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CHAPTER ONE


By the time they were halfway home, Jill knew they were going to fuck. The knowledge annoyed her. Not that she wasn't horny enough. It had been several days since Hal's hard cock had slipped up into her needing, cunt. Utile tremors of lust twitched her pussy-lips. Her crotch fit like a steaming swamp.
So why was she annoyed? Hal thinks he can reach out and grab my snatch anytime he wants. She thought. Whether I want to or not. Well, in a way he could. After that, they were married, living together, sharing the same big king-sized bed. And it wasn't as if Hal wasn't sexy enough.
So quit acting like a neurotic housewife, Jill, she warned herself. She'd be understanding. Let him pound his cock up her cunt, fuck the hell out of her.
Jill began to get excited as she thought about being fucked. Strange, though… if she thought about Hal fucking her, she turned off a little. But if she just concentrated on the image of a disembodied cock slipping up into her snatch, spreading open her hot pussy-lips, she got hotter and hotter.
It had been such a sexy party. Everyone drinking too much, losing their inhibitions. And there had been that couple in the hallway, who hadn't thought anyone could see them. The man's hand was shoved down the front of the woman's pants. From the way her hips were pumping, there was no doubt in Jill's mind his finger was buried up inside the woman's pussy-hole.
Hal's voice cut into her reverie. "Oooohh, baby, am I horny!" he moaned. "Why don't you give my joint a little loving attention."
"Here? Right now?" Jill asked, surprised. They were driving down a main street, lights all around. "Sure. There's hardly any traffic," Hal grunted.
"Come on… just pull the fucker out and start wailing." Oddly enough, the idea appealed to Jill. It had an element of adventure, flair. Something more exciting than the conventional bedroom fuck. Her cunt got a little hotter as she obediently reached down and unzipped Hal's fly.
His cock was already half-hard. She could feel it throbbing as she wormed her fingers through the opening in the front of his shorts. Hot and throbbing, a rubbery, meaty shaft.
"Easy… easy!" Hal groaned as she worked the thickening shaft out into the open. It was hard work, but at last the bulbous cock-head popped free.
Jill let go of her husband's cock for a moment. It uncoiled, after its confinement, like an awakening boa constrictor. Blood pounded into the thick-veined shaft, until the whole pulsing length thrust rigidly out of her husband's fly, pointing straight at the windshield.
Jill wrapped her fingers around her husband's swollen cock-shaft.
"Uuunnnggghh!" he grunted, his knuckles whitening as he gripped the steering wheel tightly.
The car swayed a little, from one side of the lane to the other.
Jill felt her cunt growing hotter and wetter as Hal's prick swelled bigger and bigger. She wormed closer to him on the seat.
"Come on. Beat me off!" Hal panted.
Jill started working her hands up and down his prick. The loose outer skin slid smoothly over the iron-hard inner core. Hal's cock-tip swelled out of her hand like a huge purplish mushroom.
"Suck it… can you suck it?" Hal groaned.
He loved to have his wife suck his cock. Jill hesitated. It was going to be hard to fit her head into his lap, with the steering wheel so close.
Jill half lay down on the seat, her torso twisted, her legs trailing over the edge of the seat. She wormed her head past the steering wheel. Did she really want to do this? Oh, hell, why not? It somehow reminded her of the man and the woman in the hallway at the party. Stealing sex, with the rest of the world likely to intrude at any moment.
Hal's bulbous cock-head was only a fraction of an inch from her face. As the car hit a bump, it dug softly into her cheek. She turned her head a little. Her lips opened to let the tip of her husband's massively swollen rod slip up into her mouth. Instantly, she tasted the pungent flavor of cock.
"Oooohhhh, Jesus God Almighty!" Hal blurted out.
He nearly ran off the road, but managed to get the car back under control. The bliss in his cock, with his wife's butter-soft mouth closing around the trembling shaft, was almost more than he could bear. Tears came to his eyes as he tried to concentrate on driving the car.
He looked down at his wife. A damned good-looking woman, even if he could only see the back of her head. Her thick lustrous dark hair spilled over his lap.
Jill's was thrust up a little as she struggled into a more comfortable position, her head buried in her husband's lip. Her short skirt had ridden up, baring the backs of her thighs. The smooth silky skin gleamed whitely in the street lighting.
"Thank God for power steering," Hal murmured as he took one hand from the wheel and slid it down towards Jill's ass. He felt her quiver as his hand pulled her skirt up, then worked up between her soft thighs.
Jesus Christ! Her panties were like a sponge! Dripping wet! Hal worked one finger up under the leg band of Jill's sopping panties. His fingertip dithered through thick warm puddles of pussyjuice, then popped up into his wife's cunt-hole.
"Uuuummmpphhh!" Jill gurgled around her mouthful of cocks.
Her body jerked as she felt her cunt stuffed full of her husband's hard, knowing finger. Her head began to bob back against his hand, helping work his finger deeper up into her hungry snatch.
They were in the suburbs now, with less traffic. There were fewer stop lights, but Hal managed to miss one. He was glad, because now he could concentrate on his wife's mouth around his cock. Her head was bobbing up and down, like her ass, her lips sliding nearly the full length of his rock-hard prick. He wondered how she could do it. How she could take the head of his cock down her throat the way she did.
His finger pounded in and out of her cunt, the leg band of her panties scraping against the side of his finger. He could feel her tight cunt working greedily against his fingertip, sucking at it like it was a cock about to spurt fizz up into her juicy hole.
Hal slowly became aware of something huge beside the car. He looked up, out the window. A huge truck-tractor rig had stopped at the light beside him. The driver, from his high vantage point, was staring straight down into his car. The man's eyes were bulging as he watched Jill sucking on her husband's cock. At Hal's hand disappearing up between his wife's thighs from behind. At the lewd way Jill's shapely buns were pumping up and down.
Hal smiled tautly up at the driver. Good thing Jill didn't know they were being watched. She'd probably freak out, stop sucking his cock. Fortunately, the light changed. Hal stepped hard on the gas, his car shooting away from the intersection. He almost last control with only one hand on the wheel and his balls throbbing wildly as she eagerly sucked his cock.
She had managed to work one hand down into his pants. Her fingers were stroking his drum-tight balls. Hal began to realize, from the way his cock was throbbing, that he was going to cum soon unless she stopped.
He debated doing just that, making her stop. But what a waste of good mouth-work! His cock ached to come, to shoot its hot load up into his wife's sucking mouth. But he knew he'd probably wreck the car.
"Oh, Jesus!" Hal suddenly mooned.
It was too late! He was already starting to cum? His cock was bucking and jerking, a hot burning sensation shooting up from his balls, racing the full length of the shuddering organ.
Barely in time, Hal managed to pall the car over and perk at the curb, the engine still running. His foot mashed down hard on the brake.
"Aaarrrggghh!" he groaned loudly as the first hot jets of sperm shot into his wife's hotly sucking mouth. His one hand clawed frantically at the wheel while his other hand dug as far up into Jill's gushing cunt as is it would go.
Jill was so hot and excited from Hal's finger-work up inside her wildly amused cunt that she at first barely noticed the signs of his impending orgasm. Then she became aware of the sudden final swelling of his climaxing prick. She barely had time to ready herself for the first hot gush of sperm. In a few seconds she was choking and coughing as she did her best to swallow every drop of her husband's spewing load.
Then she started to cum, too. Hal's hot finger-fucking, coupled with the lewd realization that she was sucking his cock almost in public, touched off her own climax.
"Aaaah!" she moaned around his gushing cock-tip, her mouth falling open helplessly. As her body bucked and writhed on the seat, great gobs of Hal's sperm poured back out her mouth to run down her chin. Her cunt spumed wildly, pouring a hot stream of girl-cum over Hal's hand.
The truck drove by the driver shifting down to low gear while he stared down into the car parked beside the road. He caught the last of Jill's wild movements, saw the cum glistening on her face. His cock lurched in his pants. "God Almighty!" he muttered, and hoped he was lucky enough to pick up a horny female hitchhiker.
As the truck began to accelerate, finally vanishing down around a bend in the road, Jill bucked out the last of her orgasm.
"Mmmmnnn," she sighed, sitting up, smoothing her skirt down around her thighs. She became aware of the sperm running in slippery trails down her chin. She tried wiping it off with the back of her hand. But there was too much. Pretty soon her hand was as messily sticky as her face.
Jill was fastidiously cleaning her face with a wad of kleenex, a pleasant glow still throbbing up inside her cunt, when Hal jerked the car away from the curb.
"Boy, oh boy, was that terrific!" he enthused. "But it's only the beginning, baby! Wait'll we get home. I'm gonna fuck your ears off."
A spark of resentment flared inside Jill. Hadn't the bastard had enough? The spontaneity of their lust-filled coupling in the car had turned her on when she'd thought she couldn't be turned on at all. Now, the thought of a planned, premeditated fuck when they got back to the house frankly bored her.
Which was strange to Jill. All her life she'd been a horny woman, wondering if she'd ever be able to get all the sex her body seemed to crave.
Well, she'd found a cure for her horniness, but not in the way she'd expected. Marriage. She had to admit it; it seemed to be turning her off like a switch. After only two years, the thought of Hal's big prick heading for her match no longer filled her with passion.
Oh, now and then she felt just as turned-on a ever with her husband. But only now and then. She remembered the first few months of their marriage, when it had seemed they were going to fuck one another to death. Hal had nearly lost his job. So many mornings he had been late to work, lingering in bed with his sexy young wife, soaking his ever-ready cock in juicy, hot cunt-meat.
All good things come to an end, Jill thought wryly. And she supposed the same held true with her and Hal's sex life. But what an awful thought.
Because they were married, supposedly facing the rest of their lives together. What a loss if their sex life died, leaving their marriage nothing but a burnt out hull!
Jill still loved Hal. She had no doubt of that. His wit, his tenderness, his very manliness, all deeply satisfied her. He was a fine companion, and indeed, a fine lover. So why the hell this strange sexual reluctance on her part?
Hal's sexual appetite toward her seemed to have cooled a little, too. She wondered why he was so turned-on tonight. Maybe he'd seen the couple necking in the hallway, too.
A sense of heaviness grew in Jill as they neared home. By the time they pulled into the driveway, she was steeling herself for the unwanted fuck she knew Hal would demand of her. Not demand, actually. But he was so enthusiastic, she didn't know how she could turn him down.
"Okay, baby, you head for the bedroom. I'm gonna put some music on," Hal said as they went in the front door.
Sighing. Jill went into the bedroom and began undressing. She lay down naked on top of the bedspread. She practiced spreading her legs, feeling the cool night air washing over her juice damp cunt. Lying there that way, crotch splayed lewdly open, she found herself getting a little turned-on. But not at the thought of Hal fucking her, as he intended to do.
Jill started thinking about the party, and about a man she had met tonight. A man named Pat, dark, slender, vibrant. So much different than Hal, who was big and muscular and blond. The difference was what excited her. Was Pat's cock different, too? Jill spun a web of fantasy, flying to imagine what Pat's cock might look like. She had never done anything like this before in her life.
Jill's fantasy popped like a bubble as Hal came breezily into the room. He was naked, too. His cock was already half-hard, dangling and swaying between his powerful thighs.
His eyes lit on Jill, sprawled naked on the bed. One damn good-looking woman! Hal realized he'd been taking Jill for granted for the past few months. The early part of their marriage, he hadn't been able to get enough of her lush young body. But lately, she'd been the handy hole to punch that he kept at home.
Several months ago, Hal had started fucking other women. Not often, but whenever the opportunity presented itself. Just enough to remind himself he was still young, still on the prowl.
But that was no reason to neglect the first-class piece of ass he had at home. He'd give Jill a fucking tonight that would make up for his recent neglect. He still loved his wife, and regretted that he'd started thinking of her as a comfortable part of his household furnishings.
Hal climbed up on the bed, lying down next to Jill. His cocktip dug into her side. With her eyes still closed, she was thinking of Pat. But when she felt Hal's prick against her body, she opened her eyes. It was almost a shock to see her husband. She had been so deeply immersed in her Pat fantasy.
Instantly, Jill felt her cunt drying up. A moment ago it had been merrily bubbling and steaming as she fantasized about Pat's cock. Now, as Hal's fingers diddled in her pussy-slit, she flinched a little. It almost hurt.
But there was still so much juice left over from Jill's earlier arousal that Hal didn't notice. He wormed his finger up into Jill's cunt. It seemed a little tight to him, but he supposed it was just because his wife was becoming excited. Sometimes, the hotter she got, the more desperately her hungry cunt clamped down on anything he fed it.
Jill felt herself turning off. But it was far too late to back out of letting Hal fuck her. The trouble was, with her cunt drying up it was liable to hurt when her husband finally shoved his big prick up into her tight hole.
Then Jill remembered how hot she'd gotten thinking about Pat. Well, why not do it again? It did seem a little like betrayal, to be thinking about another while her husband fucked her, but at the moment, theft seemed to be no other way. Also, Jill was a little annoyed that Hal was taking her sexual intent so much for granted.
Jill closed her eyes, conjuring up Pat's vibrant, dark good looks. She slowly stripped off his clothes in her mind's eye, until she had bared his cock. She imagined it to be slender, like the rest of him, bone-bait, jutting starkly from his slim loins.
Hal felt a of warmth from his wife's cunt. Naturally, he attributed it to his fine finger-work. As he flicked his thumb back and forth over Jill's clit, he had no idea her mind was full of the image of another man's cock.
By the time Hal finally climbed on her nude body, Jill was panting with desire. But desire for Pat. She tried to ignore Hal's considerable weight, it was unlike what she suspected Pat would feel like above her.
She kept her eyes tightly closed as she felt the spongy head of Hal's cock plying open her pussy-lips. He legs opened wider, raising up a little as she eagerly pulled Hal's crotch toward her own.
Hal's bloated prick slid up into his wife's waiting cunt.
"Ooooohhh!" Jill moaned as she felt herself penetrated. Inch after inch of bone-hard prick shoved its way slowly up into her welcoming cunt. A thrill of pleasure ran through her entire body. She almost opened her eyes, but stopped herself at the last moment. It was Pat who was fucking her. That image she kept firmly in her mind.
Hal ground his pubic bone down against his wife's. His cock was buried all the way up into her tight pussy-hole. He could feel her cunt trembling around the base of his cock. Jesus, she was hot tonight!
Hal started fucking slowly in and out of Jill's lush naked body. Her hips jerked into motion, fucking back. He put his hands under her round, taut ass-cheeks, guiding her movements, holding her loins up so he could shove another full inch of cock-shaft up into her hot, quivering cunt.
Jill kept her hands, at her sides, digging into the bedspread. She didn't dare touch Hal. Then her body would know it wasn't Pat, panting above her, fucking his marvelous, magical cock in and out of her glowing pussy. She had to keep silent, too, afraid she might blurt out Pat's name.
Funny… she, had never done more then exchange a few careful words with Pat, and now she was acting as if she had to conceal him as a lover. Just because of the unfaithful thoughts she was harboring in her mind.
"Ooooohhhh, baby, you're really hot tonight!" Hal panted.
He stared down at his wife's glowing face. Funny, she seldom fucked with her eyes closed, but her lids were shut tightly. In a way he liked it. It made her look more mysterious.
Hal's words nearly blew the whole fantasy bubble for Jill. His voice was all wrong, too deep for Pat's. She clung stubbornly to the image in her brain. Her cunt responded hotly, flowering open greedily as she visualized Pat's thrusting prick driving deep up into its sensitive depths.
"Ooooohhhh!" Jill moaned, the first mound she'd uttered since Hal had started fucking her.
She'd better cum soon, she realized hazily. Hal's cock was swelling larger and larger up inside her cunt. He was dearly going to cam.
Jill felt a mouth against her tits. She tried to imagine Pat licking her nipples, drawing them deep into his mouth, Hal was doing. He loved his wife's big tits, loved sucking them. Loved the way her dark, berry-red nipples responded.
"Ooohhh!" Jill wailed.
She was cumming! She could feel the spark ignite far up inside her match. It didn't matter who was fucking her now! She was on her way!
Hal felt his wife's body convulse under his. Her cunt milked hungrily around his throbbingly hard cock. Jesus, she was off, hot as a firecracker, cumming as only his dynamite wife could cum!
"Ooooohhhh, baby…" Hal moaned.
He couldn't hold back any longer, not the way her cunt was clamping rhythmically around his quivering shaft.
"Yyyyyaaaa!" Hal roared, his back arching as the first searing burst of sperm shot the full length of his shuddering cock, jetting far up into Jill's convulsing cunt.
Jill was lost in an intense but distant world of shooting colon and wild, almost unbearable sensations. Hal was forgotten, Pat was forgotten. All that mattered was the ecstasy pouring through her body. Like the release of waters pouring through a breach in a shattered dam, energy poured through the writhing girl's spasming body, leaving her weak and purged as the last of her orgasm ended in a violent shudder.
Hal's cock slipped from her box. He rolled tiredly to the side, leaving her lying alone, his sweat drying on her naked body.
Slowly, Jill's ecstasy faded away, leaving her with a feeling she didn't like. A feeling that she'd somehow betrayed someone who loved and trusted her. She knew nothing about Hal's occasional bouts with other women.



CHAPTER TWO


Jill fidgeted around from group to group, wondering if Pat had been invited to the party. So far, she hadn't seen him. Maybe the best thing was to put him out of her mind, anyhow.
She knew she was acting like a child, worse yet, carrying on in her mind about a man she barely knew.
Yet, in a way, Jill felt she had an intimate relationship with Pat. Mostly on the strength of that wild fantasy-fuck, when it had really been Hal plowing a furrow up into her cunt.
Sill wondered if maybe she wasn't just horny. It had been a whole week since she'd last fucked Hal. The night of the last party. The night of the phantom Pat-fuck.
Maybe she'd just better quit playing around and wait until Hal took her home. She'd let him fuck her, if she wanted to. He sure hadn't been paying much sexual attention to her lately. This new realization came as a slight shock to Jill. She'd been so wrapped up in her own preoccupations that she'd hardly noticed. Hey! Maybe she'd better pay more attention to her home life!
Jill looked around for Hal. He was buried in a taking, laughing group, mostly female, mostly smashed. As she walked over to her husband, Jill saw he was deep in conversation with a lithe, sexy blonde. Where had she seen the woman before?
Then it came to her. At the last party. Locked deep in conversation with Hal. She'd been too interested in Pat then, to notice. Come to think of it, Hal had been talking to the blonde earlier this evening. Ever since they'd gotten to the party.
A small spark of jealousy flared up in Jill's mind. Even though she'd been bored with her husband lately, she felt alarm. Suddenly her basic security was threatened.
"Having a good time, dear?" she asked, moving next to Hal, possessively taking his arm.
"Huh? Oh, yea… sure," Hal grunted. His eyes barely met hem, then swung back to the blonde. "Honey, I want you to meet Sue. Sue, this is my wife, Jill."
Hal seemed to be going through the introduction ritual purely out of habit. Jill had the idea he hardly knew she existed. Becoming angry, she debated causing some kind of mild scene. Nothing she'd have to be too embarrassed about later. Maybe she could just start talking to Hal about something intimate. Some topic that would automatically cut out Sue.
Then she saw Pat. He had come into the room, alone, she noticed. No one with him. His dark, lively eyes swept over the group, met her, and stayed put. She felt a little thrill as she saw he was looking at her in recognition – and with pleasure.
Well, two could play Hal's game. "See you later, dear," she murmured, letting go of his arm.
She let herself drift through the crowd, apparently aimlessly, saying hello here and there, finally ending up close enough to Pat so one of them would have to acknowledge the other.
Pat spoke first. "Hello, Jill," he said.
For a skinny guy, he certainly was sexy. Or so Jill thought. There was something so alive about him. So direct and sensual in the frank way his eyes slid approvingly up and down her lush figure. She felt a funny little flutter in her belly. As if she was about to get fucked.
"Hi," she said wishing she could think of something witty to say. But it wasn't necessary. Pat's eyes on her body told her that. For the first time in her life, she found herself approving of a man lusting after her for her body. She didn't give a damn whether or not he thought she had a brain in her head. All that mattered was the desire showing so plainly in both their eyes.
Hey, wait! she warned herself. You're a married woman! Jill felt a hint sinking inside herself as she faced that fad straight on. Her intense sexual attraction to Pat could never materialize as anything but fantasy.
Well, then, let fantasy reign. For the rest of the evening she'd pretend she and Pat had a sexual future. And she could see Hal glancing over at her. His eyes narrowed as he saw her standing with Pat. Serve him right if he got a little jealous, the lecher, with that damned blonde, Sue!
The rest of the evening passed very pleasantly for Sue, lost in conversation with Pat. She found him very interesting to talk to. Several times she tried to figure out why she found him sexy. She finally decided it was because he so openly desired her, in such a boyish, innocent way. His whole being said, in a friendly voice, "I'd like to fuck you!" Her whole being shouted back, "Me, too!"
Finally it was time to go home. Jill saw Hal squeeze Sue's hand before he left her, on his way to his wife. Now it was Jill's turn to introduce Pat to her husband. The two men shook hands, friendly enough, but with that strange male reserve, like two dogs cautiously sniffing at one another's genitals. They bath knew there was a woman between them.
On the way home, Hal was quiet most of the trip. So was Jill. Her thoughts were full of Pat.
"That guy, Pat looks like a nice guy," Hal finally said.
"He is," Jill murmured absently.
"It seems to me you're really attracted to him." Jill's head jerked up. Such directness she hadn't expected. "No more than you are to that Sue!" she snapped.
Hal smiled wryly. He had expected that. It was true. He definitely was attracted to Sue. What a build, what a set of tits! And she had made it clear she was also attracted to him. That there was a good chance they might end up in bed together. The very thought of sinking his cock in Sue's golden body made Hal catch his breath.
But she had also made it clear to him she wasn't going to fuck him unless it was all right with his wife. "I'm no home wrecker, and I don't sneak around," Sue had said flatly. A woman who knew her own mind.
When Hal had noticed the attention Jill and Pat were paying to one another, an idea had slowly formed in her head. Why not let Jill sleep with Pat? Then she couldn't complain if he made it with Sue. He had a friend, Harry. Married to a good-looking wife, who went in for swapping. He'd told Hal all about it. At the time, Hal hadn't been able to imagine how he could control his natural jealousy enough to let someone else fuck his wife.
But his lust for Sue was making him willing to give and take. A lot. Also, it hadn't been lost on him that something had gone out of their marriage. Some of the excitement. Maybe a kinky situation like he was thinking of might make the difference.
"Don't get me wrong," he said to Jill. "I don't mind at all. I meant it when I said he was a nice guy. I liked seeing you with him." Which wasn't completely true. Hal still had a little residual jealousy.
Jill was confined. What the hell was Hal getting at? Having been caught in her open admiration of Pat, and still smarting over the way Hal had literally drooled all over Sue, Jill was feeling very defensive.
"What would you think…" Hal started to say, "what would you think if I said it was all right me if you… sleep with him?" There! He'd said it!
Jill's eyes opened wide. First with surprise, then with horror. Instant paranoia flooded through her. Hal was trying to get rid of her!
"I… I think that's the most disgusting thing I've ever heard!" she choked out. "You… you just want to get rid of me so you can sleep with that… that creature, Sue!" she gasped. "Hal, I don't know how you can be so crude!"
Vainly Hal tried to reassure his pretty young wife, toil her his feelings about the declining state of their marriage. Or at least their sex life. But Jill wouldn't even talk to him. They rode the rest of the way back to their house in tense silence. Jill made a big show of getting extra bedding and setting herself up on the couch. Hal begged her a couple of times to come to bed with him, but finally angrily stomped off alone into the bedroom.
Jill was so upset it was impossible for her to go to sleep. Besides, the couch was uncomfortable. More than once she nearly decided to give up her protest and join Hal in their big comfortable bed.
But she was genuinely horrified at what he had proposed. What particularly upset her was that his suggestion she go ahead and fuck Pat was exactly what she herself wanted to do. Her whole body ached for it, and now, her last reason not to, the faithfulness she owed to her husband, had been removed by her husband and herself.
She just couldn't accept what Hal had proposed. In her mind, if she did, then she would be liable to the same treatment. Hal could run right out and fuck Sue. For the fist time in a long time, Jill realized how much the unthinking stability of her marriage meant to her. And now it was being threatened by dangerous, unsettling innovations the house quieted down around Jill. From the bedroom she heard Hal's soft snoring. The bastard! Sleeping while she agonized on the couch!
In the silence, Jill's mind began to wander. Without any warning, she found herself thinking about Pat again, and his imagined cock. The cock she had never seen in real life. Now it was possible. There was no missing the open invitation in his eyes. All she had to do was let go, do what everyone else wanted her to do – Pat, her own husband, even Sue!
But she couldn't! It was all too new! Hal's casual suggestion threatened the whole pound of Jill's security!
Still, she couldn't stop thinking about Pat. And the more she thought about him, the hornier she got. A whole week with nothing up her cunt!
Jill was tempted to go into the bedroom and get Hal to fuck her. She could pretend it was Pat, like she'd done last time. But she'd be damned if she'd give Hal the satisfaction.
She thought about Pat again. About his sexy eyes. About the cock hidden inside his pants. Her cunt began to heat up, simmering like pudding on a stove. Damn! She had to do something!
She was hot, sweaty. Telling herself it was only to cool off, Jill wriggled out of her nightgown. She tried to relax under the thin sheet, but was too disturbingly aware of her sensitive cunt-lips rubbing together every time she moved.
What was worse, the sheet kept dragging across her nipples. They began to harden, poking up against the smooth material. Goose bumps broke out all over the nervous young wife's body. Oooohhh, her tits felt so sensitive!
She wondered how it would be to have Pat running his hands over their tender roundness, his fingers tweaking her hotly swollen nipples.
Without realizing she was doing it, Jill began to caress her own tits. "Mmmmm," she sighed as her palms glided over the tips of the erotically swollen globes. Her nipples throbbed with delight.
"Oooohhh, Pat," she sighed.
With a start, she realized she'd spoken out loud. Jill held her breath, wondering if Hal had heard. But his snores continued, peaceful and undisturbed. She remembered what a sound sleeper he was.
Jill's fingers began to dig into the soft flesh of her big tits. She no longer fought the intense feelings zinging through her body. Her thoughts of Pat became more vivid the harder she mauled her.
The sheet slipped lower as Jill writhed beneath it, until it was nearly down to her crotch. She felt the edge dragging across the upper fringes of her pussy hair, reminding Jill that her cunt needed attention, too. The more she aroused her throbbing tits, the hotter her pussy became.
"Ohhhhhh… damn!" Jill moaned.
She knew she couldn't fight it. She knew she was going to masturbate, right there on the living-room couch with her husband asleep in the other room. And every moment of it she was going to think about Pat!
Jill kept one hand working at her tit. The other stole lower, gliding over her trembling, naked belly, until it ran into the sheet. She pushed it onto the floor, totally baring her body. Then she reached down and pressed the tips of her fingers against her pussy-mound.
"Mmmmmnnnn," she sighed as a thrill of pleasure shot through her cunt.
For the next few minutes Jill stroked her outer pussy-lips, feeling the inner slit grow hotter and wetter. Only when she felt pussy juice gushing out of her cunt, running down onto the insides of her thighs, did she finally part her legs and work one fingertip up into her seething slit, her finger squishing through a sea of hot fragrant wetness.
"Uuuunnnggghhh," Jill moaned as her finger made contact with her tender inner tissues. She let the tip slide under her tender inner labes, softly stroking their sensitive softness. Her fingers slid easily through the well-lubricated channel.
Jill was teasing herself, putting off the moment when her finger would finally head straight for the bull's-eye – her impatiently waiting clit. She moved her fingertip higher, right up to the base of the wild sensitive little nub. She spread her legs wide, opening up her gash farther. She sensed the rosy tip of her clit pop out from behind its protective covering.
"Aaaaahhh," Jill moaned as she finally glided her slippery fingertip over the top of her throbbing love-button. Her body jerked convulsively as a bolt of pure pleasure rocketed through her cunt.
Ooooohhhh, God, it would be wonderful to have Pat touching her like this, stroking her pussy-slit, getting her ready… ready to fuck!
Jill tried to visualize Pat lying next to her on the couch, his naked body pressed close to hers. She pretended one of the upholstery buttons on the back of the couch was the tip of hit swollen prick, jabbing demandingly into her side. The prick that would soon stab far-up into her hungry cunt.
Her cunt! Jill switched her finger from her glowing clit and slid it eagerly down the well-greased track of her pussy-slit. It caught in the opening to her cunt. She felt her pussy-hole flower open a little, hot and pulsing aching to be filled.
"Uuuummmm," Jill sighed as her finger slipped up into her cunt. She felt her hot wet pussy wails pulsing eagerly around her intruding finger. She began to finger-fuck herself, slowly sliding her finger in and out, shoving it as far up into her asshole as it would go.
Which wasn't far. Her finger was woefully tort. A lot shorter than a cock. And a lot thinner. That pert she could do something about. She slipped mother finger up into her cat beside the first. And when her pussy had gotten ad to that, a third. Soon, she was literally fist-fucking herself, four fingers ramming steadily up into her cunt.
"Mmmmm… Pat," she whispered, trying to pretend it was Pat's cock skewering up into her shuddering snatch. But it was a hard pretense to keep up… unless she wanted to believe Pat had a tort thick cock only four inches long.
Her fingers just weren't long enough! The upper reaches of her pussy screamed for attention, but her groping fingertips couldn't roach.
She needed something longer. Something that would ram pleasure all the way up to her womb. But what?
Thai she remembered. Just a couple of days to go a brush salesman had come to the door. To get rid of him, Jill had finally agreed to buy a dish mop. A dish mop with soft strands, but most important of all – a long plastic handle.
Jill pulled her dripping fingers from her cunt. Getting to her feet a little shakily, she went into the kitchen. The dish mop was just where she had left it, in the back of a drawer, still unwed.
She pulled it out, examining it, turning it over and over with trembling fingers. Oh, yes! It would do. The handle was about eight or nine inches long, smooth and slick, about the same thickness as a good-sized cock. And thank God it was plastic. Jill would have been afraid to use it if it had a wooden handle. Splinters.
Trying not to think how ridiculous she must look, Jill carried her new lover, the dish mop, back to the couch. She lay down on her back and spread her legs. Cold air gushed up into her open wet cunt.
The trembling young woman worked the broad tip of the dish-mop handle up between her pussy-lips. She flinched. It was cold. So unlike a warm, living cock.
The dish-mop handle went into her cunt fairly easily, especially after she smeared a little pussy juice over its smooth plastic length.
"Uuuunnnhhhh," Jill moaned as she slowly rammed the cold hard shaft up into her pussy-hole.
She felt herself being spread open to accommodate the odd dildo she was shoving up her cunt. God, it was so long! It seemed to slide in forever, inch after inch, until at last she felt the rounded tip stretching the hr end of her pussy-channel.
There was still a little bit of the shaft sticking out. And of course, the mop-head. It protruded from between her legs, a fluffy white man, a little like a rabbit's tail. She could get a good hold on it the soft mop-head wasn't likely to slip in her grasp.
Jill started experimenting. Oooohhh, it felt good as she slowly moved the dish-mop handle in and out of her trembling cunt. She had so much control! She could decide how deep it was ping to go up into her shuddering hole, how fast, at what angle.
For a while she even rotated it, spinning the shaft between her fingers, twirling it around and around up inside her snatch.
Low, whimpering cries of delight bubbled from the brunette's throat. This was wonderful! But then she realized she'd forgotten her first intentions – to pretend the dish mop was Pat's cock!
"Oooohhhh, lover, fuck me!" Jill panted a she began fucking her kitchen mop harder and harder into her creaming cunt. "Mmmmm, Pat, shove your hard cock all the way up to my tonsils!"
Jill had both hands on the dish mop now ramming it fiercely in and out of her steaming pussy-hole. She'd never had anything rammed so far up her snatch before. She could do anything to herself she wanted!
Jill took one hand from the dish mop and began stroking her clit again, at the same time keeping the plastic shaft chugging in and out of her cunt with the other hand.
"Oh, God, I can't stand it!" she babbled. "It's all too much!"
Jill's entire cuntal area burned and glowed. Her finger against her clit, her cunt full of mop-handle. A wild excitement grew, far up inside her belly.
"Pat… baby… I'm… I'm going to cum!" Jill whimpered.
Her finger flew faster and faster over her clit. She pounded the mop-handle as far up into her cunt as it would go.
She was almost going to beg Pat to cum with her, when she remembered his cock was only the lifeless plastic handle of a cheap dish mop. Nothing would come spurting out its smooth tip. No warm sperm would flood into her thirsty cunt.
No matter. It felt wonderful anyhow. Almost defiantly, Jill dug the fingers of both hands into the soft mop again, and screwed it as far up into her shuddering pussy as it would go.
It was almost as if the tip of it broke through some invisible inner barrier. Something let loose far up inside Jill's womb and she was cumming.
"Mmmnnnggghhh!" she moaned, gritting her teeth, trying not to cry out, afraid she would wake Hal and he would catch her in the midst of her lewd mop-fucking. Because she knew she wouldn't stop. Not even if he were standing right over her, staring down in shock.
But it was no good and she knew it. She had lost control near the end, when the only thing that mattered was how hard she could ram the mop-handle up into her screaming gash. She'd either have to fuck Pat for real, or push him out of her mind.
For a moment she thought, Why not? Go ahead and fleck Pat. Even your husband says he doesn't mind!
But such a big step. To suddenly decide to toss away her marriage vows. To open up her marriage to new and dangerous forces. Who know how she and Hal would feel about one another, when both of them were out fucking other people?
Because she had no doubt, once she had fucked Pat, that Hal would be all over Sue. She still didn't know it wouldn't be the first time he'd been unfaithful to her.
What to do? Wearily, Jill started to sit up, but a sharp twinge reminded her the dish mop was still stuck up her cunt. She slowly drew it out. It came loose with a wet sucking sound. She looked at the mop. The handle was shiny with her cunt juice. The soft head had turned soggy and smelled like pussy.
"Ugh!" Jill said. A sudden burst of anger swept over her, and she threw the dish mop across the room.



CHAPTER THREE


The next few days passed like a bad dream for Jill. She lived in a perpetual haze of indecision. Her horny, hungry cunt told her to go out and fuck Pat. Her frightened mind warned her of the horrible consequences, never spelled out in detail, but even more frightening in their vagueness.
Then one day it happened. She ran into Pat when she was out shopping.
"Jill!" she heard behind her on the street.
Spinning around, she saw Pat smiling at her, his eyes already at work on her body, trying to pry underneath her clothing.
Jill could hardly reply. She felt weak. It was as if temptation had crept up behind her and slugged the back of her head. Sandbagged.
"W-What are you doing here?" she stammered. Pat looked puzzled. "I've got the day off," he said. "Just out doing a few errands." His face creased in a smile. "Hey, how about joining me in a drink?"
Jill tried to refuse politely, but Pat kept pressing. She finally accepted, partly because she was beginning to realize how badly she needed a drink.
They went to a small bar. The first drink soothed her tremendously. Jill found herself enjoying being with Pat. Out by herself with a sexy man. Fortunately, in a nice safe public place.
The alcohol filled her with a warm glow. She became aware of Pat's knee pushing against her thigh. She pushed back, thrilled. Her pussy began to grow warm and moist. She could feel it steaming underneath the tight crotch band of her panties. So nice to be teased and tease back a little, and really, so harmless.
"You know, I don't even know where you live," she said to Pat. The conversation had been growing cautiously personal. She saw that Pat wasn't as threatening as she'd thought he was. In fact, in daylight, he scented a little shy.
Pat's eyes lit up. "I have a fabulous place!" he enthused. "Just moved into it the other day. It's on top of a hill, really private, with a fabulous, all around. Want to see it?"
Jill realized she'd trapped herself. "Well… I don't know…"
But the alcohol had given her false courage. She felt she was up to handling any moral challenge that came her way while she was with Pat. Or, so at least she told herself.
Pat's house turned out to be all he'd told her. A snug little bachelor pad on a large piece of ground, the city spread out below. Jill was genuinely impressed. She went the rounds of the big picture windows, exclaiming at the view.
But out of the corner of her eyes, she was acutely aware of the big bed in one corner. It had a spread made of some kind of fin. She wondered how it would feel on a naked back, then sternly warned herself against such thoughts.
Pat made a pass at her, reaching out to take Jill in his anus. She moved away, trying to make it look accidental, but her heart was beginning to hammer. She knew she should leave, ask Pat to take back to her car. But her body ached to stay.
Pat seemed to give up for a while. He turned to other delights. "Like to smoke a little weed?" he asked. "I bought some really good stuff the other day."
"Well… I don't know…" she said dubiously.
Neither she nor Hal were much into smoking marijuana. A little now and then when their more hip friends made an offering.
But it was a diversion, a chance to give herself time to think, to collect her scattered wits. Her body was almost shaking with desire from being so close to the man she'd wanted so long.
Pat was already rolling a joint. She watched how nimbly his fingers moved. Wondered if they'd be as light and sure stroking her clit, her nipples. A shudder shook the confused brunette's body.
Jill smoked when Pat lit up the joint and passed it to her. The acrid fumes at first made her cough. But slowly, she felt the drug seep into her bloodstream. Suddenly, she was split into two parts – an eager, sex-starved body, and a disembodied mind, coolly watching everything that was happening.
She felt so detached. Even when Pat put the half-smoked roach down and came up to her. He pulled her up from her chair by the hands. She came willingly enough. Then his arms were around her. She felt her tits give as they pushed into his hard chest. His mouth was only inches from hers.
Then they were kissing, Pat's tongue worming deep into her mouth.
Jill's mind watched her body respond, shared every sharp, intense sensation, but did nothing to interfere. Pat's leg worked in between her thighs, opening her legs up, his thigh pressing demandingly against her cunt.
Jill felt signals of pleasure pouring up from her cunt, radiating slowly throughout her body. She knew she should stop Pat when he began to unbutton her blouse. But "should" didn't seem to have any real meaning any more. His fingers slipped underneath her bra, seeking out her nipples. Slow waves of feeling throbbed through her body as he fondled her quickly hardening nipples. She could feel each throb as a slow, separate wave of feelings.
Neither of them had so far said a word since Pat first took hold of her. Jill heard a funny rushing sound, and only slowly realized it was the sound of her own panting breath.
"Mmmmnnn," she finally sighed as Pat reached down and stuck a hand up underneath her skirt.
She flinched as she felt his fingers pawing at the front of her panties. He started rubbing her pussy through the slick nylon material.
I'm giving up, Jill told herself. I'm going to let him fuck me. That's the way everyone seems to want it. Why fight?
To Pat's surprise, Jill suddenly spread her legs as far apart as she could and still maintain her balance. Her crotch was now wide open to his fumbling fingers.
Pat was a lot shier than Jill had realized. He had been very impressed with the beautiful young brunette when he'd first seen her at the party. He'd been suave enough then, making it clear right from the first he wanted to fuck her. Not crudely. Just letting her know by her manner, and the open way he admired her body that he desired her.
And she'd seemed to respond in kind. It was one thins though, to play a parlor game of seduction at a cocktail party, and another to have the real live willing woman in his arms. Pat grew a little timid when he smoked dope. Jill's eager spreading of her legs had surprised him.
But he meant to go ahead. He meant to fuck the beautiful woman panting against him, her body spited tightly to his.
"God, I think it's hot in heft!" he blurted out. "Are you hot?"
"Oh, yes!" Jill panted. "Let's take our clothes off!"
Pat was surprised. It was all suddenly going so fast. For something like three weeks he'd been tying to get into Jill's pants, never really believing it was going to happen. And now, she was suddenly ready, obviously begging to be fucked!
Pat gulped as Jill stood back, her arms at her side. He wondered what she was going to do now.
"Well… aren't you going to undress me?" she asked throatily, her dark eyes shining with excitement.
Oh, Jesus! To get at the tits poking out the front of her blouse! It was already partly unbuttoned, the deep deft between her tits disappearing down into her bra.
Pat unbuttoned the rest of Jill's blouse, then fumblingly pulled it from her. Then he reached around behind the quietly smiling brunette, struggling with the catch of her brassiere. He'd never been very talented at this part of the seduction game. He bated all brassiere catches with a passion. They never seemed to open for him.
Finally, it was Jill who had to reach around behind her back and unfasten the clasp. Her bra peeled from her full tits like a glove. Pat stared at the big, pink-tipped globes, dancing and swaying erotically as Jill moved.
"Jesus!" he biased.
Forgetting everything else but the lush tits bouncing nakedly in front of his staring eyes, Pat reached out and sank his fingers into their resilient softness.
"Mmmmm," Jill sighed.
The dope had made her so sensitive. Pat's hands on her tits felt wonderful. Soft waves of feeling ran down from her mauled tits, through her belly, and into her loins. Her cunt spasmed eagerly.
Pat knelt in front of Jill, made her bend down a little and began sucking and licking her tits.
"Aaanhhhh," Jill moaned happily.
Her tits felt twice their normal size, hotly alive, trembling with pleasure. She watched Pat take his mouth from one nipple and move it to the next. The nipple he'd just left was shiny with his saliva.
And swollen hard as a pebble. Jill placed her hands at the sides of her tits, and pushed in and up, thrusting them forward towards Pat's hungry lips. Once she got going, there was nothing at all sexually shy about Jill.
Pat was so engrossed in Jill's beautiful tits that for the time being he forgot about the rest of her. Then he slowly became aware of a heady, rich odor, wafting up from the excited brunette's crotch. It was her pussy juice bubbling out in a slow steady stream.
Kneeling as he was, it was easy for Pat to reach up under Jill's skirt and pull down her panties. His eager fingers slid up between her thighs, heading for her now-naked cunt. Once again, Jill helped by spreading her legs. Pat, who had been pushing against a soft hairy mass of spongy crotch-flesh, suddenly felt her cunt open up. His finger slipped up into her hot, wet pussy-slit.
"Ooohhhh," Jill whimpered.
At last! Pat's fingers were in her snatch. It was all going to happen. He was going to fuck her!
Soaking his finger in Jill's cunt juice, Pat slowly slipped it up and down the trembling wife's hot slit. When he was sure his finger was as slippery as it would get, he carefully worked it up into her waiting cunt. One knuckle deep, two, then all the way to his palm.
He got more reaction than he'd expected. As soon as Jill felt her lover's finger slip up into her twat, after weeks of seemingly hopeless waiting, she literally exploded. Jill had one of the quickest, most savage orgasms of her life.
"Aaaaaa!" she choked out.
Her head twisted back, her eyes wide-open but unseeing. Her crotch pounded forward wildly, driving against Pat's impaling finger. Hot gushes of pussy juice shot out over his hand. The girl's entire torso writhed and twisted, for five, maybe six seconds. Then she relaxed, putting her hands on Pat's shoulders to steady herself. She was shaking all over.
"When are you going to fuck me?" she panted, for as intense as her quickie orgasm had been, her body craved cock. A rigid pulsing shaft ramming up into her horny cunt.
Pat was stunned. Never before in his life had he met a woman like this. Jill's very sexuality overwhelmed him. He knew he was going to have a hell of a lot on his hands when it finally came time to pound his prick up into her snug pussy-hole. The same pussy-hole so snugly wrapped around his finger. He could feel its powerful internal muscles clasping and unclasping, sucking at his hand.
Jill began tearing at her skirt. It fell in a heap around her thighs, trapped by Pat's arm. He had to pull his finger out of her twat before she could completely kick tee of the brief garment. His finger came out with a wet sucking sound, the lewdest he'd ever heard.
Jill was now completely naked. Pat stood up, backing away to get a good look at her.
"My God!" he murmured.
She was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. Lushly, beautifully built, honey-dark skin, full, solid tits, an in curving waist flaring out into rich hips and thighs. And a perfect triangle of flossy brown pussy hair pointing straight down at her cunt.
Jesus. I'm going to fuck that! Pat thought incredulously.
This gorgeous, sexy woman was waiting for him to shove his aching cock up into the snug cunt his finger had been investigating. Maybe she'd cum like that again, going wild, as soon as his prick made its way up into her box. If she did, he doubted he could hold her down. She was obviously strong as hell.
"Aren't you going to take your clothes off?" Jill purred, coming close to Pat and unbuttoning his shirt.
When he was naked to the waist, she teasingly dragged her erect nipples under his chest. Pat thought he was going to pass out.
Jill's fingers were at his belt. Then unzipping his fly. He felt his pants dropping, leaving him naked except for his shorts. Automatically he kicked his pants any from his ankles.
Jill looked eagerly at the bulge inside Pat's tort. Disappointed, she saw it wasn't very big. Well, maybe his cock just wasn't hard yet. She'd take care of that.
Pat was becoming so self-conscious about the eager way Jill was staring at his crotch that he insisted upon turning around to take off his shorts.
Jill took the hint. She demurely turned, and lay on the bed. The soft fur of the cover felt wonderfully erotic against her naked back. Just like she'd thought it would when she first came into the room. Now she knew she'd intended to fuck Pat from the first. At least her body had. And it had forced her mind to follow.
She caught sight of Pat's lean, naked body as he launched himself onto the bed next to her. She couldn't make out whether his cock was any harder.
He was really thin, she thought as she felt him press against her. How different he was going to feel from Hal.
Jill's arms wrapped around Pat's shoulders as he once again buried his face in her lush tits. Jill was lying on her back, legs slightly spread, arching her back a little to thrust her tits up against Pat's slavering mouth. He was on his stomach, his cock buried underneath him.
Thrills rippled through Jill's body as Pat licked and slurped at her tits. Her nipples were so swollen they hurt a little. But it was a good hun.
When's he going to fuck me? Jill kept wondering.
She was ready to go. Still, she sighed happily when Pat laid one hand against her pussy-mound and began to play. She spread her thighs eagerly. His finger slipped up into her pussy slit again.
"Oooohhhh!" the turned-an brunette moaned.
Pat had found her clit this time. His agile fingers danced and flicked over the highly sensitive little nubbin. Jill's hips jerked helplessly upward. God, he was making her feel good! Ready to fuck! Wild to fuck!
Pat shoved a finger up her pussy-hole. Jill felt herself opening up. Pat inserted another finger, and another. Soon, he was finger-fucking her so hard his hand slapped loudly against her pussy-mound.
"Mmmmnnn… that's the way, lover! Oooohhhh, yes!" Jill crooned. "You're making me feel wonderful! So hot! Now fuck me!"
Jill tried to roll Pat over on top of her. He resisted, but finally propped himself up on his side, facing her. Jill's hand greedily reached out for his cock.
Limp as a rag. The surprised young woman found herself holding about three inches of soft, floppy prick. My God! Couldn't he get it up?
Pat read the panic in Jill's eyes. He flushed beet-red. "I… I'm sorry," he said miserably. "You're so fucking beautiful, and I've wanted you for so long… It's just all too much."
Jill was horrified. Oh. God! She wasn't going to get fucked! She'd heard of situations like this, where the man was so frantically eager that his entire body seized up. This was one of those times.
Despair flooded the young housewife's soul. But the look of total misery on Pat's face told her he felt even worse about it than she did. Jill felt suddenly full of compassion.
"That's okay," she said. "Another time." She felt like Earth Mother, lying naked and fertile, sexual power oozing from every pore. Too much power. She'd shorted Pat out.
She began stroking him gently, then placed his hand back on her tits, happy at least to have her nipples paid attention to. Pat looked immensely relieved. He'd been expecting scorn from Jill, blame.
"This… this has never happened to me before," he stammered. "Maybe it's the dope… maybe…"
"Just take it easy," Jill said soothingly.
She wanted to tell him she was so miserably horny she felt like crying. She wanted to ask him if he had a friend with a big hard cock, who could come over and fuck her. His foreplay had brought her to a peak of sexual readiness like she'd never experienced before. She wanted to scream!
But good breeding made Jill grit her teeth and ft continue making soothing sounds. Fortunately, it paid off.
Encouraged that he wouldn't have to immediately go and cut his throat in shame, Pat started scooting lower on the bed. "Hard-on or no hard-on, there's still one thing I can do," he said, grinning up at Jill.
"Hey! What're you doing?" Jill demanded as Pat began wriggling his shoulders in between her legs, which wasn't hard, because he was really very thin.
"I'm gonna eat your snatch," Pat mumbled. "I'm gonna tongue your pussy until you go out of your fucking mind."
Oh, Jesus, more foreplay, Jill thought despairingly. He was going to get her so hot she'd have an epileptic stroke. But he seemed so eager to please she hated to stop him. Resignedly, the disappointed young woman spread her legs for him.
Then she was glad she had. The most knowingly alive mouth she'd ever felt pressed itself against her cunt.
"Ahhhh!" Jill yelped. Her body spumed powerfully at Pat's tongue lanced up into her stunned pussy-slit.
Jill lost all sense of time and place. Her body was a big tuning fork on which Pat's mouth was playing a melody. For the time being she forgot her intense desire to be fucked. All that mattered were the incredible feelings Pat was lapping into her cunt.
Pat was surprised. He had been a little nervous about gluing his mouth to Jill's match, remembering how wildly she had spasmed when he'd fist dipped a finger up her twat. He was worried she might buck so hard she'd break his neck.
But Jill's hips moved slowly, languorously, her cunt twisting sensually up against his slavering mouth. He had all the time in the world to work on her honey-sweet clit. Jesus, but she had a nice cunt!
With his face buried in pussy-flesh, Pat stared upward, over the soft curse of Jill nervously fluttering belly to the high mounds of her tits. Pink-tipped little mountain peaks. He slid his hands up over her loins, reaching high until he had cupped a lush, swollen tit in each hand. His fingers worked on the nipples while his mouth was full of cunt.
Pat paid a lot of attention to Jill's clit at first, lightly licking the swollen little sex-bud. It felt to Jill like someone brushing her cunt with a live electric wire. Little tremors of pure joy rippled over her skin. Then Pat shoved his tongue straight up her pussy-hole, as far in as it would go.
"Uuh… uuh… uuuh…" Jill panted.
Pat rammed his tongue up into her cunt rhythmically, as if it were a small wet, cock. It drove Jill wild, because while it felt good, the deeper recesses of her snatch screamed for attention.
When he had Jill almost crazy with desire, Pat shifted back to her clit. This time he actually sucked the taut little mound right into his mouth, clasping it gently between his lips while his tongue stabbed repeatedly against the tip. At the same time, he shoved a finger far up into Jill's cunt, right beneath his cunt-juice slippery chin.
"AAAAaaahhhhh!" Jill wailed.
She didn't know how much more she could stand. Pat was a master cunt-licker. Again and again he brought Jill to the brink of orgasm, and then he would change his attack, lessening the pressure, leaving Jill hanging at about thirty thousand feet. At first it drove her nuts. But gradually, a slow deep arousal began to replace her previous hair trigger readiness. She knew she could go on forever, more turned-on than she'd ever been in her life.
The longer Pat kept his face buried between Jill's lush thighs, the more comfortable he felt with her gorgeous body. He had her at his mercy now. Feeling her squirm and twist underneath his cunt-lashing tongue, he sensed a difference in his own body.
His cock was getting hard.
Very, very slowly. But he could feel it tingling and growing, throbbing in response to the sensual writhings of Jill's beautiful naked form.
He reached down with one hand and began jacking himself off. It helped. His cock got bigger and bigger, until at last it was fully erect.
Suddenly, just when Jill was teetering on the edge of an orgasm again, Pat pulled his mouth away from her cunt.
"Oooohhhh, not now!" she whimpered. "Don't stop!"
"Enough cunt-eating, baby. I got something better for you," Pat crowed. With his cock hard, all his self-confidence had come back. "I'm gonna stick my cock up your cunt and fuck your brains out!"
Jill looked down wonderingly. Compared to Hal's huge, rock-hard joint, Pat's dick looked pretty small potatoes.
"Are you sure its hard?" she asked innocently, then wished she'd kept her mouth shut. It was a cock and she'd better not scare it away again.
"Sure, it's hard," Pat growled, massaging his swollen prick with one hand. "Open up and say ah baby. I'm a comin' in!"
Pat fell hungrily on Jill's lush body. He guided the tip of his cock up into her pussy-slit. There was a moment's fumbling until he found her cunt-hole, but then hewn in, ramming his cock in as far as it would go.
"Oooohhh," Jill sighed with relief.
At last she had a cock up her cunt! Not the world's champion cock, for sure, but a warm, alive cock, stroking pleasure into her love-starved cunt!
On second thought, as Pat hunched his prick in and out other hot slippery hole, Jill supposed Pat's prick was long enough. It was just that it was so rubbery and flexible. Not as iron-hard as Hal's. Jill had been fucking one man for so long she'd forgotten that cocks come in all sizes, shapes, and textures.
But, rubbery or not, Pat knew how to use his prick! He stroked it creatively up into her snatch, sometimes coming in a little from one side, sometimes circling up from the bottom, or best of all, striking deep into her cunt and holding it there, flexing the bulbous cock-head.
"Oh, yes, lover! Fuck my brains out! Do anything you want with me." Jill panted.
At last it was happening. She had made the break, fucked someone other than Hal. And she was glad! How exciting to have this wonderfully different cock slithering in and out of her cunt. She had to admit, Hal had a somewhat more exciting cock, but nobody could eat pussy the way Pat did. She'd be willing to bet on that.
Pat put his hands under Jill's ass-cheeks and lifted up. He was amazingly strong. Jill felt her loins press tightly against Pat's pelvis. With her cunt tipped upward, he pined another inch into her steaming depths.
"Oh, yes! Yes, keep it up! Ram it all the way into my cunt… I think I'm going to cum!"
After such a long, tremendous build-up, the actual fucking seemed a little anticlimactic to both Pat and Jill. They were both already on the edge. Jill felt Pat's prick harden a little inside her cunt.
She knew he was about to cum. Funny, his face didn't get wild like Hal's did when he was ready to shoot his load. A thoughtful, almost dreamy expression creased Pat's features. Only at the last moment did she feel his body spasm with pleasure.
Pat mashed his mouth down against Jill's as his cock began to spit jism up into her twat. She could taste her own pussy juice on his lips. It excited her wildly, knowing that was what her cunt tasted like, and knowing Pat was cumming up inside her horny snatch. Her own orgasm started.
"Oh! Oh! Oooohhhh!" Jill wailed, her body thrashing suddenly out of control.
The orgasm Pat had artfully denied her for so long crashed over her like an avalanche. Her eyes rolled back a little, showing a lot of white. Her hands clenched wildly at the furred cover. Her legs stuck out straight, quivering.
"Let 'er rip, honey," Pat panted as he felt of his sperm, combined with Jill's girl-cum, spraying out of her cunt, soaking into his pubic hair. A real snapping pussy!
Even though he'd finished cumming, Pat kept ramming his slowly shrinking cock as far as it would go up inside Jill's convulsing pussy, until at last she flopped back, exhausted.
"Please… no more!" she begged. All she wanted to do was get her breath back.
After a decent interval, Pat rolled from Jill's sated body. She lay breathing heavily, her eyes shining.
"Did you like it?" Pat asked smugly, knowing damned well she had. He'd redeemed his initial failure to get it up.
Had she liked it? Jill found the question almost absurd. Her whole being throbbed with fulfillment. Not only had she been fucked until her body had exploded into orgasm, but she had finally made the plunge, stepping outside her marriage for sex. Jill searched her mind for guilt, but could find nothing but an exhilarating sense of freedom.
"I loved it," she said throatily, reaching down and gently squeezing Pat's limp cock.



CHAPTER FOUR


Hal knew almost at once. One look at Jill's glowing face as she came in the door, the jaunty, sensual swing of her hips told him she'd fucked Pat.
He'd expected to feel elated, because now he could fuck Sue. But instead, Hal underwent an immediate twinge of jealousy. Something he had so far possessed solely, had been used by another man. His territorial instinct flared alive. He felt intensely competitive.
"Well, how was it?" he asked, almost jeeringly. He tried to smile but it came out more a leer.
"How was what?" Jill gasped.
My God! How could Hal have found out? Had he been following her? She was immediately filled with dread. She'd sinned; now she'd have to pay for it. Part of her fear was caused by the last lingering aftereffects of the marijuana. Her brain was still fogged.
"How was your fuck? I mean, how was old Pat? He got a big cock?"
Jill's dismay slowly turned to anger. After all, Hal was one of the ones who'd encouraged her to do this. How dare he question her now!
"Not as big as yours," she answered. "But he really knows how to use it. He's good with his tongue, too."
Jill could tell by the sudden bulging of Hal's eyes that she'd stabbed deep. She began to feel a little ashamed of herself. And a little nervous. A hard, determined look came over Hal's usually placid face. The image of his wife, lying naked, moaning under another man's tongue, having her twat stuffed full of a stranger's cock filled his mind. A sudden fierce blast of desire swept over him. A sudden urge to demonstrate his ownership.
"So he hasn't got much of a cock, huh? Well, baby, you're in luck, because you're gonna get one hell of a lot of cock. Right here. Right now."
"Hey… now wait a moment," Jill said, backing away as Hal moved purposefully towards her. "I'm not in the mood."
Not only was she not in the mood, but her cunt was a little sore. She and Pat had fucked again after their momentous first coupling. The thought of having Hal's big cock shoved up her tender snatch made her cringe a little. And besides, her mind was still filled with warm memories of Pat.
But she knew there wasn't going to be any easy way of stopping Hal. Not without completely alienating him. His eyes looked a little crazy. She'd have to go along and let him do it to her, fuck her. She knew he was being driven by his male ego, and had learned long ago how difficult male egos could become once they were offended.
She didn't say anything. She didn't need to. Hal picked her up easily. From time to time she forgot how strong he was. Pat had been strong, too, but in a quick wiry way. Hal was all power. He carried her halfway across the room towards the dining room, her legs clamped around him to keep from slipping.
"Atta way, baby. You just keep those sweet thighs open. I'm gonna crawl right in between them," Hal mumbled, setting her down on the edge of the dining-room table, then pushing her over on her back, still fully clothed.
It slowly seeped into Jill's mind that she was going to get fucked by two different men in the same day. And the idea thrilled her. Suddenly, she felt immensely desired and desirable. It surprised her to feel her cunt heating up. She was suddenly, fiercely horny. Not particularly for Hal. Just to get fucked by two men in the same day.
Jill made no complaint when Hal pried her legs open and ripped her panties off, even though they were an expensive pair. Hal stared down at her cunt, still damp and tousled from Pat's eager fucking.
"Jesus, he sure left a mess," Hal grunted, wrinkling his face.
But, oddly enough, the knowledge that he was going to stick his cock up into a cunt full of another man's sperm turned him on a little. Made him feel competitive.
Hal stuck a couple of fingers up into Jill's twat. They went in easily. She was still wet and open from Pat's fucking. He watched little dribbles of cum squeeze out past his fingers as he thrust them carelessly in and out of his wife's oozing pussy-hole. His cock began to grow in his pants. It was going to be his turn to plow this fertile furrow in another few seconds.
Jill was surprised to hear herself panting again. She looked up in wonder at Hal. He was so unusually wild! His fingers hurt her cunt a little as he rammed them rather brutally deep up inside. Her sore cunt flinched, but loved every moment of his rough penetration.
There wasn't really any foreplay. Just enough time for Hal to explore his wife's cunt with his fingers, almost as if to make sure Pat hadn't left anything dangerous behind.
Then he unzipped his fly, fishing his swiftly swelling cock out into the open. He stood spraddle-legged, staring up his wife's gaping cunt as she lay on her back on the dining-room table. She still wore her clothes, except for her ruined panties. Her skirt was bunched up around her waist leaving her dark-fringed cunt bare. Her tits pushed the front of her blouse up and down as she breathed raggedly. Jill's eyes stared almost blankly down at her husband's bloated rod. It grew its last few inches as she watched, the dark blood pounding into the swollen head, turning it light purple.
Hal shuffled forward, picking up Jill's legs under the knees, holding one on either side of him, clamped tightly against his waist. She had to reach down herself and place the head of his cock up into her pussy-slit. She had just started to screw the tip into her twat, when Hal suddenly hunched forward, slamming his cock into her cunt with brutal force. He wanted to hurt her a little, make her remember his cock. Prove his mastery.
"Uuuummppphhh!" Jill grunted, the breath knocked out of her by the power of Hal's cock-thrust. She felt the swollen tip pushing ripples of flesh ahead of it, racing far up into her pussy-channel. She knew when it slammed against the far end. She felt herself stretching painfully.
But it was wildly exciting to be fucked this way, like she and Hal were two rutting animals, with the memory of Pat's rubbery but talented cock still fresh in her mind. Suddenly her sex life was rich again, exciting, thrilling.
"How do you like this, baby… some real cock?" Hal panted.
His hips churned forward powerfully, burying every inch of his cock again and again up into his wife's juicy snatch. He looked down, watching his cock slide in, pushing petaled pink flesh up into Jill's cunt ahead of it. Watching that same pink flesh cling lovingly to his white cock-shaft each time he pulled it back out, ready for another lunging thrust. His loins smacked wetly against Jill's wide-splayed, wet crotch.
"How do you like it, baby? How do you like it?" Hal kept repeating.
But Jill couldn't answer. All she said was a grunted "Uh… uh… uh…" every time she felt her belly filled with hard, pounding cock-meat. She was racing to orgasm, turned on by her husband's wild lust. Also, she was finding, the more she fucked, the hornier she became. Her second fuck with Pat had been wilder than the lint. She'd cum twice. Now, she knew she was going to really explode.
"Aaaaarhhh!" she wailed as her body bucked in orgasm.
It happened so fast it took Hal by surprise. He watched his wife's sleek belly suddenly suck inward, the muscles ridged up as she spumed wildly on the table top. Gouts of hot pussy juice sprayed out over the table cloth.
"Jesus God Almighty!" Hal whispered.
Just watching Jill cum filled his balls with hot pulsing fire. He knew he was on the way, too. What a shame she'd already shot her wad. He liked it when she came with him.
He reached down and grabbed her as, jerking it tightly upward, holding her quivering cunt lightly against his loins. Now he could dig his cock up into her gurgling depths a little deeper. Hal planted his feet firmly and started fucking as hard as he could. His cock swelled and swelled.
"Okay, baby! Get ready for my hot jism!" Hal panted. "It's on its way up into your sweet snatch."
"Ooooohhh, yes! Squirt it up into my snatch, Hal! Fill me with it! I want it! Yes! Yes!" Jill whimpered. Then it surprised Hal. "Oooohhhh! I'm cumming again! Cumming! Cuuummmiiinnggg!" As she felt her husband's boiling sperm jet up into her receptive pussy-hole, Jill felt another orgasm sweeping over her. She writhed wildly on the table-top. Thick ropes of Hal's sperm gushed back out her cunt, expelled by its wild internal working.
"Fuck… shit… piss!" Hal moaned, emptying his balls into Jill's cock-gobbling snatch. For the moment he forgot about Pat, forgot about Sue, forgot about anything but the hot bitch panting and moaning under his wild cock-strokes.
It had been such a spontaneous fuck. When it was over, when his balls had pumped themselves dry, Hal abruptly pulled his dripping cock from Jill's cunt and stuffed it back into his pants. Jill flinched a little when she felt her husband's big prick rasping out of her well-fucked cunt. She was really sore now. She knew, if she was going to enter wholeheartedly into full-scale promiscuity, she'd have to toughen up her crotch.
Jill got shakily from the table. She liked the feel of not wearing any panties, of having Hal's cum trickling down the insides of her thighs. She felt sexy, alive. Funny, though. Although she appreciated the wild fuck Hal had just given her, it was memories of Pat that made her belly flutter. Hal was an old familiar known quantity. Pat was excitingly new.
Then it occurred to Jill, like a thunderclap, that the would around her was filled with excitingly new men. If she chose, she could have all the Pats she wanted. Unless Hal interfered, that is. For the first time, Jill began to think of her husband as a possible roadblock. She looked at him narrowly, looking for indications in his face about how he felt.
But for the time being, Jill had nothing to worry about. Having just popped his nuts, and having no doubt that he'd proved to his wife that he was an infinitely better fuck than that skinny little bastard, Pat, Hal was riding high.
"Hey!" he said enthusiastically. "I've got an idea. Never could do anything about it before, but rye got this friend, goes in for wife-swapping and thing like that. Interested?"
Jill's eyes narrowed. Already she was being offered another new cock. Right out of the blue, and by her own husband.
"What's he look like?" she asked suspiciously.
"Oh, fine," Hal assured her. "Kind of a big guy. Lots of class, been around a lot. And has he got a knockout wife!"
Still throbbing from a hard day's fucking, still a little strange in the head from the dope, Jill decided to give it a try.
"Okay," she said cautiously. "Well go out with them. But I want to make it clear right now. If I don't like him, no go!"
"Yeah… yeah… it's a deal," Hal said. He thought a moment. "But you'd better make up your mind before I get in his wife's pants. That'd really pin him off. Hey! Isn't this something? Us talking together about fucking other people and all?"
Jill was unimpressed. Just eager for new cock. She'd discovered a way to really live again. She hoped Hal's friend was as interesting as Pat. Then she realized something.
"Hey! What's this guy's name?" she asked.
"Harry. And his wife's name is Anne. Boy, what a piece of tail she is!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Jill flinched every time Harry came near her. Which was often. She and Hal were out with Harry and his wife, Anne, having dinner in a rather nice restaurant. The meal was spoiled for Jill by Harry's loud, crude general comments.
Hal had been right about only two things. The first was that Harry wasn't all that bad-looking, in a meaty, coarse way. The second was that his wife Anne was really a knockout. A tall redhead, icy cool, with the eyes of a hunting leopard. Her eyes were now fixed hungrily on Hal.
"Hey! Carcon!" Harry bellowed, even though they were in an Italian restaurant. "How's about some more of that Dago red wine?"
Jill flinched. The waiter looked around stonily, brought a battle of wine and filled Harry's glass, his features wooden with distaste.
"Atta good boy," Harry chuckled. "You keep the eats and booze comin', you're in for a big tip."
Harry looked up, straight into Jill's eyes. She felt herself trapped by his gaze. Despite his clownishness, there was a lot of raw power in Harry.
"You're gonna get a big tip, too, baby," he murmured. "The tip of my…"
"Harry, be a good boy and eat your potatoes," Anne cut in coolly. "But first, pull your big, clumsy foot out of your mouth."
Harry guffawed. "Haw! I did it again, did I? Well, hell, look, at her, Anne! Ain't she something?"
He stared hungrily down Jill's cleavage. She tried to look indignant, but was still under the smell of that long intense look he had given her. She felt slightly shaken, as if she had suddenly had a glimpse much deeper into Harry's soul. Her flesh crawled with loathing and distaste, but paradoxically, she felt a funny fluttering little hunger whimper into life up inside her surprised snatch. My God! Was this ape starting to turn her on?
Such a weird scene. She was expected to sleep with Harry. That's what the evening was all about. Hal certainly meant to sleep with Harry's wife. The two were eyeing one another with undisguised lust. No doubt Harry would want an even swap. Could she do it? Jill wondered.
Harry annoyed her further when he made a big deal of paying the entire bill, which was over a hundred dollars. He stuffed two twenties in the waiter's shirt pocket on the way out. The man pulled the crumpled bills out of his pocket and looked as if he were going to spit on them. He didn't.
"Hal, I'm tired," Jill complained as they sped away from the restaurant in Harry's Eldorado. "I think I'm going to get a headache. Can we go home?"
"Just you don't worry, chicken," Harry bellowed, doing nothing for Jill's slightly pounding head. "Old Harry's got the cure for anything that ails a woman. Keeps it all rolled up neat in his shorts."
He snorted with self-amused laughter at his own crude joke. Jill felt a rising panic. She dreaded going home with Harry and Anne. Hal would no doubt leave her alone with Harry while he pumped his nuts off in Anne. Not that she was afraid Hal would let Harry rape her or anything. No, what she was afraid of was that she would let Harry rape her. There was a perverse attractiveness about the big man. The thought of his cock hammering up into her nervous cunt both horrified and fascinated her.
Harry and Anne's house was huge, a rambling modem in a quiet suburb. The pounds were all fenced in. "You can run nude all around the place in broad daylight and nobody can see in," Harry boasted. Couches, swings and hammocks dotted the grounds. Jill imagined she saw cum stains spotting each one.
More couches and beds inside the house. Most of the rooms were big, opening into one another. A series of semipublic halls.
"Well, here we are, folks. Just hang your clothes en the hat rack. I'm gonna mix us some drinks," Harry boomed, heading for an immense bar built along one wail. "What'll yours be, little lady?" Harry smirked at Jill.
She doubted he was talking about booze, but she nevertheless asked for a bourbon and soda. When the drink came Jill hung onto it like a drowning person onto a raft. She chugged down half the drink in one gulp, sighing with relief as the alcohol soaked into her system, relaxing her somewhat.
Harry made drinks for Hal and Anne, too, who took them and went together into the living room, or what Jill took to be the living room. The room with the bar was almost as big and the two rooms were separated only by a low divider. Jill was able to see Hal and Anne's heads as they talked animatedly together. She knew, from having glanced into the room before, that they were sitting on a broad, comfortable-looking couch, almost a bed.
Jill's body jerked as she felt Harry's hand on her shoulder. She turned to face him. The big man was still leering at her. She sensed he was ready to make his move.
Jill looked back towards Hal, hoping for help from his direction if she needed it, and she thought she was going to but Hal and Anne seemed to have disappeared. Then Jill heard rustlings and whispering from the couch. Anne and Hal wanted to make love!
"You know, little lady, they got the right idea," Harry murmured. He put one hand on each of Jill's shoulders, forcing her to face him. "C'mere," he grunted, suddenly crushing her fear-tensed body to his. His lips were on hers, demanding, his tongue diving into her mouth as she started to protest.
For the next few seconds, Jill had her hands full trying to find a way to breathe. Harry's big meaty hands were all over her body, pawing her tits, digging into her ass-cheeks, sliding around towards her crotch. She was too stunned to struggle. And after all, wasn't she now supposed to be the adventurous woman, on the prowl, hot to fuck?
Her body thought so. As much as Harry disgusted her mind, his powerful male form, pressed tightly against her, his hot moist lips, his knowing hands, were beginning to have an effect. As much of a slob as he was, there was something erotic about him. Something animal.
Jill knew she was panting. Her cunt was heating up. "Please… no," she whimpered, but made no move to resist when Harry shoved his hand down the front of her dress and started tweaking her nipples. Her knees felt weak. She thought she was going to fall. She might have, if it hadn't been for Harry's powerful arm holding her tip.
Harry – she wasn't sure how he managed to do it – somehow got the front of her dress open. Her bra gave him no trouble at all.
"Jesus!" he muttered when he saw her naked tits. His eyes feasted on the smoothly rounded, pink-tipped orbs. Jill was breathing hard. Her tits rose and fell provocatively.
With a muttered groan, Harry buried his face against Jill's tits. He began licking and sucking her nipples. Jill sensed them getting hard. She hardly knew what to do. She was still revolted by the idea of Harry fucking her. But his rough lovemaking was having an effect. Hot tremors of pleasure radiated out from her well-sucked tits. Her cunt juice was flowing, soaking into her panties. Her breathing was quick and ragged.
But the confused young brunette desperately damped her thighs together when Harry finally reached a hand up underneath her dress.
"No!" she gasped. "I can't… I just can't!"
Harry's eyes narrowed. Was this cunt playing games with him? he wondered. In his own primitive way, Harry was thinking. He knew the set-up had been clear when he invited Hal and his wife out for the evening. At least he'd made it clear to Hal – they were going to swap wives. Hell, the bastard was on the other side of the room divider right now with Anne! Harry could tell from the state of Anne's breathing that Hal at least had a finger up her twat. So… it was his turn with Hal's wife.
And she was a looker! Harry had been impressed with Jill the moment he'd seen her. A lush brunette. He'd wondered about her knockers from the beginning. Were those big jugs real? Well, he'd found out. His hands and mouth had dug into their firmness. Now he ached to get hold of her cunt. Was it tight? Was it juicy?
"Come on, baby. Ain't we gonna get it on?" Harry rasped.
"I… I don't think so," Jill said shakily.
She was turned on, she had to admit. The big ape had started her cunt steaming. But to actually give herself to… Well, she'd have to be a lot more turned on than she was. Still, Jill's eyes kept wandering down towards the crotch of Harry's pants. A growing bulge testified to how aroused he had become, pawing her naked tits.
Harry's eyes were boring into Jill's again. She wished he wouldn't look at her. His eyes always made her feel weak and helpless. Like a snake staring at a hypnotized bird.
"Your husband's fucking my wife," Harry mapped. "I wanna fuck his."
"Is he?" Jill said inanely.
"You bet your stuck-up ass," Harry growled. "Here… take a look."
He seized Jill by the upper part of one arm and hustled her closer to the divider. It was only waist-high. This close, Jill, by leaning forward a little, could see straight down onto the couch. She gasped.
Both Hal and Anne were completely naked. Automatically, Jill appraised the other woman's body. It was good. Long and lithe, but not thin. Big tits, jilting up towards Hal's face as she lay on her back. And most fascinating of all to Jill, Anne's pussy hair was flaming-red. A thick patch of russet fur nestled between her long, graceful thighs.
One of Hal's hands was thrust up between Anne's legs, the middle finger disappearing up into that nest of thick red pussy fur. Slowly, Jill became aware of a wet sucking sound, and saw that Hal's finger was sluicing slowly in and out of Anne's cunt.
She could see the other woman's pussy-flesh now, pink against the darker red of her cunt hair. Bit pussy-lips, thick and soft-looking, clamped tightly around Hal's invading finger.
Jill felt she should be disgusted. My God, after all, that was her husband with his finger stuck up another woman's snatch!
But she had never seen another couple making love before. Jill was fascinated. Particularly by the rapt expression on. Anne's beautiful face. My God, did she herself look like that when she was fucking?
Anne's face glowed with pleasure. Her tongue flicked over her lush red lips as Hal finger-fucked her cunt. Her hips undulated slowly, sensually. Jill saw her reach up and gently take hold of Hal's head.
"Suck my tits," the redhead purred, puffing Hal's face down against her swollen globes.
"Mmmmnnnn," Anne sighed as Hal's lips closed around one pink, turgid nipple.
Her hands ruffled his hair as he started sucking her tits. When Hal moved his mouth from Anne's right tit to her left, Jill stand at the nipple he had just been licking. It was wet and shiny with his saliva. And hard, peaked up, a wrinkled little pucker of aroused female flesh.
Jill twitched as she felt a hand close around her own tit from behind. "They're really gettin' it on, ain't they?" Harry whispered into her ear.
His thumb and forefinger lightly pinched her nipple. She shivered with pleasure. Looking down, she compared her nipple with Anne's. A little smaller and smoother, and a little darker. But slowly puffing up, like the other woman's.
Jill stirred nervously as Harry's other hand circled around her from behind, his hand cupping her other tit. She felt a little too trapped this way. But his hands on her tits felt good. And since she couldn't see him, she felt less repelled by the big crude man. What mattered now was the feel of strong male hands on her throbbing tits.
Because Jill was definitely turned on. Less by what Harry had been doing to her than by the sight of her husband and Anne, writhing lewdly together on the couch.
Jill stared at her husband's cock. It was swelling, almost its full, aroused length. Nearly ready for fucking. How strangely different it looked when she knew it was soon going to slide up into another woman a cunt.
She watched Hal slide another finger up into Anne's twat. The redhead's thick pussy-lips pouted, opening to admit the second finger. Anne spread her legs a little wider, shifting her slightly, obviously making more room up inside her cunt for Hal's twin probes.
Jill was aware of Harry's hand, moving sensually over her own ass. She suddenly realized his hand was up underneath her skirt, right against her panties! But she also realized she didn't care. As long as she couldn't see Harry's face, it was all right. Anything he wanted to do to her was all right.
Harry reached around in front of Jill, his hand still underneath her skirt. She quivered a little when his hand slipped underneath the waistband of her panties, but she did nothing to stop him.
Harry laughed silently to himself. It had been a good idea to let this stuck-up bitch watch Anne and her old man get it on. She was heating up like an over stoked wood stove, he thought as his fingertips reached Jill's pussy hair.
The brunette was bending forward a little as she watched the panting naked couple on the couch. Harry had to bend a little at the knees to move his hand lower down the face of Jill's crotch.
Triumphantly, he felt the furry softness open up. Jill's pussy-slit was under his middle finger. The tendrils of curly hair parted, and a moment later his finger dipped into her slit. Jesus, but the bitch was wet!
Jill's breath caught in her throat as she felt Harry's fingertip slip into her quiveringly hot gash. She felt hot, dizzy, overcome with passion. Her eyes misted, shutting out the sight of Anne and Hal for a moment. Did she really want to do this? Did she really want. Harry's finger up her twat? Because, if she permitted him to do this, he most certainly was going to want to fuck her!
"Oh… the hell with it!" Jill murmured to herself.
As long as she couldn't see him, as long as she couldn't see that stupid leer on his arrogant face, it was all right. He certainly knew how to use his finger!
"Ooooohhhh," Jill moaned as Harry lightly flicked the tip of her clit. A searing wave of pleasure shot through her cunt.
Fighting for balance, Jill parted her shaky legs, opening up her cunt to Harry's rummaging finger. He leered triumphantly behind her. Now he knew he had her. Once he got a woman to open her legs to him, she was his!
But Jill was paying very little attention to Harry. Oh, his hands felt good, one mauling her tits, the other stuck up between her pussy-lips. But what fascinated her the most was Anne and Hal.
Anne, obviously ready to fuck, groped for Hal's crotch. Her fingers closed around his rigid cock.
"Oh!" he exclaimed shakily. "Your prick's so nice and big!"
Jill watched her husband's face contort as Anne began stroking his cock. She'd seen that look before, when she herself had touched his bone-hard prick. She knew she should be jealous to see another woman fondling her husband's hard meat, but oddly enough it excited her wildly. She wished Anne and Hal would stop playing around and start fucking!
Jill realized she might feel differently if she'd been standing there all alone, watching her husband make love to another woman. But with a man's hands on her own body, with her tits throbbing with pleasure and her pussy-slit full of hotly stroking finger, the sight only inflamed her.
She heard the sound of an opening ripper behind her. Jill's breath caught in her throat again. That sound could mean only one thing. Harry was taking his cock out!
Jill stared down at Anne's hand wrapped around her husband's prick. Her own fingers twitched hungrily. Not letting herself think about it too much, she reached around behind her, groping. She felt Harry's hand guiding hers. A moment later, her fingers closed around a hot, puking cock.
What a nice cock Harry had! At least a big as Hal's! Hard and thick enough, maybe even a little too thick, with a smooth tapering had.
Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all! Harry had been taken by surprise when Jill groped back for his cock. He'd thought he was going to have to more or less sneak it up to her cunt. He'd cursed silently when his zipper made so much noise.
But this weird, crazy bitch was now taking the initiative. She had to really be getting off on watching her husband making it with Anne!
Harry began to lose some of his cool as his cock heated up under Jill's eager stroking. He bent forward a little more, and was finally able to shove his finger a little way up Jill's pussy-hole. He felt her cunt open up to receive him, hot and wet, tight as he had hoped.
"Aaaaaahhhh," Jill moaned, her legs quivering as she felt her cunt quickly fill with finger. Her hand spasmed around Harry's cock, making him flinch.
Jill was becoming so excited she felt as if she were looking through a fog. Her hips began pumping a little, pushing her cunt down against Harry's finger. But it was hard to move, with both his arms circled around her body from the back, his body pushed against hers. She could barely grab hold of his cock, there was so little space between them.
Then Jill saw Hal pull his fingers from Anne's cunt. She could see they were shiny with the other woman's pussy juice. When Hal took hold of Anne's hips, to position her, his fingers left a sticky trail on the redhead's smooth, flushed skin.
He was going to fuck her! Jill realized. She watched her husband crawl into place over the other woman, his cock swaying and dancing stiffly. Anne's thighs were wide open, her crotch gaping up at Hal. Jill could see the pussy juice bubbling out of the other woman's cunt, soaking into her red beaver, smearing the insides of her thighs.
Jill held her breath, conscious of Harry's slowly moving finger up inside her own cunt as she watched Hal place the tip of his cock against the opening of Anne's waiting watch. She saw the bulbous cock-tip slide up inside. Saw the look of almost stunned pleasure cross over Anne's lovely features.
"Oooohhhh," the redhead moaned. "It's good. Feels so good up inside my cunt!"
Anne's lithe anus rose to circle Hal's body, pulling him down against her nude form. Hal's cock disappeared from sight. All Jill could see now was his ass muscles flexing as ho started fucking into Anne's cunt. The redhead began to move, too, her hips undulating sensually up against Hal's pumping loins.
An enormous lust swept over Jill. "Jesus, when am you going to fuck me?" she hissed back over her shoulder.
Harry was once again taken by surprise. God, what an exasperating woman! One moment all ice, the next, begging for cock! Well, he had plenty of cock to give her. She was now talking a language he could understand.
"There's another couch over there, baby. Let's get to it!" he panted.
"No! I want it right here! Standing up and watching them fuck!"
Harry's eyebrows raised. Then a slow smile twisted his coarse face.
"You bet yer ass, honey," he snickered. Taking his finger out of Jill's snug cunt, Harry bent down and peeled the brunette's wispy panties down her legs. The crotch was soaked through with the aroused woman's pussy juice. She languidly lifted first one foot, then the other, allowing Harry to completely remove her panties. Then Harry bent her forward.
"You just get a good long look at the way your old man's fucking my old lady," he snickered. "And hang on tight, baby, 'cause you're gonna get one hell of a cuntful of cock!"
Jill realized Harry was being crude again. He could be as crude as he wanted as long as he kept his promise to stuff her seething cunt full of cock.
She spread her legs a little wider, opening her thighs, shoving her ass lewdly back towards the grinning man.
Harry placed his hands on Jill's ass-cheeks, after he'd pulled her dress up high, tucking it in at the waist. Her richly curved buns were naked before him. Up underneath, where her hill thighs met, he could make out her pussy hair, puffing invitingly back between her thighs.
Harry ran one hand up between the brunette's thighs, seeking out her cunt. He felt her jerk when he found it. He stuffed a couple of fingers up inside her wet, welcoming hole, then smeared as much pussy juice as he could around her firm cunt-lips. He wanted her cunt as wet as he could get it.
Only then did Harry guide his swollen prick forward, slipping it past the crack of Jill's shapely as, up forward, until he felt it catch at the opening to her cunt.
Jill felt it catch, too. She tensed, waiting for what felt like a yard of hard hot meat to pound up into her eagerly waiting cunt.
Harry obliged her. Holding tightly to Jill's asscheeks, he slowly ground his cock all the way up into her match.
Jesus, but she was tight! He felt her pussy walls clamping around his advancing prick, hugging it snugly. And she was tight all the way up, not just around the opening. He felt his cock-head massaged by her slick curt. This broad was going to be one hell of a good fuck!
Jill stared misty-eyed down at Hal and Anne.
Now she was being fucked, too! She sympathized with every moan Anne made as she herself felt Harry's big prick skewer up into her cunt. And she didn't have to look at his arrogant face. Instead, she could watch Hal and Anne fucking. They did it very beautifully. Hal was evidently feeling quite tender toward Anne. He was fucking her with feeling.
Still, Jill wasn't jealous. Not as long as she had such a hard cock screwing up into her own cunt. Instead, she felt a great wave of affection for the eagerly fucking couple. Even for Anne, whom she barely knew.
Then she began paying attention to the bliss up inside her own cunt. Harry really knew how to fuck! He might shoot off his big mouth, brag a lot, but there was now no doubt he could use his cock!
"Aaaaahhh!" Jill whimpered, holding hard to the divider.
She dropped her head, unable to hold it up for a few seconds. Waves of feeling rippled through her cunt, stroked there by Harry's plunging cock. She shoved her ass back hard, trapping another inch of Harry's rigid dick.
"Jesus!" she heard him grunt, then felt him begin fucking her harder, which she liked.
Back to Anne and Hal. Hal had now raised himself up on stiffened arms, staring hungrily down at the lovely Anne as he fucked her. One of his hands closed around her right tit, squeezing the swollen globe. Anne whimpered louder.
With Hal raised up, Jill could see his cock again. She stared down between the other couple's writhing bodies. The thick base of Hal's cock protruded from Anne's big cunt, moving in and out in long strokes. Jill thought she could hear their genitals squishing wetly together. Or was it hers and Harry's?
Hal began fucking harder. Jill could tell from Anne's agonized moans that the redhead was going to cum soon. And she knew that look on Hal's face. So abstract. A sure sign of his impending orgasm.
She began urging Harry to fuck her harder, not by talking, but by waggling her ass provocatively back against his loins. For a moment he resisted, concentrating on leaning forward, squeezing Jill's swollen tits with his arms circling her sweating body from behind.
It felt good but Jill wanted more… more cock. That was what she wanted – cock! All the cock she could get!
Harry finally took the hint. He let go of Jill's tits. His powerful hands seized the panting, moaning brunette by the hips, holding her fast as he started ramming his bloated prick as hard as he could up into her squirming cunt. His thrusts nearly picked her up off the floor. He wondered how a woman with such a soft warm tender cunt could take such a reaming without being hurt.
But Jill was loving every moment of it. Her cunt was as elastic as it was soft. She knew now it was all a matter of attitude. If she wanted to fuck badly enough, the damned thing would never be too sore. The way Harry's big prick thundered up into her pussy-hole, seeming to reach all the way to her stomach, thrilled her. She loved the feel of his pelvis smacking against her ass.
Just as Harry loved the smooth feel of Jill's buttocks giving under his clutching fingers. Her cunt seemed to be opening up more. Not going loose and soggy, but seeming to welcome his hammering prick. Alternately, it kept clamping desperately around his sensitive organ, like it was afraid to let it go. He sensed she was getting ready to cum.
Jill was only vaguely aware of Anne and Hal fucking. A huge ball of fire seemed to be blossoming in her belly in slow motion. It hadn't exploded yet, but she knew it would.
Almost as if in a dream, she heard Anne cry out. The other woman's neck arched, until the only part of her touching the couch was the back of her head, her ass, and her heels. Every muscle in her beautiful body stood out starkly.
Then she was writhing wildly. Jill saw Hal throw back his head. His familiar howl of orgasm dinned at her ears. Now it was her turn. She felt Harry's big prick swelling larger and larger in her cunt, telling her he was about to shoot his hot load up into her cunt.
She couldn't be the last one, the only one left banging! Where was her orgasm? She stared down at Hal and Anne, saw her husband's sperm boiling out of Anne's cunt when he pulled it a little too far out once.
That touched her off. Just as Harry's first steaming-hot jet of sperm rifled up into her cunt, the fireball burnt, flooding Jill's cunt with white, twitching heat.
Her eyes opened wide, staring unseeing at the far wall. "Ahhhhh!" she whimpered. "Aaaahhh! AAHH! AAAHHH!"
Her ass slammed crazily back against Harry's loins. Her cunt clamped so hard around his cock that the next burst of sperm was trapped halfway down his jerking cock. He rammed in hard. Jill's cunt loosened a little inside. Then, as he spewed jizz into her again, her cunt began to spasm rhythmically, hungrily milking his cock dry.
Hal finished pumping his nuts off into Anne's hotly convulsing pussy. Only then did he become fully aware that his wife was staring down at him, bent over the room divider as Harry fucked her from behind. He could see his wife's body jolt each time Harry's hips slammed into her ass. Her tits, still naked where Harry had pulled down her dress, swung and bounced crazily. Her face was glowing, radiant with the heat of her orgasm.
"Jesus… what a woman," he muttered.
Then he looked down at Anne. She was one hell of a woman, too. Hal felt rich, complete. What a good move it had been to turn his wife on to other men!
Jill felt Harry pull out of her, his cock slithering noisily from her still-spasming cunt. She turned and gave him a tight smile. Any man who could fuck the way he could couldn't be all bad.
Harry bubbled over with enthusiasm. "Hey! You two are all right!" he crowed. "I was wondering for a while, but you're all right. Tell you what. I'm throwing a big party next Saturday… a swap party. You're invited. You gonna come?"
Then he saw his own unintended joke. "Yeah… cum, get it?"
For the first time, Jill really liked him a little. Just like a child, really. Nothing to be afraid of, and with that cock…
"And now," Harry laughed, "let me get at my wife. Got a soft cock here, and no one knows better how to get it up again."



CHAPTER SIX


So when does the orgy start? Jill kept asking herself. She and Hal were at Harry's swap party. But so far, the only things being swapped were polite bits of conversation.
Harry was circulating, slapping backs, telling lewd jokes. Most of the people Jill found reasonably attractive. But so far, no one had made the slightest sexual advance to her. She knew the back rooms of the house abounded in beds. She ached to use one. For the past few days the horny young housewife had been working herself up for the party, masturbating frantically as she tried to imagine what a real gang-bang would be like.
Like a cocktail party, she thought acidly. Without much cock. She looked over at Hal. He shrugged, as mystified as her.
Then Jill saw her husband's eyes widen as he glanced towards the front door. She turned. Several newcomers had just come into the room. Hal was staring at one in particular. Jill had no trouble seeing why. She was an exceptionally beautiful blonde. There was something familiar about her…
It was Sue! Jill had almost forgotten about the sultry temptress who had been the motivating force for Hal to let her loose sexually.
Jill felt a reflex pang of jealousy. "Quit being silly," she told herself. After Pat, after their scene with Harry and Anne, jealousy was out of place between Hal and Jill. Or at least it should be.
Jill watched as Sue moved farther into the room. Then the blonde saw Hal. She looked surprised, then a look of pleased appraisal came over her lovely features. Suddenly, Jill realized Hal hadn't yet fucked Sue. No wonder he'd been so weird when she went out and made it with Pat!
Jill watched, fascinated, as her former rival and her husband drifted towards one another, like magnetized particles. But suddenly her attention was diverted by a loud bellow from Harry.
"Kathy!" he bellowed. "How's that snappin' turtle cunt of yours?"
"Just fine, Harry, you dirty old man. How they hangin'? Can you still get it up?"
The speaker was one of the people she'd come in with Sue, a plump, pretty young woman in her middle twenties. Her tits were massive, spilling from of an incredibly low-cut dress. Jill wondered what held it up.
"Get it up?" Harry spluttered in mock anger. "You just bring that hot little box of yours over here and I'll make you think you sat on a flagpole!"
Kathy's eyes opened wide. "Oooohhhh, did big bad Kathy hurt the nice man's tender little ego?" she crooned. "Does your prick feel insulted? Well, just come on over here and little Kathy will make it all right."
Laughing, Harry moved towards the girl. Jill thought they were going to kiss, but Kathy abruptly dropped to her knees right in front of Harry. Jill still wasn't sure what was going to happen until Kathy reached up and unzipped Harry's fly.
"My God!" she whispered to herself. "She's going to suck his cock right here in front of everybody!"
Kathy seemed to have exactly that intention. She reached inside Harry's open fly and fished out his cock.
"Oh, look at the poor little feller," she laughed. "He looks like he's cold. Well, we'll put him in a nice warm place."
Kathy moved her head forward and sucked Harry's shrunken cock into her mouth. The flaccid organ looked absurdly small as Kathy's full voluptuous lips went to work on it.
"Mmmmm," Harry sighed. "It feels better already." He began stroking Kathy's head. His face became dreamy, remote.
Jill felt incredibly exposed as she watched Kathy and Harry performing their lewd act shamelessly in front of everyone. She looked around cautiously, to see how everyone else was taking it.
She got another surprise. A man was standing behind one of the women, his hands down the front of her dress. He came up with a double handful of naked tit.
The woman giggled. "Who is it?" she asked.
"Tom? Paul?"
Slowly it seeped into Jill's brain that most of these people were old timers at swap parties. They knew each other. One of the reasons the party had started so slowly, probably, was because they knew they were going to get laid sooner or later. Not like her, so green, who'd been frantic for cock as soon as she walked in the door, wondering whether or not the men would find her attractive, worried they might not.
"Oh, Christ!" Harry moaned.
Jill jerked her attention back to him. The stub of cock sticking out from Kathy's lips had thickened. Not as thick yet as Jill knew it could get, but thick enough to oval and stretch Kathy's lips.
The kneeling girl reached inside Harry's pants with one hand. She was obviously squeezing his balk. Harry's hips began pumping slowly forward.
Jill looked around again. Clothes were disappearing. A lot of naked flesh was showing. Jill watched one young dark-haired woman, naked to the waist. Two men pressed close to her, each one sucking one of her small, sharp-pointed tits. One of the men had his hand up under her dress. Jill could tell when his finger slid up into the girl's cunt. She gasped, her mouth opening wide, then her teeth bit down on her lower lip.
Lucky girl, Jill thought enviously. But she wondered if she could do it that way, have the men fondling her right here in the open, in the living room. She'd prefer doing it in one of the back bedrooms, at least partly alone.
"Oh, Jesus, baby! It's gonna blow!"
Jill stared back at him and Kathy, the ones who'd started the ball rolling. Harry's bloated cock looked immense, jutting starkly from Kathy's face. The girl was obviously sucking hard. Jill saw her cheeks hollow and fill, hollow and fill.
Harry, never the most gentle of men, suddenly tanged his fingers in Kathy's hair. He began to fuck her head back and forth onto his prick, at the same time jamming his loins forward. Kathy choked. How could he do that to her?
But to Jill's amazement, Kathy took Harry's cock slide all the way into her mouth, until her button nose was lost in his crinkly pubic hair.
The girl had obviously opened her throat, letting Harry's immense prick slide down past her tonsils. Jill had heard of this but never seen it done. She doubted she could ever do it herself.
A man and a woman moved next to the lewdly locked couple. They lifted Kathy's huge tits out of her low-cut dress and began fondling them. It was the woman who first bent down and started licking the tit she held in her hand. Kathy quivered all over with pleasure. Jill saw her reach down and guide the woman's hand up under her dress. She knelt there, faithfully sucking Harry immensely swollen cock, rocking back and forth as the woman finger-fucked up into her hidden cunt.
"Yaaaa. God Almighty!" Harry suddenly roared. "It's starting! It's starting! I'm gonna shoot off in your mouth!"
Desperately he rammed his cock as far into Kathy's mouth as it would go. His whole body tightened, then spasmed. His cock slipped a little way out of Kathy's mouth, as he bucked and twisted. Kathy swallowed frantically, either because she liked sperm or to keep from strangling. Jill suspected a little of both. Her hand was still inside Harry's pants, milking his balls. Harry was groaning and shuddering, holding desperately to Kathy's hair as he pumped his nuts off into her face.
Kathy finally had to take a breath. A thick gout of milky jizz gushed out her mouth, running down onto her chin. She instantly started sucking again, but Harry's orgasm was running down. He jerked a couple more times, then stepped back weakly, his cock slipping wetly from the kneeling girl's mouth.
Kathy got to her feet, gently disengaging the other woman's finger from her cunt. "I need a drink of water," she said thickly, cum spotting her lips. "Harry's jism is salty as hell." Big tits bouncing and swaying, dress top down around her waist, she headed off for the kitchen.
Jill was stunned. Stunned and horny. Watching Kathy suck Harry's well-remembered red cock had stoked higher the firm smoldering down between her legs. People were in various stages of undress all over the room. Some were disappearing, in couples and trios, towards the bedrooms. Others didn't want to go that far. Their lust obviously wouldn't wait.
Jill saw one woman, lying back naked in a chair, her legs hooked up over the arms. Her pussy, bordered by a fringe of light-brown fuzz, looking like a virgin's snatch, gaped open pinkly. Jill could see every wrinkle, every moist nook and cranny of the woman's snatch.
There was nothing virgin about the way the girl was reacting as a man crouched naked in front of her, shoving a whole handful of fingers in and out of her gushing cunt.
"Oooohhh, eat me! Eat me! Eat me!" she whined. "And then fuck the hell out of me with your cock!"
Jill watched, fascinated, as the man bent forward. Jill had never seen a woman get her cunt eaten before. She found it incredible that anyone could put their mouth against such a wet, hairy mess at this woman's cunt. She supposed her own looked pretty much the same.
Messy as cunt-eating looked, Jill knew how good it felt. Her own cunt twitched hungrily as she watched the unknown woman writhe in pleasure in the chair. She was playing with her own tits as the man lapped her snatch. His head seemed like an odd lump growing right out of her crotch. She circled her legs around his back, pulling his slavering mouth tightened against her crotch.
"When's somebody going to fuck me?" Jill wondered.
"Haw about three seconds from now, right here on this rug?" a masculine voice murmured in her ear.
Horrified, Jill realized she must have spoken out loud. She found herself staring up into a pair of warm, friendly eyes. Eyes sparkling with good humor.
"I don't think we'll be able to manage a formal introduction," the man said, "so I'll introduce myself. The name's Ted. What's yours?"
"J-J-Jill," she stammered back. What a nice looking man! Tall and slender, with a head of thick graying hair.
"Pardon me for eavesdropping," he said in his good-humored way. "But I heard you make a request. May I offer my humble services?"
"Well, I… Yes, of course!" Jill blurted. How simple it all was. No beating around the bush. She'd expressed a need to get fucked. He'd offered, she'd found him attractive, and they were going to do it! They were going to fuck!
Apparently right now. Ted put his arms around Jill and began kissing her. She felt as if she were melting particularly when he began caressing her tits. She had purposely not worn a bra, a useless impediment at an orgy. His fingers slipped over her tits and began fondling her nipples. Jill shivered with pleasure, feeling her nipples hardening.
Jill was wearing trousers. Ted shoved his knee in between her legs, began rubbing his thigh against her crotch. Jill began to pant. Knowing there were other people around, perhaps watching, she tried to not react too strongly. But almost automatically her hips moved forward, shoving her pussy harder against Ted's massaging thigh.
But when he slipped his hand down the front of her pants and began searching out her pussy-slit, Jill backed away. She looked nervously around at all the other people. Some were openly fucking in front of all the rest. Jill didn't think she could do that.
"Please," she begged Ted, who seemed a little confused by her sudden withdrawal, "couldn't we go in one of the back rooms… where it's a little more private?"
He smiled understandingly. "Sure. Come on." And he led her by the hand, down a long ball.
They peered in the doorway of one bedroom. The bed was a mass of naked, writhing flesh. The same with the next room. But in the third, to their relief, there was a huge king-sized bed, miraculously empty.
"Let's grab it." Jill said, giggling. She felt like an empty-headed virgin as Ted led her over to the bed. "Let's get those clothes off," her murmured, deftly unbuttoning her blouse.
"There's not many of them," she said. "I'm not even wearing any panties."
"I noticed. My mother always told me only bad girls don't wear panties."
"She had it right. I'm feeling very, very wicked right now."
And very good. Jill shivered delightedly as Ted stroked her naked tits after pulling off the last of her clothes.
"You get undressed, too," she said throatily, starting to unbuckle his belt. He helped, and in a moment was as naked as she was.
A good-looking man. Different from both Hal and Pat. Not as muscular as Hal, but strongly built, heavier than Pat. A lean, strong man. The naked cock dangling between his sinewy thighs looked lean and strong, too. Impulsively, Jill reached out and began to stroke it. She thrilled as she felt it respond, growing a little in her hand.
"You don't waste time, do you?" Ted said, a little shakily.
His hands were back on her tits. The two big mounds shuddered erotically. Jill's cunt began to steam, aching for attention. But for the moment, Ted was fascinated by her tits. They were two of the finest and most shapely jugs he'd ever seen. He felt himself very lucky to be scoring with a girl as lovely as Jill.
"Let's lie down, for God's sake," Ted moaned.
His cock was stiffening as Jill slowly stroked it. She had to let go as they lay down side by side. She could feel his fast-growing rod pushing into her hip as Ted's hands returned to her tits.
The horny young woman threw her anus around Ted's neck, pressing him to her, mashing her lips frantically against his. She was growing so hot she could barely control herself.
Ted kissed her back passionately. He could feel her gorgeous tits pressing against his chest. As he turned more towards Jill, one of his hands slid down her belly, brushing past her pussy hair. He was suddenly reminded of the brunette's cunt, and eagerly shoved his hand in between Jill's thighs.
His cock lurched as he felt the panting housewife cooperate by opening her legs wider. Her cunt was bared to his groping fingers. One slipped over her pussy-mound, searching out her slit, finding it, dipping into the hot, wet channel.
"Oooohhh," Jill moaned, her body writhing with pleasure.
Hot waves of passion bubbled through her twat. Her hips twitched and quivered. She didn't know which she wanted Ted to pay attention to first – her clit or her cunt.
He decided for her, slipping his finger up into her pussy-hole. She was a little tight yet. His finger hurt her a little, but he was gentle, making sure to coat the whole shaft of his finger with her gushing pussy juice. It slid slowly up inside her cunt, stretching the tight opening, feeling good as it reached deep inside.
Jill's hips began to fuck back, circling up against Ted's plunging finger. She tried to touch his cock, but it was too far out of reach. Ted saw what she was trying to do. He scooted higher on the bed. Jill's soft fingers closed around the head of his prick. Now it was Ted's turn to moan.
"Uuuuuhhhhnnnn," he groaned as Jill began gently stroking the end of his cock.
Sensing her fingers were catching against the tender knob, she licked them, then returned them to Ted's cock. Now they slid slickly, smoothly over his cock-head. Half-paralyzing bursts of feeling shot through Ted's cock.
"Oh, Jesus, you're turning me on!" he panted. He remembered Jill's clit. Pulling his finger out of her cunt, slippery with her inner juices, he slid it with tantalizing slowness up her hot little cuntal valley.
"Mmmmnnn," Jill sighed, anticipating the moment when his finger would reach her clit.
Her muscles strained, arching her cunt down towards Ted's hand. His fingertip slipped under her inner labes, driving her half-mad with pleasure.
Then it rose up the little fleshy hill leading towards her clit.
Jill waited, aching with need. But Ted's finger circled slightly to one side, missing her clit completely.
"Please!" the frantic girl pleaded, writhing her hips.
But Ted only smiled. He continued to tease Jill, circling his finger around and around her clit, never quite touching it directly. Then, when Jill was at the peak of her frantic need, he suddenly stabbed his finger down against the sensitive little button. Not hard, but hard enough to drive Jill wild.
"AaaaaHHHH!" she moaned, the loudest she'd ever moaned without actually cumming.
Ted began to rub his finger back and forth across her clit, pummeling the throbbing organ from one side to the other. Still not hard, but insistently.
Jill felt as if her whole lower body were on fire, with the hottest spot being her clit. She knew now how lucky she'd gotten, finding such a marvelous lover as Ted, lint shot. What a find at an orgy!
But when was he going to fuck her? Ted showed signs of being ready to play with her clit forever. Didn't he know how ready she was? She knew she could cum this way, with him fingering her clit, but she wanted to fuck, she wanted cock!
So what was wrong with her taking the initiative? Maybe that was what he was waiting for. Jill rolled away from Ted, then sat up next to him.
"Lie down," she ordered. He looked faintly surprised, then pleased. "Lie down on your back. I want your cock in my cunt," she purred.
Obediently Ted lay don, his cock, now completely hard, rearing up above his loins like a fleshy stake. The head had swollen enormously from her saliva-wet stroking. She shivered as she thought of it pushing up into her snatch.
Jill straddled Ted, his cock rearing up right in front of her belly. "Let me put it in myself," she panted.
Raising up on her knees, she poised her cunt right over the bloated tip of Ted's up thrusting rod. Then she reached down and, taking hold of the smooth hot shaft, guided it straight up into her pussy-slit.
Jill couldn't resist rubbing the soft rubbery cock-tip up and down the full length of her steaming slit. She quivered as she felt it pushing aside her inner labes, rubbing her already nearly bunting clit.
Finally, when Ted's cock was dripping with her fast-flowing pussy juice, she inserted it right up into the opening to her cunt.
It was a tight fit, but Jill couldn't wait any longer. With a grunt of desire, she lowered her hips. Her cunt drove down against Ted's cock. The tip was so big, so broad, that at first it didn't want to go into the tight fleshy hole above.
Ted's cock bent a little, but it was Jill's cunt that finally gave. Suddenly the slick opening parted. Ted's mammoth rod slid halfway up inside, then halted a moment when a dry spot was reached.
"The hell with it!" Jill murmured. She didn't care if it hurt a little. She wanted every inch of Ted's hard cock up inside her desperately horny cunt!
She began pounding her hips down recklessly, literally hammering Ted's cock up into her snatch. When it was all the way in, when his pubic bone was spreading open her pussy-lips, pushing against her throbbing clit, she rested for a moment.
"Ooooohhh… your cock feels so good up inside my pussy," Jill panted.
Ted smiled, flexed the head of his prick. Jill felt it expand up inside the farthest reaches of her cunt.
"Oh, God!" she moaned.
Unable to hold still any longer, she began to fuck hard. She raised her hips up a few inches, sliding her cunt slowly up Ted's rigid, cunt-slippery cock-shaft. She kept pulling away until only the tip of the prick-head was still up inside her cunt. Jill hung there a moment, savoring what would come next.
Then she slammed her hips down. Her pussy gobbled Ted's cock. The swollen rod skewered up into her cunt, stretching the far end. At the bottom of her stroke, Jill ground her clit hard against Ted's pubic bone.
Oh, she loved to fuck! Jill laughed with delight as she continued churning her hungry hips up and down, feeling Ted's cock plunging in and out of her grateful cunt. She was so glad now, so glad Hal had encouraged her to fuck other men. So glad she'd had the courage to try it.
Hal. She wondered if he were fucking Sue. Was that jealousy she felt? How silly, while she was in here fucking another man.
But then, she realized she was sure of her feelings toward Hal. But what about his feelings for her? Was there a chance he might fall in love with Sue? What she herself was after was cock, and lots of it. But from men like Ted and Pat, nice men she liked but had no intention of becoming emotionally involved with. Nice men for fucking.
Jill's thoughts abut Hal drifted away, drowned by the rising pleasure in her cunt. Ted was fucking back, arching his hips up against hers. His cock seemed to be going impossibly far up inside her match. She loved every inch of its throbbing hardness. Bracing her hands on Ted's chest, she began wriggling her hips from side to side making the head of Ted's cock jerk up inside her snatch each time he drove his hips upward.
Ted stared up at the beautiful brunette writhing above him. Her cunt felt wonderfully slick and tight around his pleasurably aching cock. Her soft thighs pressed erotically against his ribs.
And her tits! Her big, pink-tipped knockers swayed and danced right in front of his face!
Ted reached up, sinking his fingers in their creamy resiliency. His thumbs flicked Jill's nipples, making them harder again.
"Mmmmnnnn," Jill moaned.
She arched forward, shoving her throbbing tits against Ted's face. He sucked first one nipple, then the other into his mouth. Each time he sucked hard, he felt Jill's cunt contract around his cock. Jesus! What a sexy woman!
Jill began to lose all sense of where she was. All that mattered was the hard-pumping cock in her cunt, the hot lips and tongue on her tits. She barely noticed when another couple flopped down on the bed next to her and Ted and started wildly fucking.
Jill was getting ready to cum. Ted sensed her growing excitement. He raced to catch up, his cock hardening, growing larger, digging deeper and deeper into her hot cunt.
Desperate for more pleasure, Jill clamped her pussy-lips tightly against Ted's loins. She began sliding up and down, rubbing her snatch around the base of his cock. His prick buried to the hilt up inside her shuddering cunt, jerked back and forth, teasing her cervix. Jill's clit was still swelling, feeling as if it were going to bunt.
Then it actually seemed to. Just as the first hot gush of Ted's sperm splattered up into the furthest recesses of her cunt, Jill exploded into orgasm.
It seemed to start at her clit. The swollen little nubbin actually vibrated, matching the spasms in her cock-stuffed cunt.
"Aaaaiiiiyyyy!" Jill wailed, past caring if anybody heard her.
The fornicating couple next to her on the bed temporarily halted their fucking, staring in awe at the climaxing brunette.
Jill bucked and twisted, completely out of control. If Ted hadn't desperately clamped his hands against her churning hips, she might have bucked loose.
"Uh-uh, baby. Your cunt's going to take the whole load," he grunted.
He meant to keep his cock buried up inside her sweet snatch until he'd pumped every last drop of his searingly hot sperm up into her womb.
Hot juices, his and hers, gushed out over the wildly fucking couple's loins. Their bodies smacked wetly together. Load, home cries broke from Ted's throat, mingling with Jill's panting moans. They ran down together, like an old clock, until Jill's hips were barely moving, Ted's cock softening up inside her sperm-drenched cunt.
"Do it to me that way, Pete," the woman fucking next to Ted begged her partner. They returned to their wild fornicating, their lust fortified by Ted and Jill's impressive orgasms.
Jill rolled limply to one side, Ted's cock slipping from her dripping cunt. A hot gush of their mixed juices poured out onto Ted's belly.
"That was wonderful," Jill murmured. She felt warm and affectionate toward Ted. She would have liked to have curled up with him for a while, stroking and petting, but the violently fucking couple next to then made that difficult. The bed was bouncing crazily. Jill tried not to look, but saw the woman's tits bouncing and jerking as the man's crotch slapped loudly against her ass.
Ted sensed Jill's uneasiness. "Let's go back into the living room," he said. Jill nodded, stood up and started to pick up her clothes.
"Uh-uh. Might as well leave them here. By now, we'd probably be the only ones out there with clothes on."
Jill hesitated. She was used to one-on-one fucking. Then, she had no hesitations. But she wondered if she'd feel defenseless, naked in front of a roomful of people.
Then she decided to hell with it. After all, this was an orgy. Besides, knowing Ted was with her, and Hal somewhere near, she felt reassured.
They walked back down the hall. Couples fucked in every bedroom. By comparison, the living room and den, when they reached it, was quiet. Naked or near-naked people mingled casually, drinking, talking, resting. Everywhere Jill looked, she saw pubic hair matted with cum.
Some couples, and trios, were making love in one corner of the living room. Jill tried not to stare, then realized other people were unashamedly observing. Ted saw where she was looking.
"Want to watch?" he asked.
Jill colored, feeling like a voyeur. But she let Ted lead her over to the group.
Two men were eating a big brunette, one her cunt, the other her tits. A third man had his cock stuffed in her mouth. Jill was fascinated, wondering how the woman could separate the different sensations.
Then site saw a blonde straddling a big man, the way she had straddled Ted. The woman was facing away from Jill, her body biding the man's upper torso and head. Watching from the back, as she was, Jill could see the man's cock moving in and out of the woman's cunt as she raised and lowered her ass.
Even from the back the blonde looked familiar. And funnier yet, the cock sliding up into her blonde-furred cunt looked familiar, too. Jill moved around to the side, then gasped.
The blonde was Sue. The man fucking her was Hal.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Jill realized the reason she hadn't recognized Sue at first was because the other woman was naked. Some people look different with their clothes off. Dressed, Sue was pretty, naked, she was stupendous!
Jill couldn't help feeling a little jealous of the woman fucking her husband. Her body seemed flawless. Creamy tanned skin. A blonde woman's skin that's seen a little sun, not too much. Medium-sized but perfectly shaped tits, the pink-nippled tits swooping up and out. A sleek waist, taut stomach, and lush but not overblown hips. And from what Jill could see, a neatly curved, blonde-fringed cunt.
All that on top of her husband. Jill knew she herself was a good-looking woman. But she wondered how her husband would ever be able to go back to his own familiar brunette wife after fucking a woman like Sue.
She really knew how to use, her cunt. She was massaging Hal's upthrusting prick with it, swirling her ass from side to side.
Jill thought she could actually see the other woman's cunt muscles squeezing rhythmically around her husband's bloated prick.
Sue's face was beautiful, transformed by passion as she eagerly fucked down against Hal's cock. Her eyes were closed; she was obviously holding a lot of her pleasure inside.
Hal stared up at the beautiful woman humping steadily above him. His eyes devoured her tits, her belly, her face. All of her he could see. Jill saw him stare down to where his cock disappeared up into Sue's snug cunt. He was shiny with sweat. The woman obviously turned him on.
Just then Hal saw her. His head swiveled around.
Jill thought she saw a moment of panic in his eyes, a reflex action when a man is caught by his wife fucking another woman.
Then he seemed to remember where they all were – at an orgy. His eyes flicked down to his wife's crotch, saw the tying cum matting her pussy hair. He looked up at the tall, handsome Ted standing next to his wife. Then he smiled.
"Hi, honey," Hal said. His voice was thick, shaky with passion. "H-Having a good time?" he asked nearly choking, for Sue had pound her cunt down hard, squeezing his pussy-trapped cock.
Sue's eyes flew open when she heard Hal speak. Her big blue eyes met Jill's brown ones. The two women coolly appraised one another. Then Sue looked back at Hal, her face dreamy with pleasure as she continued fucking Jill's husband.
Jill decided she didn't like Sue. Hal took a look at the expression on his wife's face and decided he'd better make a peace offering.
"Come on down here," he begged Jill. "Let's all three of us make love together. Four of us, if you want."
Hal's last sentence was an expansion to take in Ted. Jill thought a moment. It was tempting in a way, if it had been any woman but Sue. She hadn't minded a bit when Hal had fucked Anne, and if Anne were the woman straddling her husband, she might indeed have joined in. She turned and looked at Ted. He was nearly drooling as he faced the prospect of getting his hands on Sue's lovely body.
"No thank you," Jill said evenly. "I'm all fucked out for the moment."
She said it crudely, wanting, to sink whatever barb she could into Hal's ego. But he seemed to lose interest in her immediately as Sue picked up the tempo of her churning hips, pounding her sweet cunt down around his shuddering prick.
"Well, if you don't want to, I do!" a voice rang out beside Jill. It was Kathy, the girl who'd sucked Harry's cock just a short time ago.
Naked, she was impressive, with huge tits, a big ass, round thighs. Definitely overweight, but young enough to pull it off. She looked lush, a real Earth Mother, everything still firm and tight. A mass of nubile young flesh to lose oneself in.
She brushed by Jill, one of hr big tits touching Jill's arm. Jill shivered a little how soft and warm the girl's tit felt!
"Okay, lean back a little bit, Sue," Kathy blithely ordered.
Jill could see that Sue didn't like the interruption, which pleased Jill. More power to Kathy! Sue would no longer be center stage. Not with an act like Kathy's to compete with.
But Sue knew better than to argue with the lively younger girl. She leaned back resignedly.
Kathy quickly straddled Hal's shoulders, her cunt poised right over the surprised Hal's face.
"Get ready for a little nookie-munching," Kathy said, grinning down at Hal. "My twat loves to be eaten."
Without another word, she slid forward and down, her plump cunt-lips splayed open around Hal's mouth. He spluttered and wheezed, but there wasn't much he could do but what Kathy wanted. Her knees clamped tightly against the sides of his head, holding his face in place.
"It might be kinda messy at first," Kathy said. "A coupla guys already shot off in it. But just lick a little and you'll get to the real crotch-honey underneath."
Hal nearly choked. But he also began to realize how sexy it was to have this happy girl sitting on his face while Sue sat on his cock. Two women at the same time! Hal quickly grew excited.
Jill watched, open-mouthed, as her husband began tonguing into Kathy's box.
"Oooohhh," the chubby young girl moaned.
"Suck it, daddy!"
Jill had to hand it to Sue. The blonde took the new situation with good grace. She started bobbing her ass up and down again, Hal's big prick sliding wetly in and out of her cunt. She was obviously trying to make Hal cum.
But Hal had more staying power than Jill thought. Even with as fine a cunt as Sue's milking his cock, he held off.
"Don't you cum. Not yet!" Kathy warned him. "I got plans for that big cock of yours."
Kathy was obviously enjoying the way Hal was eating her aunt. Her softly rounded belly jerked and quivered every time his tongue lanced up into her pussy-slit.
"Suck my clit!" she begged.
Hal shifted the position of his mouth a little. Cunt-flesh disappeared into his mouth.
"Aaaaaahh," Kathy sighed, her whole body quivering. Jill heard a lewd wet sucking sound as her husband eagerly mouthed the girl's chit.
Then Kathy cheated. She reached back behind her and began fingering Sue's pussy-slit. The blonde grabbed her hand, startled. But Kathy had found her chit. A dreamy look came over Sue's face. She still held onto Kathy's hand, but now held it pressed tightly against her cunt.
Sue was sitting almost straight up. Jill could see where Hal's thick cock-stump protruded from the blonde's pussy-hole. Right above that, Kathy's fingertip was stroking Sue's clit.
Sue went wild. She began to bounce up and down frantically. Her smooth, rounded ass-cheeks pounded against Hal's loins. His cock made a soft squishing noise ramming in and out of her juicy aunt.
"Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!" Sue grunted as her ass continued its machine-gun action.
Her tits had swollen until they were half again their normal size. Her eyes were glazed, unseeing, her mouth twisted into a grimace of wild sexual tension. Gone was the cool, in-command girl Jill had first seen straddling her husband's loins.
"Aaaaiiiyyyy!" Sue wailed. "Oh, God! My God! I'm… going to cum! Can't hold it back any… any… AAAAAHHHH!"
Sue's back arched like a bow. Her tits jabbed forward, right into Kathy's back. She seemed unable to move. Her cunt stayed glued tightly to Hal's loins, his cock completely gobbled up. Nothing moved, Sue held rigidly still, only her stomach muscles fluttering a little. But the look of agonized pleasure on Hal's face suggested there was a lot of activity up inside Sue's climaxing cunt. Hal was obviously having trouble not cumming, too.
Kathy to the rescue. "Don't you dare!" she warned Hal, then took her hand from Sue's clit and yanked on a handful of Hal's pubic hair.
"OW!" he yelped. His face cleared. His orgasmic crisis was over, at least for the moment.
By now, Sue had finished cuming. As she leaned weakly forward against Kathy, the other girl tamed and gently pushed her to the side. She toppled over like a dead tree, coming to rest on the carpet next to Hal.
"Next shift!" Kathy crowed delightedly. She pulled her cunt away from Hal's face. He licked his lips, his cheeks glistening with pussy juice. Kathy scrambled quickly from his body, as if afraid someone else might take the place Sue had vacated. She opened her plump pussy-lips with one hand, fitted Hal's cock up into her cunt-mouth, then settled slowly down.
"Oooohhh," the round young girl sighed, her eyes glowing. "I love to have my cunt eaten, but there's nothing like a hard, hot cock."
She began to fuck energetically. Jill was amazed by this incredible young women. She apparently had no inhibitions at all. "Do you know her?" she asked Ted.
"I've met her at parties," he said. "I think she works in a massage parlor. Lots of the girls here do."
A prostitute! No wonder Kathy was so matter-of-fact. She'd seen it all. But it certainly hadn't slowed down her ability to enjoy sex!
Hal was obviously not going to be able, to hold off his long-delayed orgasm much longer. He was puffing like a steam engine, biting down hard on his lower lip.
"Just hold on a little longer," Kathy begged. "I'm getting close. Tell you what… flick my clit with your thumb!"
Shakily, Hal reached out and worked his thumb into Kathy's pussy-slit, pushing aside her thick cunt-lips. His thumb met her swollen clit.
"Oh, yes! That's the way!" Kathy gasped. "Mmmmm, it feels so good! Gets me off every time!"
Hal rubbed faster and faster with his thumb. His hand blurred. "Hurry up! I… I think I'm starting to cum!" he choked out.
"Ooooohhh, yes, lover! I can feel your cock getting bigger and bigger up inside my cunt. I know it's going to shoot off soon. I can sense it. But it's all right, lover, because I'm gonna cum, too! My clit's on fire. My cunt feels so hot and fluttery! I… I…"
Kathy began to buck and jerk, "aaaahhhh!" she cried.
Hal's hoarse cry of triumph joined her lighter whimpering. Great gushes of their combined cum came bubbling back out of Kathy's cunt. Her huge tits bounced and jiggled, the big brown nipples twirling in crazy circles. Hal held onto her tightly, his ass straining up from the floor. He was sinking every spouting inch of cock he had up into her convulsing twat.
Jill was oddly pleased. Pleased that it was Kathy her husband had shot his load into instead of Sue. "Can you make me a drink?" she asked Ted, turning a calm face towards him.
"Sure thing." And he led her towards the bar.
There were quite a few people clustered there, foremost Harry. He looked up from his drink, saw Jill over the rim of his glass.
His beady eyes lit up. "Well, well," he boomed. "It's the little lady herself!"
Jill blushed as all eyes turned towards her. She suddenly felt very naked.
"This is Jill's first time at a swinging party," Harry added, to no one in particular.
A pretty blonde stood next to him, tall enough so that he was able to diddle his finger up her cunt without having to bend down. The finger didn't seem to bother the girl much. Her face stayed perfectly blank, although her hips gyrated a little. Maybe just to let Harry know she knew his finger was there. Jill could see little droplet of pussy juice trickling down into Harry's palm.
"She's new? Then let's initiate her," a balding, well-built man standing close to Harry said. He was fondling the tall blonde's tits. Her nipples were very long, jutting out about a quarter-inch.
"'Nitiate? 'Nitiate who?" Harry asked. Jill realized he was drunk. "Oh! You mean the little lady. Sure! Let's give her the treatment!"
Jill was getting nervous. "What are they talking about?" she asked Ted.
He chuckled. "Relax. It's nothing to be afraid of. In fact, it's kind of nice. They did it to me once. About ten women."
"What? Did what?"
"They spray whipped cream all over your tits, belly and cunt. Then everybody takes turns licking it off. In my case, my cock looked like a Maypole, with three women at the same time trying to cram their heads in to lick the whipped cream off."
"But I don't know if I want to," Jill protested weakly. Two of the men had taken her by the arms and were gently but forcefully leading her towards the center of the living room. "But I really don't want to…" she protested vainly.
"Come on. They won't let you alone until you do," Ted reassured her.
That helped. She trusted Ted. And deep down inside she really wanted to do it. Like nearly everyone else, Jill liked being the center of attention.
They made her lie down on the rug. Harry staggered over with an aerosol can of whipped cream. "Tits first," he guffawed.
He pointed the nozzle straight at Jill's right tit, then pushed the valve. A thick stream of whipped cream shot out, foaming over the brunette's entire tit, piling up over the nipple.
"Oh! It's cold!" Jill shrieked.
"You jus' wait, little lady. Well heat you up!" Harry chortled.
He covered her other tit, then looped big spirals of whipped cream down the cringing housewife's naked belly. He saved her aunt for last, prying open her pussy-lips with one hand while he filled her gash with white billowy whirls.
One of the watching men lunged forward. "Let me lick her tits," he panted.
Harry stopped him with one swipe of his powerful arm. "I ain't finished with the decorations yet," he said.
Glaring around him, daring anyone to move until he gave the go-ahead, Harry walked unsteadily over to the refrigerator. He took out a bottle of maraschino cherries. After a considerable struggle he fished two out of the bottle, placing them at the tip of the whipped-cream mounds capping Jill's tits. She couldn't help laughing.
"Now what about her cunt?" he mused. "Ah! Got it!"
Going back to the refrigerator, Harry got out an orange. With maddening deliberation he peeled it, pulling off two sections. They ended up embedded in the thick pod of cream covering Jill's cunt, looking wonderfully like bright-orange pussy-lips.
"Enjoy the feast, children," Harry said grandly, stepping back, crossing his arms over his hairy chest.
He looked a little silly to Jill, with his cock dangling soft and relaxed below his slight pot belly. She was a little disappointed. She'd rather have had Harry start licking away the cream. At least she knew him. She became aware of a laughing, grinning circle of people surrounding her, looking down at her naked, cream-smeared body.
"Me first. I want her tit!" a man suddenly burst out, dropping to his knees next to Jill.
She flinched as his tongue scooped up the cherry. Rut she felt nothing. There was still too much whipped cream in the way.
"I get the other one!" a pretty young woman said, kneeling down on the opposite side of Jill.
Jill hadn't counted on this. She'd expected all the cream-lickers to be men. She nervously eyed the woman as her small pink tongue dug down through the cream. Still no contact with her nervously waiting nipples.
She felt a touch on the insides of her thighs. Craning her neck, she saw, past the hunched figures of the two tit-lickers, a small, somewhat roly-poly man scrambling between her thighs. Another disappointment. She'd rather it were someone bigger, handsomer.
The little man pulled out thee orange sections. Instead of eating them, he threw them over his shoulder. "They give me gas," he explained. Then he leaned down and started cleaning the whipped cream from Jill's cunt.
This she felt… a little. As the whipped cream was slowly licked away, it tickled her pussy hair. Her cunt began to itch and twitch.
Then the man on her right licked clear through to her nipple. "Oh!" she grunt out involuntarily.
Coming by surprise like that, her nipple responded very strongly. A sudden tremor of feeling shot through her entire tit.
The man began to cheat. Instead of licking away the rest of the cream, he began sucking Jill's nipple.
"Mmmm," she hummed. She was beginning to feel good!
Then the woman on her left struck tit. "Ooohhhh," Jill sighed.
Amazingly, it no longer made any difference that it was a woman lapping her tingling nipple. All that mattered was the exquisite pleasure beginning to throb through both well-lapped tits. In fact, if anything, the woman was doing a more artful job than the man.
But the best was still, to come. The stocky little man hunched down between her thighs began to suck up great mouthfuls of whipped cream. Jill could sense him getting closer and closer to naked cunt-flesh. The waiting was torture. She kept expecting to feel a hot tongue-slip up into her slit at any moment. Her whole body tensed in anticipation.
"Oooohhhh!" Jill moaned loudly when it finally happened.
The little man's tongue sliced through the last layer of whipped cream, digging deep into Jill's cunt-canyon. Her body jerked, mapping his head back. He grabbed her tightly by the ass-cheeks, pulling her trembling cunt closer to his cream smeared face, then began running his tongue hotly up and down the full length of her seething slit.
Jill kept staring down at the man's head. He was partly bald. The top of his pate gleamed with sweat. He really wasn't very good looking at all. But when he finally rammed his tongue up into Jill's screaming pussy-hole, she realized it was the longest tongue she'd ever felt. The man was a freak!
But it was wonderful. Jill forgot about all the people standing around, staring. Moaning and panting, she writhed shamelessly on the carpet. More people dropped to their knees beside her. Some licked her belly, some her throat. One man came her on the mouth. Two others were now fighting over her right tit. And all along the little man with the magic tongue continued lapping her seething cunt.
Jill turned into a mass of whimpering lust. Where had orgies been ail her life? Every inch of her body felt wildly alive, stoked, kindled, loved.
The little man lapping her cunt began shoving his tongue up into her fuck-hole. He shoved and shoved. More and more hot pulsing tongue wriggled its way up into her cunt. He seemed to be unreeling it from secret spool somewhere inside his bald head.
When it was as far in as it would go, incredibly far, the little man began twisting his tongue from one side to the other. Jill went mad.
"Aaaggghhh!" she wailed brokenly.
It was as if some small, alive, slippery animal had sneaked up into her box and was trying to get back out. Her body convulsed with sharp spasms of pleasure.
But, it was his nose pressing against her clit that finally touched off Jill's orgasm.
"Aaaahhhh!" she shrieked as her cunt seemed about to tear itself apart. The little man proved amazingly strong, holding her down with ease as she writhed wildly on the carpet.
She could have hardly broken loose anyhow. The weight of several people pressed down against her. Hands, tongues, cocks, pussies, were all over her.
The violent convulsions of Jill's pussy popped the little man's amazingly long tongue out of her cunt. But he had more in store for the writhing brunette.
"You're wide open now, baby… and I'm coming in," he said in a voice surprisingly deep for such a little man.
Then the final surprise. As he scrambled in between her gaping thighs, Jill saw her bald cunt-lapper had one of the biggest cocks she'd ever seen. Particularly on such a small man it looked immense, thick as an ordinary man's wrist, and correspondingly long.
All that cunt-tonguing had just been to open her up! So she could take his monster prick up inside her tight little snatch!
Oh, was she glad! Unprepared, she'd never have been able to take a rod like that. Jill shuddered, partly from fear as the little man started working the head of his outsized cock up into her cunt. Open as she was, it was still a tight fit.
The others had moved back, watching as the little man buried his cock-tip about an inch up inside Jill's twat. They were as awed by his huge prick as she was.
"Uuh!" she grunted as he jerked his hips farther forward.
Another inch of cock pound up into her pussy-hole. She could feel the broad head flaring into her snatch, spreading her open like a tail-splitter's wedge. Thank God she was so wet!
All of a sudden her cunt let go. Once the broad corona just behind the prick-head had fought past her cuntal opening, the rest of the little man's massive cock slid easily up into Jill's stunned cunt.
My God it felt good! Jill had never been so filled in her life. Her cunt was aware of every ridge, every vein in the cock stuffing her twat to over flowing.
The head seemed to be somewhere up around her lungs.
Then the little man pulled his cock back out a little ways. Jill felt it sucking free, taking little ripples of her sensitive inner pussy-flesh with it. Her cunt felt empty, deserted.
Until the little man rammed his prick back up into her throbbing snatch once again.
"Ooooohhh!" Jill moaned, deliriously happy.
It felt incredibly good! God! A belly full of cock! And some of the other people were returning to her naked body, showering it with erotic attention. Her tits, her belly, her ears, her lips – she felt hands, mouths, bodies touching her everywhere.
The little man was fucking into her cunt steadily now. Her cunt had grown used to his unbelievable prick. She knew she was going to cum again, that the wild orgasm he'd tongued into her was only the beginning.
She remembered now how she'd discovered, when Hal fucked her right after Pat, that she seemed to have an endless appetite for sex. That once started, her body only wanted more. The longer she got fucked, the more she came, the more she wanted, the more and more excited she became.
Jill was off and running. She had an orgasm as the little man puffed and wheezed, driving his oversized cock deep into her hungry cunt. Then another, and another, until she seemed to get lost in one long string of orgasms. Jill was only half-conscious when the little man's cock, now grown to truly immense proportions, finally shot a load of hot sperm up into her spasming cunt.
Then another cock was in her twat, smaller but no less satisfying. Jill looked up foggily. Some men she'd never seen before was plowing his prick up into her twat, staring down eagerly at the lovely, panting brunette as he fucked her.
Jill moaned steadily, feeling more orgasms approaching. Then her moans were abruptly cut off as something hard, but soft at the tip, slid in between her flushed, parted lips.
Jill opened her eyes in surprise. She found herself staring up the shaft of a cock stuffed in her mouth. Her eyes focused on the male pubic hair right behind it. It never occurred to the helplessly turned-on housewife to look at the face of the owner of the cock. It was a nice cock, that was all that mattered.
Greedily fill sucked at the swollen rod in her mouth. Oh, how she loved cock! Her hands roped out to the sides. Eager men pressed bloated pricks into her palms. Her fingers closed greedily around the hot, pulsing shafts. She began to tug and squeeze, feeling the rigid organs swell even larger.
Hal had come into the living room, having long ago finished with Sue and Kathy. At first he didn't recognize the whimpering, writhing brunette half-buried under a pile of lusting men. Oddly enough, it was her big firm tits he recognized at first. For the moment, they were unoccupied.
The cock in his wife's mouth wide it hard to recognize her, but then Hal saw that it was indeed Jill. "Holy God!" he murmured. "Look at her go!"
He'd always known he had a sexy wife, but until now, until he'd seen her in this incredible dog-pile of lusting flesh, he hadn't realized just how sexy. He'd never really seen her fuck before. Just that one time when he'd caught a glimpse of her just before she'd cum, when Harry was fucking her from behind.
By God, maybe he'd been a fool to put so muck effort into outside fucking when he had a piece of tail like Jill right in his own home. His wife!
But maybe it was all this extracurricular fucking that was making her so attractive to him. He'd never been so turned-on in his life. His flesh broke out in goose pimples as he remembered the snug hot feel of Sue's tight cunt wrapped lovingly around his cock, remembered how lovely she had seemed as he stared up at the gorgeous, sensual young blonde.
But was she any better than Jill? Not really. Just someone new, someone beautiful, someone to take the boredom out of fucking the same old hole, no matter how good a hole it was.
Well, now that he was more aware of what a prize he had at home, Hal vowed to pay more sexual attention to his sexy young wife – if there was anything of her left.
Hal watched all the hard bock surrounding his wife – one in her cunt, one in her mouth, and one in each hand.
The men surrounding Jill began to lose control. The cock in her left hand began spouting sperm. The man on the other side of her stared at his climaxing companion across Jill's body. With a groan, he threw his head back and started cuming, too. Twin arcs of jism shot through the air, spattering over Jill's tits, over her throat and belly. She shuddered as she felt the hot fuck-cream trickling over her skin.
Then the cock in her mouth started shuddering. She tried to get ready, but it was hard with a cock ramming up her cunt at the same time.
When the man with his cock in her mouth started cumming, Jill could barely swallow. Sperm gushed out past her lips, running down her chin, dripping onto her neck. She choked and coughed, having trouble breathing.
But when the man whose cock she'd was sucking collapsed limply backward, Jill was relieved. Now she could concentrate on the cock in her cunt. The cock that really mattered.
"Oh, shit, you sonovabitch – whoever you are!" she wailed. "For God's sake, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Shove your cock all the way up to my throat! Fuck me until I howl!"
Completely lost to herself, Jill now existed only as a mass of lusting, quivering flesh. She felt the man's cock plowing deep into her cunt. That cock was the only thing that mattered. And when that cock started spurting its slippery load up into her womb, Jill lost the last of her self-control, spanning wildly in complete surrender.
Hal, watching, turned away from his writhing, cock-stuffed, cum-dripping wife, the image of her wild fucking still in his mind.
Jesus! He'd never known. He'd really never known!



CHAPTER EIGHT


But Jill had been affected by seeing Hal fuck Sue, a woman she didn't like. It had hurt her a little, and out of her hurt grew a certain coolness toward her husband.
After the excitement of her first orgy, it seemed almost ridiculous to Jill to fuck quietly at home, with just her husband. They went to another swap party the next weekend. But once again, Jill spent no time with her husband. She was very popular with the other men at the party and that thrilled her.
Hal became more and more exasperated. He began to tell his troubles to others. To Harry and Anne. When the unhappy, horny husband had left, the two old-time swappers, husband and wife, nodded at each other knowingly.
"Time for a little therapy for Jill," Harry said, looking meaningfully at Anne.
The next afternoon, Jill was surprised to have Anne visit her. "What a nice surprise!" she exclaimed, genuinely pleased. She liked Anne.
The tall redhead came into the living room. "Got anything to drink?" she asked innocently. She knew alcohol might make Jill a little less up-tight while she was talking to her.
A few minutes later the two beautiful women were seated on the couch, sipping tall cool drinks.
"Well, how do you like the swapping scene?" Anne asked, looking absently into her glass.
"Love it!" Jill said exuberantly. "I never before realized there could be so many different ways to get turned-on. So many different shapes and sizes of cock."
Anne was silent a moment. "Tell me, Jill… do you think swinging helps your marriage to Hal or hurts it?"
Jill's face fell. At the mention of Hal's name her mood darkened. "I… I don't know," she confessed.
"If you don't know, then you're in trouble," Anne said. "What is it? Do you get jealous?"
"Oh, I don't know," Jill said miserably. "One maybe, with that woman Sue. But, you know… we were having trouble before this all started. Maybe… maybe I'm afraid if I give too much to Hal, it'll somehow wreck all this wonderful new stuff… all these experiences… all this fucking."
"It doesn't need to," Anne said. "Why don't you…"
"Oh! Hal's home!" Jill suddenly said, springing up from the couch. Both women heard the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. Jill was sorry, because she realized she needed this conversation with Anne.
But Anne smiled. She had planned it this way. She knew very well what time Hal usually got borne, and had wanted to be here, with Jill, when he did.
Hal came in the door. "Honey," he said tiredly, "shit, what a day…"
His voice trailed off when he saw Anne sitting with his wife. Memories of the many times he'd plowed his cock up into her big juicy cunt came back to him. But what the hell was she doing here? Somehow it made him nervous to see Anne with Jill.
"Hi, Hal," Anne said, in her throaty, cool, but tremendously exciting voice. "I'm glad you're home. I want to talk to you two."
Both Hal and Jill were uneasy. But they were also intrigued.
"What do you mean?" Hal asked.
"Harry and I have noticed you and Jill were a little tight with each other. That you hardly ever touch each other at a party. We think we know why. We went through that ourselves when we first started swinging. Okay… I'll tell you straight. I came over here to see if I couldn't help do something about it. Could you use a little help?"
"Yeah… yeah, I guess I do," Hal confessed. He turned to his wife, who looked miserable. She nodded dumbly.
"Well… then come with me," Anne said, standing up and starting out of the room.
"Where are you going?"
"The bedroom, of course. Where else?"
Anne had enough personal power to draw the others after her, although Jill was apprehensive and Hal nervous. Once in the bedroom, Anne started casually taking off her clothes.
"But what do you want us to do?" Jill blurted out.
"Just make love to me," Anne said casually. "Both of you."
"But… but I don't know if."
"Come on. Do it for me," Anne said to the somewhat younger Jill.
She reached out and caressed her brunette friend's head. Jill just nodded. She'd try. As for Hal, he was already getting hot just watching Anne undress. She had stripped to the waist. Her gorgeous tits swung free. He remembered how solid and warm they felt. And as she took off her skirt and got ready to step out of her panties, he remembered her red pussy hair, and the warm deep slit underneath.
But having Jill here made him nervous. It seemed every time she watched him fuck somebody, she got weird. What he'd forgotten was that she'd seen him fucking Sue just too many times. Sue and hardly anybody else at the parties.
"Come on, you two. Take off your clothes," Anne said, prodding the confused young couple.
Hal complied readily. But Anne had to go up to Jill and help her start. She knew this was a critical time. But if she could just get the young brunette naked…
Jill let Anne take her blouse off. "You have really beautiful tits," Anne said, cupping one of Jill's firm round knockers in her hand, gently stroking the nipple.
Jill couldn't suppress a slight gasp of pleasure. Anne had such a fine touch! But Jill was still nervous about being touched sexually by another woman. She moved away, slightly embarrassed because her naked nipple had immediately hardened.
She took her pants off by herself, and her panties, feeling self-consciously naked as she waited for something to happen.
Anne lay down on the bed, on her back. Jill found herself staring straight up between her friend's legs, at that patch of flaming-red pussy hair. She could just make out the big firm cunt-lips beneath the silky red floss. The inner labes protruded slightly, squirming from between the outer lips, pink, soft-looking.
"What… What do you want us to do?" Jill blurted.
She was half afraid Anne wanted her to touch her cunt, shove a finger up it. What made her afraid was that she was fascinated by the idea. Fascinated and repelled at the same time.
"Just touch me. Stroke me a little. Both of you," Anne replied. "Not anywhere in particular. I just want to feel you touching me."
Hal had no hesitations. He began running his hands sensually over Anne's lovely, nude body.
"Mmmmnnn," the redhead sighed. "That feels so relaxing."
But if it was relaxing, Jill noticed that the nipple of Anne's right tit responded immediately when Hal passed his hand over it a couple of times.
Jill stared at the hardening nipple. It puffed up like a little pink berry, tight and wrinkled. Her own nipples tingled a little as she identified with the other woman.
Jill had touched other women's tits at the orgies, partly by accident. In those piles of lusting flesh it had been hard to avoid. She remembered the time round Kathy had brushed by her, and the girl's big tit had shoved against her arm. How warm and soft it had felt.
Anne's big boob was only inches away. The left one, the one Hal hadn't touched yet. Jill's hand reached out hesitantly. Well… Anne said she waited to be touched…
Jill's hand closed over Anne's tit. How firm it was! Almost immediately her friend's nipple began to harden. Jill could feel it thrusting up against her palm, a solid, alive little nubbin.
"Oooohhhh, Jill… that feels good!" Anne sighed, smiling up at her friend. Jill almost pulled her hand away. But it was so nice to have her hand on Anne's tit. And – why not admit it? – so sexy!
Jill began moving her hand gently, openly caressing Anne's tit. She felt the other woman stir. It was really having an effect. But was it her or Hal? Hal was working down toward Anne's cunt, his hands stroking her lower belly, her thighs. Jill watched the redhead's legs obligingly open, baring her naked snatch.
Hal's finger slipped into Anne's deep pussy slit, pushing aside the silky red tendrils of cunt hair. Jill felt Anne's body jerk. The redhead's breath drew in sharply.
"Mmmmm. Hal… yes, that feels so good…"
Jill felt her eyes widen as she stared at her husband as he began finger-fucking Anne. Not that she hadn't seen him do that much and more at parties. But to have her own hand on Anne's throbbing tit at the same time. To feel the pleasure vibrating through the other woman's body…
"Jill, do you think you could suck, my tits?" Anne suddenly asked.
Jill noticed she was having trouble keeping her voice level. Obviously, Hal's finger up inside her cunt was having a real effect on the usually cool redhead.
Could she do it? Could she lick another woman's tits? They felt so warm and sexy under her hand. What could it hurt if she kissed them a little?
Yes she'd just kiss them.
Jill bent down and put her lips against the nipple of Anne's nearest tit. It was hot, rubbery, alive. She felt the other woman arch her back a little, hungrily pushing her jug up against her friend's soft face. Jill knew how eager she herself would be to have hot moist lips close around her own tit if they were this close. Her lips parted. Anne's turgid nipple slipped inside her mouth. It was so natural to start sucking.
"Ohhhhh… Hal!" Anne sighed. "You're making me feel so wonderful!"
A burst of joy shot through Jill's naked body as she realized she was making her friend feel good. She moved her mouth to Anne's other tit, licking at first, feeling the nipple respond, then sucking it deep into her mouth where her tongue could lash unhindered at the tightly trapped little nub.
Anne was writhing in unashamed pleasure. "I'm getting so hot," she gasped. "Jill, would you mind if Hal fucked me for a while?"
"Uh… no!" Jill blurted. Why did Anne think she had to ask? Because there was no ready cock for her? WEB, it was going to be a little strange to just watch.
Hal, without a direct invitation, scrambled into place between Anne a outstretched legs as soon as he heard his wife's answer. There was a moment's fumbling, Anne reached down to help guide his swollen prick up into her juicy cunt. Then he was in. His cock slid easily up into Anne's well prepared pussy-hole.
"Ooooohhhh!" Anne sighed happily. "Jill! Keep sucking my tit! Please?"
Jill hesitated. She would have to work her head in right underneath Hal's body. He heard Anne's request and obligingly raised his torso on stiffened arms. Now there was plenty of room, and after all, Anne had sounded so anxious.
Jill's mouth closed once again around Anne's left nipple. She felt her already panting friend's breath suck in as soon as Jill started licking the rubbery little tit-bud. Anne's hands rose, caressing Jill's head. How warm and close and sexy all this felt!
Anne was writhing and twisting, as much from Jill's tit-sucking as from Hal's big cock up inside her cunt. Feeling her friend's lush body vibrating so close to hers, Jill lost herself in paying attention to first one big, firm tit, then the other. All of a sudden her own body was racked by a tremor of delight. Anne was tonguing her right ear while Hal tongued her left! They had her tit-sucking head trapped between them.
Jill felt her cunt start to heat up. So wet already! She became more and more excited, forgetting that it was another woman she was helping make love to. Forgetting it was her husband, around whom she'd been so sexually nervous, pumping his familiar cock in and out of Anne's cunt.
His cock! Jill remembered how hard it was, how sensitive, how much Hal liked having it touched. She'd done enough for Anne. What about Hal?
Jill abandoned Anne's tits, which didn't matter much, because Hal immediately lowered his head and started sucking where Jill had left off.
Scrambling lower on the bed, Jill placed herself so she could stare straight up Anne and Hal's open legs from underneath.
There it was, right in front of her staring eyes! Hal's bloated cock-shaft spearing regularly up into Anne's wide-open, juice-dripping cunt!
She had to touch. Jill's hand wormed up between the panting couple's writhing bodies. Her finger stroked Hal's cunt-slippery cock as it continued chugging in and out of Anne's gaping match.
"Oooohhhh!" Hal gasped. "That's driving me nuts!"
Nuts! His nuts, yes! Jill's other hand closed around his puckered ball-sac, squeezing gently.
"Jesus!" Hal grunted.
But it was his cock she wanted to touch. She laid one finger along the underside of the slippery, rock-hard organ, following it nit slid smoothly up into Anne's cunt.
Her finger was carried along with Hal's cock, a little way up into Anne's pussy-hole. My God, the other woman was hot inside! Just as hot as Jill imagined she herself must feel when she was getting fucked!
"Oh, God, what's that up inside my cunt?" Anne panted.
"Jill's finger."
"Oooohhhh! I love it, I love it!" Anne moaned. "Shove it in a little further, Jill, honey!"
God! Jill realized. She was actually sticking her finger up another woman's cunt!
She hadn't intended to. All she'd wanted to do at first was touch Hal's well-remembered prick. Her finger had just naturally followed the big organ up inside Anne's wild coupling! To feel Anne's slippery cunt juice smearing all over her hands!
Jill became wilder, caressing Hal's cock, letting the fingers of her other hand explore what she could reach of Anne's big cunt. She ran one finger down towards the other woman's asshole, feeling the tight little puckered opening twitch wildly. Then up around the bulbous base of Hal's cock, up the tight hot valley of Anne's gushing pussy-slit. She felt the soft inner labes give way, slipping so wetly aside.
Then her finger was against Anne's clit. Such a big one! At least, bigger than hers, because Jill had never really paid much attention to other women's clits.
"Aaaaahhh!" Anne wailed when Jill touched her wildly sensitive love-nubbin. Her hips twitched violently. "Rub it! Rub it!" she begged. "You're making me feel so wonderful, Jill!"
Jill felt that, at the moment, she was capable of just about anything. Her finger flew over Anne's clit, while the fingers of her other hand wrapped lovingly around Hal's plunging cock-shaft, her knuckles digging into soft, wet pussy-flesh. Everything was so erotically wet! Jill herself was panting with passion, rubbing her thighs together, stimulating her wildly excited but so far untouched cunt.
Hal and Anne came at the same time, both helped by Jill's eager hand-work. Jill felt the base of her husband cock began to jerk and twitch. She stuck her finger a little way up inside Anne's pussy-hole. The redhead's muscular fuck-channel closed hungrily around both her finger and Hal's suddenly spouting cock. Jill felt Anne's cunt rippling in long sexy waves as the woman's organ swept over her. She heard Anne's moans and wild cries, but what she mast paid attention to was the fierce activity up inside her twitching cunt.
Jill was sorry when it ended, when both Hal and Anne finally relaxed, worn out for the moment. She took her hands from between their hot, panting bodies, staring at the shiny cum dripping from her fingers. She began to feel sad, alone, as she looked down at Hal and Anne's tightly locked bodies.
Anne saw the look on her younger friend's face.
Immediately she knew she had to do something or the carefully built-up mood between the three of them would be lost.
She wriggled out from beneath Hal's tired form. "Poor Jill," she crooned. "You've done all the work, making us feel good. Thank you… thank you! But now I want to do something for you. Come on, sweetie. Lie down next to me."
The big redhead urged Jill onto her back. Jill looked up, puzzled, as Anne got to her knees, then moved down between her legs.
"What are you doing!" Jill demanded as Anne began opening the brunette's legs wider.
Sitting on her heels between Jill's legs, Anne slowly ran her hands up the insides of the brunette's wide-spread thighs, until the edges of her fingers were solidly against the outer edges of Jill's pussy-lips.
"I'm going to eat you," Anne said, her eyes hot and smoldering. "I'm going to lick your cunt until you cum, until you howl with pleasure!"
"Wait! Wait, I… I…" Jill stammered.
This was all happening so fast! Sure, her cunt ached for attention, but she'd never imagined something like this was going to happen – that Anne, her beautiful, red-headed friend, was going to eat her box!
Of course, she'd had her own fingers up inside Anne's twat. But that was a little different. Then, she'd been helping Hal and Anne fuck.
Lesbianism was something so remote from Jill's normal sexual thinking that she'd never had to decide whether she was for or against it. Cock had always been her main concern. And she'd had plenty of that lately.
But if she thought about it, wasn't what Anne wanted to do to her just another kind of sex? How was it all that different from the wild, lewd things she'd let others do to her body over the past few weeks?
So she did nothing to stop Anne – not that she actually wanted her friend to lick her box. Eyes wide and staring, Jill watched her friend lower her lovely auburn head towards her quiveringly waiting crotch. She shivered all over, waiting for that first hot feel of tongue against pussy.
But Anne took her time. Halting with her mouth only a couple of inches from Jill's brown-furred cunt, she softly blew a strew of warm air up into her friend's glistening pussy-slit.
By the time the air touched flesh, it had cooled. Washing against Jill's wet tender cunt-flesh, Anne's breath felt cold, exciting, strange.
"Ooooohhhh," Jill moaned helplessly, goose pimples erupting over her tits and belly. My God! If just Anne's breath felt so good, how would it feel when…
"Uuuuunnngghhh!" the stunned brunette cried.
Her legs shot out, straight and stiff. Her stomach muscles tightened convulsively. Her hand clawed at the bed covers.
Mmmmmmnnnn… what a sweet-tasting curd, Anne thought happily, her mouth glued tightly to Jill's shuddering pussy-flesh. She flattened her tongue, splaying it hotly against the young housewife's swollen little clitoris. She felt Jill twitch and squirm, and seized her by the thighs, holding her cunt firmly in place.
Jill's eyes were open wide with shock and pleasure. Why had she been so hesitant to have another woman eat her box? she wondered. It felt just as good as when a man did it. Better, maybe. Being a woman herself, Anne seemed to know just what to do. Just where to move her tongue next, anticipating every one of Jill's spasming reactions.
Jill dug her hands into her own tits, squeezing, kneading. She felt good all over, sensually alive. Her cunt was getting hotter and hotter. She knew she could cum, that another woman was going to suck an orgasm right out of her twitching cunt with her mouth. The lewdness, the forbiddenness of what was happening was as exciting to Jill as Anne's actual tongue, slithering up and down her slit.
God, what a trip to watch these two beautiful women make it together! Women he'd fucked, both of them!
The eager young husband watched his wife play with her own tits. God, she was turned on. He could hear Anne's lips and tongue sucking noisily against Jill's cunt. She was really gobbling twat!
Hal was tempted to grab hold of Jill's tits, sink his fingers into their well-remembered softness.
But Anne's gorgeous naked ass caught his attention. The redhead was on her knees, her shoulders low, her ass thrusting invitingly up into the air.
Hal moved around behind her. He could see tendrils of soft red pussy hair peeking back between her sleek thighs. He remembered how her cunt had clasped hungrily around his surging cock just minutes ago. Why not again?
Hal passed his hand lightly over Anne's naked ass. He saw her quiver a little, and then, she seemed to be waggling her butt back at him invitingly. He saw her open her legs a lift le. Her softly pouched pussy-lips, still wet with his cum were clearly visible now between her thighs.
Growing more and more excited, Hal slipped his hand between the humped-over redhead's thighs. The going was wet and slippery. His fingers skidded through half-congealed sperm, pushed past soaking wet pussy hair, then dipped into the kneeling woman's deep cunt-crack.
"Mmmmppphhh." Anne burbled into Jill's wet cunt as Hal's finger slipped up into her own pussy-hole. Damn! She thought. This therapy session was turning out to have a lot of personal benefits for her!
She began grinding her ass back against Hal's hand, helping his finger slip farther up into her cunt. Hal added more fingers, until he had three sliding in and out of her wide-open pussy-hole. Anne was panting straight into Jill's cunt, but she managed to keep licking and sucking. It was so wonderful to have Hal paying attention to her twat while her mouth was full of the rich taste of his wife's sweet cunt!
Hal realized his cock was getting hard again. Jesus, was, he ready to use it. He stared at his fingers, slipping deep into Anne's luscious cunt, pushing aside her flushed, fever-pink cunt-lips. She was gushing like a geyser, wet enough and open enough to take anything he could throw at her.
Hal pulled his fingers free of the redhead's clinging pussy-flesh. Kneeling upright behind the moaning, cunt-eating woman, he smeared the pussy juice coating his fingers all over the head of his cock. Then he moved in closer, hand-feeding his prick up between Anne's soft thighs.
Anne felt Hal's prick slide under the deep crack of her ass, into her pussy-sift, seeking out her cunt-mouth. She braced herself. This boy had a good-sized cock.
"Uuuunnnggghh," Anne moaned into Jill's cunt as she felt her own invaded by over half a foot of rock-hard prick.
Hal grunted with pleasure as he felt Anne's cunt gobble his cock. No playing around this time. He started fucking hard, hearing the satisfying sound of his loins smacking wetly against Anne's shapely ass. He kit the sensitive head of his cock pushing its way in and out of her smooth, hot cunt.
Looking down and smooth sweep of Anne's back, Hal found himself staring straight at his slowly writhing wife. Anne's head was buried between Jill's drawn-up thighs, her long red hair fanning out over Jill's belly and hips.
Jill's face was flushed, glowing with sexual arousal. She was still massaging her own tits. Hal watched her stomach muscles flutter and tense every time Anne did something new to her cunt with her talented tongue.
What a trip! As Hal slammed his prick again and again into Anne's butter-soft twat, he had the illusion he was fucking straight through her into Jill. Every time his hips slammed into Anne's ass, the redhead was jolted forward, her mouth digging deeper into Jill's cunt.
Both women were going wild. Hal could hear Anne moaned into Jill's twat, the sound oddly wet and muffled. Jill was whimpering and moaning, biting her lower lip. He knew ail the signs, knew his wife was close to cumming. He hoped she didn't yet!
Jill was indeed close to orgasm. Anne's mouth against her cunt was helping her climb higher and higher. Another couple of minutes and she would start the long slide down the other slope of her orgasm.
She looked up, seeing Hal's grinning face. It took her a few seconds to realize her husband was fucking the other woman from behind. Why always someone else and not her? she wondered, then remembered that lately it had been she who'd pushed him away.
She didn't care now. All that mattered was the orgasm slowly beginning deep in her well-licked cunt. She tensed, readying herself for the gut-wrenching spasms, the incredible ecstasy.
But Hal started fucking harder and harder into Anne's cunt from behind. It was more than the moaning redhead could stand. She started to cum, her head twisting helplessly to one side as powerful spasms rippled through her belly. Her mouth sucked free of Jill's cunt, deserting the other girl's clit just as she was on the verge of her climax.
"Oh, wait! Don't stop! Not right now!" Jill wailed. "I… I'm so close! Just another few seconds and I would have cum!"
But Anne was past all hearing. She slid slowly forward, Hal's powerful cock-thrusts pounding into her from behind. Her head ended up on Jill's taut, cum-hungry belly, her mouth helplessly moaning cries of passion.
As soon as he sensed Anne had finished cumming, Hal rolled the panting redhead unceremoniously from over Jill. Now there was nothing between him and his nakedly moaning wife but his huge swollen cock, still gleaming with Anne's cunt juice.
"I can help you get it off, baby," he grated. "With this! With my cock! You want it? Ask me, baby. Ask me!"
Jill stared up at her handsome sexy husband, love and passion shining from her eyes. "Oh, yes, Hal," she whimpered. "I want, you to fuck me! Shove your cock up my cunt! Make me cum! I want it from you!"
Eagerly Hal fell forward onto his wife's lovely waiting body. His cock thundered up her cunt. His arms wrapped tightly around her, while her legs rose, locking desperately behind his back, puffing him deeper and deeper into her. Her cunt nibbled desperately at his big, thrusting cock.
"I love you! I love you, Hal!" Jill cried. "It's so wonderful having you fuck me again. I'm so sorry I wasted my time with all those other men!"
"Don't be," he panted. "I don't care what you do with other men. I care what you do with me."
Anne had risen to her knees, looking down in triumph at the confused young couple she had helped reunite. Suddenly she felt a hand on her shoulder. Startled, she spun around. It was her husband, Harry.
"Thought I'd come over and see how the therapy was going," he grinned. "The front door wasn't locked. Looks like you've had another success, baby."
For a few seconds Harry stared down at the wildly fucking young couple, then started peeling off his clothes.
"What are you doing?" Anne asked.
"I'm gonna try something really kinky," Harry chuckled. "Something different. Just for kicks, I'm gonna fuck my wife while Hal fucks his."
Anne looked up fondly at her big husband, reached out and stroked his hardening cock.
"Harry, you're something else," she said, laughing softly. "The last of the romantics."
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