his hand from under her dress and got to his feet. Sue gave an anguished little gasp when his finger left her cunt.
"Come on, before all the bedrooms are taken." He held out his hand.
"We shouldn't, Doc, we really shouldn't."
"I know we shouldn't, but let's, anyway."
He took her hand and pulled her to her feet. She followed him to the door; she balked. She had been drinking for two hours and felt light headed, drunk actually, but knew it was no excuse for letting him go as far as he already had. She had to stop this madness.
"Doc, we can't do this," she cried.
"Other wives do it, honey. Take a look behind you. Look, there's Donohue's church-going little spouse."
Sue looked. Donohue's little wife was sitting on the couch they had just vacated, her skirt was around her hips and a man knelt in front of her, his face buried in her ample muff. She was smiling and holding the man's head firmly in place.
"Donohue's out on the terrace with one of the whores, the pretty one in the red slacks. I'll bet she doesn't have those red slacks on anymore. And… shit, there's my own wife, there's Molly."
Molly was on her back on the floor, completely naked, and there was a man on top of her, his pants bunched around his knees. Sue could hear his cock sloshing in her cunt.
"Shit, I'm so drunk," she said, and wobbled, almost falling.
Doc caught her and pulled her close. She let him kiss her and feel her ass. "Doc, Doc," she moaned, hunching against the thick lump in his pants.
Beth was still sitting on Ken's lap, his cock soft as wet putty, but still in her cunt. She turned her head and saw Ted was still standing beside the chair. He had his cock out and it was hard. As if it was the most natural thing to do, she bent her head and let him push it into her mouth. With no help from her hands, she brought him off quickly. He grunted loudly and filled her mouth with thick, rich cream. Another cock quickly replaced Ted's. Beth sucked off three more men in rapid succession. Her throat burned.
She finally pulled off Ken's limp prick and got to her feet. Looking around, she saw the cocktail party was now a full scale orgy. Both large couches held fucking couples. She saw Molly lying naked on the floor, a man standing over her wringing out the last few drops of cum onto her belly.
The top half of Beth's dress was bunched around her waist. She thrust out her full tits with pride and walked over to Molly. It excited her when she stepped over the woman and stood with a foot on each side of her head. She knew Molly was getting a mighty good look.
Molly looked up at the inverted V of Beth's legs, gazed at the beautiful hair covered gash. She pursed her lips and blew a kiss.
"Do you really want to kiss it?" Beth said.
"Very much," Molly answered.
Beth felt the excitement flood her belly. She lifted her skirt so she could see, and sank slowly to her knees. "All right, kiss it," she whispered.
Molly lifted herself to her elbows, raising her face into the tight V. She kissed lightly at Beth's cunt, Beth shuddered and gasped out loud. And then Molly's mouth was over her cunt, sucking, her tongue rolling out to slide wetly between the soft, hairy lips. She seemed to do it so much better than a man, so gentle, so expert, her lips and tongue caressing all the right places.
"God, Molly," Beth gasped. "I feel so weak, so trembly. I think I'm going to fall."
Molly freed her mouth. "Lay down on your back. I'll eat your pussy like it's never been eaten before."
It was exactly what Beth wanted. She lifted her knee and went over onto the floor, her legs falling open. Molly got between her legs and again put her lips to Beth's cunt. She could taste the man on her cunt, but she could also taste the woman. Molly loved the taste of woman.
"Yes, Molly, eat it," Beth purred. "Suck my cunt. Make me feel good. I wanta cum again."
Beth lay back and abandoned herself to her thoughts and her feelings. She could feel Molly's tongue going deep in her cunt, pulling out, going back in. A shivery feeling danced up her spine it felt so good. Molly used the tips of her fingers, too, tickling lightly on the insides of her widespread thighs, moving up to rub the lips, swirl around on her hard little clit. It was a lovely feeling.
She wondered what a cunt would taste like, wondered if eating a cunt was as exciting as sucking cock. She suspected it was, not that she would ever do it.
"Oh, Molly, I'm getting close," she cried, lifting her knees.
Molly knew Beth was almost there and applied the pressure. She wished Beth hadn't been fucked first, it killed some of the ripe girl taste. She would have to eat her sometime when it was just the two of them go sixty-nine all afternoon some day. She knew Beth would do it to her if she was hot enough, and it didn't seem to take too much effort to get Beth hot.
Beth was hunching against her mouth now, gurgling deep in her throat. Yeh, she was coming and coming hard, jerking and twisting her hips. It was a pleasure to suck a girl that came so hard.
Beth sat up when Molly drew away. "That was good, Molly," she said.
"We'll have to do it sometime when we're alone. It'll be even better."
"Okay," Beth said softly.
Beth got to her feet. "I have to piss," she said.
"First door on your left down the hall," Molly said.
Beth opened the first door on her right and started to go in. It was a bedroom, and there was a couple on the bed fucking. Both were naked and the guy was really pounding it into her. She stepped back out, closed the door, and went across the hall to the correct door.
On her way back, she peeked into the bedroom again. They were still going hard and strong. How quaint, Beth thought, fucking in here all by themselves. She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She stood watching for quite a while before she realized it was Doc and his friend's wife, the one who didn't cheat on her husband.
Doc started jerking and grunting, and Beth knew he was emptying his nuts into the woman's belly. It made her tingle. She just couldn't seem to get enough anymore.
She watched while Doc finished and then rolled off. The lady lay still, her knees up and open wide. She stared at the open cunt, wanting a closer look.
Doc noticed her standing at the door and sat up. "Come on in, Beth, and take off the rest of your dress."
Beth still wore her dress with the top half hanging from her waist. She pushed the dress down her legs and went over to the bed. She saw the glazed, far-away look in Sue's eyes, noticed the thick, sweet smell of pot, and realized that Sue was really high.
"Climb up here on the bed, honey," Doc said. "Would you like some grass? It's really great stuff."
"Yeh," she said, and crawled onto the bed.
She put her hand between Doc's thighs while he lit up. His cock was wet and sticky. She held it tight while she took her first hit, held it in, then took another.
Beth went quickly. She felt grand and took another big pull on the weed. She liked it, and she liked holding Doc's cock, and she liked the naked, well fucked girl spread-eagled beside them. She put her other hand on the girl's thigh and stared at her open cunt. Doc's cream was leaking out a little at the bottom of the long slit. Beth wet her lips with her tongue.
"She looks good enough to eat, doesn't she?" Doc said. When Beth didn't answer, he looked at, her face, saw the raw lust in her glassy eyes. "Have you ever eaten another girl?"
Beth shook her head.
"Go ahead, plant a big smack on her snatch. She's as sweet as honey. I know, I ate her before I fucked her."
"I couldn't, Doc."
"The fuck you couldn't. You can do anything else. Come on, you'll like it. Molly loves it."
Beth couldn't seem to control her urges at all. She wanted desperately to kiss this young woman's cunt. She leaned forward, smelled the strong aroma of sex, of open pussy. "Oh, Doc, should I?" she whispered.
"Yeh, do it, Beth," he said.
She had her face between Sue's thighs now, and kissed the smooth, legs, first one and then the other. She kept kissing, moving slowly upwards. The wet cunt hair tickled her nose as her mouth neared the deep, red slit. The smell was strong, raw. The hair along the lips was matted wetly against Sue's crotch – Doc's thick cum was there in abundance. Beth's heart pounded with exhilaration, her stomach a tight knot of excitement. She was really going to do it, take a forbidden plunge and suck another woman's cunt.
And then her mouth was on it, covering it, her lips feeling it. She let her tongue roam, sliding the wet length of the gash, dipping deep into the slippery hole. Beth ate hungrily at the luscious cunt.
She felt Sue's hands on her head, lightly at first, then press urgently.
Next, she felt Doc's hands play along the deep cleft, then slip down between her legs. She shook her head affirmatively as two of Doc's thick fingers pushed into her cunt.
She sucked harder, swallowing Doc's cum as well as the oozing, slippery juices of Sue's excited pussy.
Sue was moaning and lifting with her hips. She held Beth's face tight against her pussy. "Good, good," she moaned, "Oh, Jesus, so fucking good!"
Beth knew when she started coming and sucked harder, biting at her protruding clit. Doc had all four fingers in Beth's cunt, all the way to his knuckles, and Beth was coming, too. The two women moaned and came off hard, Sue hunching against Beth's face, and Beth squeezing her legs tight against Doc's hand.
Beth's hand had found Doc's cock, and pulled rapidly at the thick gristle. Doc came with a loud grunt, his jizz popped out and ran down over her hand. She kept pumping until the milky sap quit flowing. She lifted her face from Sue's cunt and brought her hand up to her mouth.
Sue lay with her arm over her face. "Goddamn, I'm exhausted," she sighed, "but I want more. Go get another guy, Doc. Someone I don't know. I just feel so damn horny."
"Get me one, too, Doc," Beth said.
Doc got to his feet and pulled on his pants. "I hope I can find two guys with a fuck left in them," Doc said.
Beth and Sue lay silently, until Doc returned with two men. One of the men was young, the other about fifty.
"Sue, this is Jack," Doc said, introducing the young one. "He's already screwed my wife, but he said he could get it up again with a lush chick like you. And Beth, this is Greg. He just got here about fifteen minutes ago and is fresh. I figured you need a fresh guy."
Beth opened her eyes and looked at Greg. He wasn't bad looking for an old guy. "Hi, Greg. Get your clothes off. I want you," she said.
"Jesus Christ," Greg said.
Greg stripped quickly. Jack was naked when he came in and already on top of Sue.
Beth felt Greg's weight come down on her, felt his cock between her legs and it was incredibly hard. She put her arms around his neck. "Put it in me, Greg. Fuck me."
She heard Susan moaning softly beside her, felt the steady bouncing, and knew they were already fucking.
She felt Greg's cock going in and sighed. Her cunt was wet and slick and offered no resistance, yet it felt grand. She liked sucking a cock, even eating another girl's pussy, but fucking was where it was at, the feel of a stiff prick, any stiff prick, all the way up her cunt was what it was all about. She lifted her rump, urging his cock deeper. When he was in all the way, she settled back, her legs wide open, and let him fuck her. It felt marvelous.
She was vaguely aware that Jack had cum inside Sue and another guy was on top of her. She sighed and hoisted her legs up around Greg's back. She'd gotten the best one. Sue was already on her second and Greg was fucking strong, showing no signs of coming. She was on the rim of a terrific orgasm, her second since Greg had climbed on, and locked her ankles tight.
"Oh, Greg, you darling, I'm coming so hard," she gasped.
It was too much for Greg, and he came with her, spouting a huge glob of sap into her already soppy cunt. He pumped hard for another minute, draining his nuts completely, and then lay heavily, breathing hard.
They got up and sat together in a large chair watching Sue get fucked. Sue lay limp and weak as the fifth guy emptied himself into her cunt. By this time, Greg was up again and Beth was straddling him, humping furiously. Beth let Greg take her home, and sipped from a pink bottle of whiskey and smoked grass all the way. She was sky high when the car stopped in front of her house. She let him kiss her several times, then clutched his cock through his pants.
"I wish my husband wasn't in there waiting for me. I'd like to spend all night with you." She squeezed Greg's prick. "Could you get it up again if I sucked it?"
Greg grinned. "Why don't you try."
She unzipped him and took out his prick. It was soft and wrinkly, the foreskin completely covering the head. He pushed the steering wheel up out of the way and leaned back. She leaned over his lap, and moistening her lips with her tongue, slowly peeled back the foreskin with her teeth, then wrapped her wet lips around the head, sucking, savoring. It tasted of cunt, and of cum, and of man, delicious man.
Beth held only the glans in her mouth, sucking, and felt the knob swell fat and hard. She slipped her hand into his fly, gently holding his balls, then pushing a finger into the crack of his ass. He lifted up and groaned as her finger pushed up into his asshole.
"Oh, fuck, Beth, you're wonderful," he moaned. "Suck it, honey, make me cum." He stroked her silky hair, ran his fingers down her neck. "God, Goddamn, that feels good!"
She had her finger all the way in his asshole, moving it slowly, tickling him to orgasm. She felt the tension in his prick and nodded her head for him to let it go. He had an amazingly thick gob for his third time, the stuff swarming over her tongue. She swallowed, a hot glow following his sap all the way to her stomach. When she raised her head, he was gasping. She kept her finger in his ass, pressing hard. More goo oozed from his still erect prick. She wiped it clean with her tongue.
"Goddamn, Beth, that was the best head I ever had," he gasped, "I don't think I ever came as hard, anytime."
Beth kept her finger deep in his ass, her other hand wrapped around his prick. "I wish we had done this the first time so you'd have had more good stuff for me. 'Course I really needed a fuck then, too."
"Jesus, honey, can I see you again?"
"Anytime you want," Beth answered, "Jus' call me at ole Doc's whorehouse and I'll come a runnin'."
When she was sure she couldn't pull any more jizz out of his cock, she removed her finger from his asshole. They sat kissing for several more minutes before she finally got out of the car and went into the house.
Andy stood in the hall in his bathrobe. He was livid with anger.
"Where the hell have you been?" he shouted.
"Cocktail party. You know that, Andy."
"Do you know what time it is?"
Beth looked at the watch on her arm, squinting. "Can't see m' damn watch," she mumbled.
"You said you'd be home before twelve. It's after two."
"Party ran overtime," Beth giggled.
"You're drunk," he screamed.
"Yeh," Beth said, giggling again.
"And who the hell brought you home? It wasn't Doc, he drives a Cad."
Beth thought for a second or two. "Hmmm," she said. "It was Molly. Yeh, it was Molly. She got a new car, a Meshadeez." She slurred badly and congratulated herself on coming up with such a good lie so quick.
"It looked like a man from the window."
"If Molly looks like a man to you, you need glasses, buster."
"What were you doing so long? And don't call me 'buster'."
"We was talkin', buster."
Andy glowered, then grabbed at her, missed and caught her skirt. It was a short skirt and revealed her nudity. "You didn't wear any pants," he screamed. "Or you left them at the party."
"Didn' wear any. Made me feel sexy." She giggled, held her hand over her mouth.
"You filthy little slut," he screamed, and shoved her.
She went over backwards to the floor, her skirt flying up over her hips. She lay naked from the hips down and looked up at him. His robe had pulled open and he was naked under the robe. His cock was hard.
"Andy, honey… want you. Take me. Fuck me," she cried, stretching out her hand to him.
With a sob, Andy came down on top of her. Her knees came up and his cock went in. "Oh, Jesus, baby… I love you," he sobbed.
"Fuck me hard," Beth cried, her long legs twining around his back. She locked her ankles and held him tight against her open cunt. "Yeh, yeh, fuck me, Andy, make me cum good!"
He fucked her hard, his own orgasm close from the beginning. He didn't even notice how wet and loose she was.
"Don't stop… keep going," she wailed when she felt his stuff spouting. "I'm so close, so close!" She held him in with her legs and humped up against him.
"No more cocktail patties for you," he groaned.
"No more cocktail parties," Beth cried, lifting her ass off the floor. "Stay hard, Andy, stay hard for one more minute!"
And then she was coming. She hadn't thought she could make it again for a week after the orgasms she'd had at the party, but she was making it big. It felt so good.
"You're completely naked under your dress," he said.
"Yeh it was so exciting."
"Exactly what the hell did you do at the party?"
"Got drunk, and talked, and thought about coming home and getting fucked."
Beth wouldn't admit to anything that was incriminating, so Andy didn't know for sure, even if most of his guesses were correct.
His cock was still inside her, and it started to erect. Beth cooed when she felt it, and started moving her hips.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Several days later, Andy stopped at Doc's office to pick up Beth from work. Luckily, Beth was there. "Doc won't mind if you leave a little early, I'm sure. We're invited to a cocktail party tonight."
"You said no more cocktail parties," Beth said.
"This is different. It's a respectable cocktail party. Besides, you're going with me," he said with obvious irritation. "We can leave your car here and I'll bring you to work in the morning. We'll stop and have a steak so you won't have to make dinner."
"Sounds marvelous. I'll tell Doc I'm leaving. He won't care."
"Where's Evelyn?" Andy asked.
"She's not here today, got the flu or something."
"She must really be sickly. She's never here."
Beth suppressed a laugh. "I'll tell Doc I'm going." She went to Doc's door, tapped lightly, and stuck her head inside. Sue, Doc's best friend's wife was with him. He'd been with her every day since the last party. They were on Doc's couch, and they were both naked. "I'm leaving early, Doc. Andy is here to pick me up," she said.
"Lock the door on your way out, honey. I don't want to be disturbed," Doc said.
"Honey, you've been disturbed for a long time," Beth said. She closed the door. "Doc's on the phone long distance," she said, "He said to lock the door on our way out."
"I don't see, how the guy makes any money. He's closed half the time."
"Sweetie, you should have as much trouble making money."
Andy gave her a dirty look and left ahead of her.
They stopped at a steak house and had a couple of drinks, big rare T-bones, and then a couple more drinks. When they got home, Beth mixed highballs and went to the bedroom.
"I get the shower first," she called.
When Andy got his turn and was out, Beth was sitting naked at her mirror putting on makeup. She spun around and spread her legs when he came in. She was on her second highball.
"Would you like to eat me, before we go?" she said.
"Shit, Beth, that's all you think of anymore. And don't drink anymore before we go. I don't want you drunk."
"I'm already a little drunk," she said, and ran her finger through her deep slit. "My little pussy wants you."
"Shit," Andy said, and took his shorts from the dresser. "I don't want you to make an ass of yourself tonight. There's gonna be a guy there tonight with barrels of money – oil money. He's an Arab, but a hell of a nice guy, and he just might give me a commission to design a whole town. You hear that, a whole fucking town. I want to make a good impression."
"An Arab?" Beth asked.
"Yeh, an Arab. A rich Arab," Andy answered.
Beth put on a sheer, long sleeved blouse, a floor length skirt, and shoes, nothing else.
"That blouse is a little thin to go without a brassiere," he said. "I can almost see your nipples."
"Just almost?"
"Yeh, almost, or I'd make you put on a bra. Wear those long, dangly ear rings, those Arabs like that kind of shit."
Beth wasn't surprised when the Arab with barrels of money turned out to be Abdul Zarie. She had expected it. He was there with a tall, dark, extremely beautiful young woman named Mara. Her sleek blouse came all the way up to her neck and it was skin tight. She didn't have large tits, but she had large nipples, and it was obvious that she wore no brassiere. She wore a floor length skirt that was split all the way up both sides and short, short hot pants. She was a very leggy young woman.
"Beth, this is Abdul Zarie," Andy said.
"Call me Ab, more American," Ab said, taking Beth's hand and kissing it. "You have a lovely wife."
Beth was disappointed that he showed no recognition, yet relieved. Andy wouldn't understand.
"Could I have the pleasure of dancing with your lovely wife? They have an excellent combo tonight," Zarie said, flashing his perfect, white teeth under his thick, black moustache.
"Yes, of course," Andy said. "Be my guest."
Ab took Beth's hand and led her to the small dance floor. He hadn't bothered to introduce Mara to either of them. He drew Beth close.
"I've thought of you a great deal since last we met," he said.
"I thought maybe you'd forgotten me," Beth said.
"There is no way I could forget you, but I got the distinct feeling that it would be better if I acted like we had never met."
"I'm glad you did. Andy thinks I meet too many men working for Doc. He's been making noises like maybe I should quit."
"But you won't," Ab said.
"Not without a fight."
She felt his hands on her back, then her hips, and finally on her ass. He cupped the ample globes let the tips of his fingers inch into the deep cleft and pulled her tight against his crotch.
"You're naked under that long skirt," he said.
"Yes, does it excite you?"
"Can't you tell?"
Beth could tell. His cock pressed hard against her belly. She could tell he was big. It excited her. She could feel the wet, horny feeling between her legs. They danced, their mouths pressed together, his tongue in hers, and then hers in his.
"Would you like to fuck me?" she whispered.
"I'm going to fuck you," he answered.
"God, I hope so."
The dance ended too soon. Beth's nipples were hard, and her cunt was wet. She went to the bar before she danced with her husband. It wasn't the same, dancing with her husband.
Beth was pleasantly drunk when Andy told her they were going to Ab's for a nightcap. He was convinced that Ab was going to offer him the commission. He was pleased, too, that Beth had made such a good impression. "He really does like you," Andy said.
It surprised Beth that her husband didn't mind that Ab really did like her. Maybe he didn't realize how Ab liked her. She wondered.
They didn't have far to go. Ab had the top floor of the hotel. On the elevator up, Beth asked if Mara wasn't coming.
"She'll be along in a while," Ab told her.
The suite was lavish, the view from the terrace breathtaking. Drinks were mixed and Ab sat on the couch beside Beth and Andy in a facing chair. Ab was drinking orange juice. He never touched intoxicating beverages.
Ab let his arm glide over Beth's shoulders while he dangled the commission in front of Andy. He explained it would be necessary for Andy to fly over to his country to get the lay of the land. His arm was securely around Beth, and he slid his hand up and cupped one of her tits, bouncing it gently. "You have a lovely wife, Andy," he said.
"Yeh… uh, thanks, uh…" Andy stammered. "Fly over, huh? How long would I be gone?"
Beth was shocked. She'd felt uncomfortable when Ab felt her tit, wanted to pull away, expected Andy to explode. She searched for her husband's face and saw the strange mixture – jealousy and greed – and relaxed against the tall Arab. He was rubbing her nipple with his fingers now and it came up hard. He brought his other hand over to fondle the other tit. She felt her excitement growing and pressed her tits against his hands. She saw the agony on Andy's face and leaned her head on Ab's shoulders, half closed her eyes, and sighed with pleasure.
Ab went on, explaining the terrain of his country and what a challenge it would be for a young designer, a chance of a life-time. Beth's blouse buttoned down the back and he slowly undid it as he talked. When he had all the buttons undone, he slipped his hand inside.
"If you want another drink, Andy, help yourself," he said. He had both hands inside her blouse.
Andy swallowed hard and got to his feet.
"Get me one, too, darling," Beth said. She tilted her head and Ab kissed her on the mouth, his tongue going deep.
Andy went to the bar and mixed the drinks with shaking hands. He wanted that commission so damned bad. When he returned, Beth's blouse was off one shoulder exposing her tit. Ab glanced at him and lowered his mouth to the protruding nipple and started sucking. Beth had her head back, her eyes closed, and her hand on Ab's thigh.
"Here's your drink," Andy said, and sat back down.
They heard the door open and close and Mara entered the room. A cigarette dangled from her lips and her eyes looked heavy. She weaved as she crossed the room.
"You know you're not supposed to drink, Mara," Ab said.
Mara didn't answer. She sat on the arm of Andy's chair, exposing her leg all the way to her hip. She still wore the dress split all the way up, but the hot pants were gone. She settled against Andy and brought her knee up, showing a wealth of black fur between her thighs. She had magnificent legs, long and smooth.
Beth's blouse was on the floor, and Ab was kissing her belly just above her skirt. She held his head with one hand and gripped his prick through his pants with the other.
Andy looked at the lewd scene on the couch and then at the long, bare leg almost in his lap. He picked up his drink and killed it.
"That looks like fun," Mara said, "Would you like to kiss me?" She pulled his head towards her lap. She had brushed her skirt to the side and her cunt was completely uncovered.
Ab got to his feet and pulled Beth up with him. "Let's go to the bedroom," he said. "You two have fun."
Andy watched them go. He moaned with self pity and buried his face between Mara's legs. Mara sighed and spread open.
"Suck me, little man, suck my cunt good," she sighed.
When they reached the bedroom, a large ornately decorated room with mirrors all around, Ab kissed Beth hard on the lips.
"Leave your skirt on. I'll remove it when I want it off," he said. He proceeded to remove his own clothing, pulling down his bulging shorts last of all.
Beth's eyes opened wide and she gave a little gasp. A cock like she had never imagined sprang out. It stuck straight out from beneath his flat belly. She reached out and pushed it down with her finger. It bobbed back up like a tightly wound spring when she released it. He chuckled and put his hands on the top of her head.
"Go to your knees, my darling whore, and suck it," he said, "or better yet, start with my lips and work your way down to the object of your heart's delight."
She kissed his lips, her tongue darting in and out of his mouth, then his cheeks, chin and neck. He was slim, yet well muscled, his skin smooth and hairless and golden brown like he had a magnificent suntan. She kissed and sucked his tiny, dark nipples, bringing them up hard. She moved on down, sucking, licking until she was on her knees and his huge prick was staring her in the face.
His cock was long, very long, and big around, the stiff shaft blue-black with thick veins standing out. His nuts were large. The hair was soft and jet black. She went back to his cock, staring at the gorgeous glans. It was so dark it was almost purple, neatly circumsized like a bulging over-ripe plum at the end of a branch. The little hole had fat little lips that were spread open and oozed a clear, slippery jizz.
"Oh, Goddamn," she moaned, and closed her drooling mouth over the thick tip. She grasped the shaft gently and sucked the oozing goo into her mouth. It tasted clean and salty, almost sweet. She closed her mouth over the head, letting her tongue play along the sensitive underside. She felt the fat veins against her palm as she softly slid her hand up and down its length.
"Yessss, you little whore," he hissed. "Suck it, play with it. I want to cum in your mouth."
Beth backed off. "No, I want you to fuck me. I want this big thing inside my pussy."
"I fully intend to fuck you, my little whore, but first you're going to suck me off. You're going to drink the seed of my loins. Now suck!"
He put his hands to the back of her head and pulled her forward. His cock went deep, almost into her throat. She backed off, wanting only the head. If he was going to unload his nuts, she wanted to taste it, savor it, and she couldn't if he squirted his pearly juice down her throat. She wanted it in her mouth, over her tongue.
"Yeh, baby, yeh," he moaned. "God, you really know how to give head. Yeh, that's it, feel my nuts, play with them, make them cum hard."
She held his shaft with one hand, massaging gently, his bag of nuts in the other, tickling lightly with her fingers. The knob was swollen and throbbing against her sucking lips. She had sucked out all the clear stuff. The thick milk would soon be on its way. She sucked greedily, wanting the hot, slippery goo to spurt, bubble, and finally ooze over her palate.
"Aw, shit!" Ab cried, "I'm gonna let you have it, baby. It's too fucking good. I can't hold off."
She felt the tension in his prick, the tightening of his balls. The tube under his cock fattened and it was gushing into her waiting mouth. She jacked him steadily, milking the thick cum out in thick globs. When she had a good puddle resting in her mouth, she tilted her head and swallowed slowly, letting the stuff run down her gullet. When she had swallowed it all, she started sucking again and felt the goo come out over her tongue. She drew string after string of cum from the little lips at the end of his cock. When the fountain went dry, she leaned back and watched the stiffness drain. It didn't go completely soft, however.
"We'll go over on the bed and smoke a little grass while I regenerate," he said.
He lit two little cigarettes and handed her one. "Drag it deep. It's excellent stuff."
It was excellent, and she went up quickly. She was floating on a cloud, her body tingling with desire. He pushed her back on the bed and reached under her long skirt.
"Lie back and smoke. I'll get you warmed up," he said.
"I'm already burning hot. I want to be fucked."
"Have patience, it will be all the better."
He stroked her open cunt with the tips of his fingers, swabbing into the wet hole, pinching her protruding clit. It came out hard and throbbing to his touch.
"Oh, shit, Ab, fuck me, fuck me! I feel so good, so in need. Ahhhhh, that's nice, that's nice."
She rolled her hips in rhythm to his stroking fingers, the marvelous feeling already filling her cunt.
He lifted her skirt and threw it back, covering her head. "I'm going to fuck you now. Just lay back and let the exquisite feeling of a prick fill you."
He got between her open legs on his knees and lifted her up until her weight rested on her shoulders. She felt the thick knob press the lips apart and push into her hole. She gurgled with pleasure. It was so thick, so marvelously thick.
"Wrap your legs around my hips," he ordered.
Her legs went around his hips and he pushed his cock in to the hilt. God, she had thought Doc had a big one, but this was bigger, longer and thicker. It was so nice, felt so good. She hung in the air and let him fuck. He rammed hard, pulling part way out and shoving back with cruelty.
"Oh, God, I… I think I'm going to cum already!" she cried.
"Of course you're going to cum, and it won't be the last time."
He jabbed her savagely, her body jerking and twisting in the throes of a hard orgasm. When she relaxed, he dropped her, letting his cock slide slowly free.
"Now I'll lie on my back and you can fuck me," he said, "take off your skirt first. I want you naked."
She pushed her skirt down over her feet and straddled him. She still felt weak, and poised on her knees over his standing cock, sank slowly down, her cunt opening to engulf the long, black monster. She held it half way in, rolling her hips, for a couple of minutes, and then with a deep groan, sank down until her cunt lips were embedded to his nuts. She fell forward onto his chest and started fucking, lifting her ass until half his shaft was free and then plunging back down. She loved this position, the penetration was so deep, and with her laying forward, the hard shaft sawed tightly back and forth over her clit.
"I can last a long time this way," he said.
"I can't," Beth moaned, already building for the climax.
She came hard, but kept fucking. It was so big, filled her completely. She was sure she could cum all night if he could keep it hard. It was good and hard and she was coming again.
"Aw, fuck!" she grunted. "So good, so fucking good. I'm coming again."
She lay on top of him, her blood boiling, and rutted with complete abandon. Every time an orgasm ended, another seemed to rise up and take its place. If ever she was to get fucked out, it would be tonight.
"Squeeze me with your cunt. I'm getting close," Ab said.
She compressed her muscles around his prick, riding hard. The sensation was indescribable and she was going to make it again. It was slower than the last, a shattering feeling, almost painful.
"Cum with me, honey," she gasped.
Ab was sure he'd never been fucked any better and let the juice go. It squirted up into her belly. She was a splendid fuck, simply splendid. Maybe he would have her move in with him while her stupid husband was running around his homeland. She felt him draining inside her, and rolled off, her belly still churning. She had never cum so many times before, probably never would again.
They lay breathing hard for quite a while, both completely spent. Someone came into the room and Beth looked up to see Mara standing in the door. She was quite drunk, her eyes bleary, a drink in her hand. She was naked from the hips down.
"He drink too much," she said.
Beth giggled. "When he drinks too much, he can't get it up."
"That wouldn't matter. Mara doesn't like to fuck. The only things that interest her are getting drunk and having a head between her legs."
"Girls or boys?" Beth asked.
"Either, just so they know how to use their tongue."
Beth looked at the gorgeous woman. Her legs were so long and so perfect, and she had never seen so much hair on a cunt, and it was coal black.
"Bastard passed out before I came. Need to cum," Mara snorted.
"Have you ever gone down on another woman, Beth?" Ab asked.
Beth hesitated. "Yes," she said.
"I want you to eat Mara. She cums so hard, has the sweetest cunt juices. She really gets wet."
"She's beautiful," Beth said, wetting her lips.
"I'll have her eat you, too. Mara really knows how to eat a woman's cunt."
"I don't think I could stand it to cum again."
"Okay, she won't eat you… this time. Come over here, Mara, Beth is going to suck your sweet pussy."
"Ab, I don't know…"
Mara came over, weaving badly.
"Kneel over her face, Mara, push that frothy mess between your legs onto her mouth. I can see how wet you are from here."
Mara scrambled onto the bed and quickly straddled Beth.
She hovered on her knees, her cunt directly over Beth's face. She was soaking, the black hair shining in wet little ringlets, the thick, pouting lips dark, almost black, along the deep slit. Mara leaned forward, placing her palms on the bed above Beth's head, and started lowering her hips, moaning softly. When she was an inch or two above Beth's mouth, her legs were far apart, opening the hairy split wide. Beth could smell the woman's musk, ripe and strong.
Beth's mouth came open when the hairy, black cunt touched her lips. She curled her tongue and pushed it up into the sloppy hole, making a trough for the flowing juices.
Mara moaned softly, moving her hips from side to side. "Suck it, suck it," she sighed, "make me cum. I need to cum."
Beth sucked hungrily, the prickles in her belly admonishing her for not going sixty-nine with the lovely lady. She needed a mouth on her pussy, too, and substituted her own fingers for the caress of a much needed tongue.
Mara was grunting loudly now, fucking herself on Beth's outstretched tongue. She put one hand behind Beth's head and pulled it up tight against her open pussy. She was in a frenzy, tossing her head from side to side, her long, black hair swirling. Beth could feel the sweat from Mara's thighs on her cheeks.
"Oh, oh… shit, fuck, I'm getting so close. Bite my clit, just nip it with your teeth. Yes, yes, Christ yes!" she was screaming, her head thrown back. "I'm coming, yes I'm coming. Oh, fuck, I can't stand it…"
Mara toppled off and lay on the bed squirming and kicking. Beth had never seen or heard anyone cum so violently. Mara was twitching convulsively, gripping herself tightly between the legs with both hands.
Beth sat up and looked around. Zarie was sitting in the corner on the floor. He was smoking a large looking pipe. It filled the room with a strange odor.
"Mara really cums off, doesn't she? Especially when she's high. Of course, she's high most of the time. Come over here." His voice sounded strange.
Beth got up and went over to where he sat. His eyes had a wild, glazed look. He was still naked and his big cock was rock hard. It pointed straight out from his crossed legs.
"Lay on your stomach and suck me off, Beth. I like to cum at least three times," he said.
"I really think I've had enough for one night," Beth said.
"I didn't ask what you want. I said to suck me off. I want to cum in your mouth again!"
Beth knew she had no choice. She lay on the floor in front of him and reached for his cock.
"Now do a good job. I feel very high and I'll cum very hard," he said. "Yes, that's it, stroke the shaft gently. Mmmmmmm, yes, I like that. Go ahead. Push your finger all the way in. Yes, yes, wiggle your finger, too."
Beth had her finger all the way in his asshole. She held the fat glans in her mouth and stroked the shaft with her other hand.
"I'm going to give your husband the commission," Zarie said, "he's earned it."
He's earned it? Beth thought. The prick.
Zarie started thrusting. "I'm getting near. I was going to prolong it, but it feels too good. I want to cum now." He grunted and started spurting.
Beth was amazed at the amount of semen he squirted into her mouth. It just seemed to come and come. She had to swallow several times to take it all.
"Yes, yes, that was good. Lick it clean and then go and gather up your husband and go. Tell him to call me at eleven tomorrow."
Beth had a terrible struggle getting Andy awake. She slapped him several times. She felt like kicking him in the balls, but decided against it. He almost got sick on the elevator going down. They were three blocks from the hotel when he did get sick. Beth pulled the car to the curb and let him get out.
"I feel better," he said after he got back in. "Let's just sit here a few minutes. The car moving might make me sick again."
They sat in silence for several minutes. Beth lit one cigarette off another.
"Did he fuck you?" Andy said.
"Just what the hell do you think?"
Andy shrugged. "Yeh. Dumb question." He sat brooding.
"You don't need to pout. You got the commission."
Andy straightened up and smiled. "I did? How do you know?"
"Zarie told me. He said to call him tomorrow at eleven. He told me while…"
"While what?"
"While I sucked his cock," Beth snapped.
"Aw, Beth, don't," Andy whined, but she could see he wasn't angry. He was elated, the prick.
"I sucked it twice, and I swallowed his cum both times. He fucked me, too."
"Jesus," Andy said.
"And I went down on his girl friend."
"Beth! Really?"
"Yes, really. Because you couldn't."
"Oh, fuck, that turns me on." He opened his fly and took out his cock. It was bone hard. "Play with it, Beth."
It disgusted her, still she started to stroke his prick. He had his head thrown back and was close to coming when she heard the tap on the window. She turned to stare into the face of a cop. There was one at the other window, too. She rolled down the glass.
"You people better get out," the cop said.
"Wha… what's the matter, officer?" she stammered. She was still stroking Andy's cock.
"What's the matter? Committing a lewd act in public, for one thing. Drunk. This car smells like a brewery. I can think of a dozen charges, lady. Now get out."
"You stay in the car, Andy. I'll take care of it. You're still too drunk," Beth said, and got out. She went to the patrol car behind them with the cop.
It was almost half an hour before she came back.
"What happened?" Andy said.
"They were going to arrest us for being perverts. You'd have lost your precious commission."
"How did you talk them out of it?"
"They fucked me, stupid."
"Both of them?"
"Yes, both of them. And then I sucked them, but they got an emergency and didn't get to cum the second time." She giggled.
"Damn."
"I'm ashamed of myself, Beth. I knew they were balling you back there. I got so excited thinking about it that I jerked off and came all over my pants. Look."
His cock still hung out of his pants. She could see the big wet spot on his pants leg.
"Put your cock away and let's go home," she said.
She put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb.
"Beth?" Andy said.
"Yeh."
"This isn't what we had in mind when we got married is it?"
"Not exactly," Beth said.

***

Beth was pounding furiously on her typewriter when Doc came out of the office.
"Shit, I'm in a bind. I need a young girl, you know, just a kid, for a very important client tonight."
"So? What's your problem?" Evelyn said.
"I don't know any young kids that fuck."
"Is fifteen young enough?" Beth asked.
"Yeh, if she looks young enough. Some of these kids look pretty wise by fifteen. You got someone in mind?"
Beth pursed her lips, thought a minute. "My little sister is fifteen. Dress her right and she'll pass for twelve."
"Are you serious?"
"Of course, I'm serious. I can call her after she gets out of school this afternoon and set it up."
"You really think she'll go for it?"
"I'm positive."
"Okay, set it up."
"There's something else I want to talk to you about, Doc. I'm thinking of quitting."
"You gotta be kidding."
"No, I'm not. Andy and I had a long talk last night and he wants me to quit, thinks I'll be doing things I shouldn't if I stay. He doesn't know what's been going on, but suspects something is funny. I think it's getting out of hand, too. We want to save our marriage."
"Sounds like a batch of shit to me. You'll be sorry. I don't understand you, Beth. On one hand you're offering to make a whore out of your kid sister and on the other, you're quitting."
"I have my reasons." I have a score to settle with the little tramp, she thought.
"Okay, but you'll be sorry."
"If I am, can I come back to work?"
"Only if you fuck," Doc said, and went back to his office.
Beth went back to her typing. She felt proud of herself. Andy could keep her happy. She didn't need all these other men.
Andy called shortly after lunch and told her he had signed the contract. They were leaving next week. Yes, and she was going along. Zarie had protested, but finally agreed she could go, too. He was going to pick her up at five and they would go out and celebrate.
And fuck.
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