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CHAPTER ONE


The night was so warm that the door of the bar had been left open. Something vaguely country western-rock was on the juke box, spilling loud sound into the neon-lit night as a man and a woman came out the door.
"My car's over here," the man said, one arm slipping around the woman's waist. She let him lead her, moving voluptuously against his encircling arm, but there were many little clues in their behavior that indicated they had just met – the man's quick glances and the cautious breeziness of the woman.
The car was a large station wagon, the rear two-thirds of it jammed with boxes and cases. "I'm a salesman," he explained as he ushered her into the front seat with almost exaggerated courtesy, then went around and got in the driver's side.
"By the way… I didn't catch your name," the man said as he shut his door and turned to look at the woman.
"I didn't throw it your way," she said coolly. There was a short silence during which the man digested her answer.
"My name's Tom," he finally said. "Tom Preston. And you're…"
"I'm your pick-up for the night," she said curtly. "I don't like names. I've forgotten yours already."
"Hey… what is this?" the man asked, trying to laugh off her barely friendly manner. "You with the CIA or something?"
"Uh-uh," she replied. "I'm just a horny woman who had you pegged for a good fuck – which I could really use. If you've got any thing else in mind, if you've got some macho plans for dissecting my personal history and tacking it up on your trophy board, forget it."
"Jesus Christ lady," the man replied. "When do you whip out your razor and start slashing?" One of his hands had been inching along the seat toward the woman's shoulders, but it froze in place. He drew a little toward his side of the car. The woman noticed, and her voice softened.
"Don't get your masculine pride hurt," she said. "I just want all the cards on the table. I'm a big girls now. I don't have to kid myself that I've got an emotional thing going with every man I lay. Like I said, I'm horny and you look like a good fuck. I'm a good fuck too. You want me or not?"
Holy shit! Tom Preston thought nervously. A weirdo! I thought the whole thing was too easy!
He'd met the woman in the bar only a few minutes earlier. Right off the bat he'd wondered what such a good-looking broad was doing in a place like Fellini's. She didn't look like a hooker – a lot more class than that. But there was something overtly sexual about her. Tom took a chance and offered her a drink. She'd slowly looked him up and down and then nodded. He was still trying to work out his next play when she made it for him.
"Let's go some place more… private," she said, glancing up at him with her big, dark eyes.
"But you haven't finished your drink," he blurted, taken off balance.
"So? You sell whisky or something?"
Still hardly able to believe he'd made such a fast score, Tom had led the woman out of the bar toward his car, his eyes darting over her full, voluptuous figure. But now it wasn't so easy. Or was it?
Tom didn't really like women very much, but loved to fuck. Except for that, most of the pleasure he got out of sex was in seducing a woman. He liked to feel that he was tricking them, getting something for nothing. And now this bitch was spoiling his fun, making it all too easy, too cut and dried. But his eyes roamed automatically over her body as she sat next to him. Damned gorgeous piece! he had to admit. She was wearing a tight sweater that showed her nipples, suggesting she wasn't wearing a bra, or maybe one of those new, thin ones. Her tits looked big and round and firm, making his hands itch to touch them.
Neither Tom nor the woman had said anything for a few seconds, then she spoke again. "Okay, Tom," she sighed. "I can see you like names. So you can call me Hot Lips, and I don't mean the ones on my face."
Her very casualness began to have an effect on Tom, and his blood started to heat up as he realized all he had to do was just reach out and take her. No games this time, not even any pretending that he liked her. That might be nice. He could be just as crude as he liked.
"Okay, Hot Lips," he grated. "Let's see if you're just blowing smoke." Turning in the seat, Tom started pushing up the girl's skirt with his left hand. She obligingly lifted her ass so he could hitch her skirt as high, as possible. Smooth, sleek thighs clad in smoke colored panty hose were bared, and Tom quickly mix his hand up their inside, thrilled with the way the girl parted her legs to give him access to her crotch. His fingers dug hotly against her nylon covered mound, pressing into the soft, hairy flesh beneath the silky material.
Jesus! he thought. She's soaking wet already! It was true. Her panty hose, soaked through with her gushing cunt juices literally squished under the eager probing of his fingers. And now that her legs were paled, he could smell the heady aroma of her arousal.
"Told you they were hot," she murmured, her voice going husky as his ringers mashed against her cunt.
"Sure as hell looks promising," he grunted. "But let's get down to the bare facts."
Tom reached higher and tried to ram his hands under the top of the woman's panty hose, but she wriggled away.
"You'll tear the damn things, and they cost," she admonished him. "Let me do it."
Tom waited impatiently as she stripped off her panty hose. He noticed that a pair of bright colored panties were included – she'd stripped off both panty hose and panties together. She set them on the seat next to her, but they slid onto the floor. He might have told her, but his eyes were glued to her gleaming, bare thighs – and the dark patch nestled between them.
The woman smiled for, the first time as Tom's eager hand fumbled up the inside of her thighs, heading for her cunt. Once again she opened her legs to him, and a moment later his fingers were slithering through the hot wetness of her naked pussy slit.
"Christ, buddy, take it easy!" she yelped, the smile vanishing from her lovely face. "You're not suppose to make your own hole! There's already one there!"
Fighting to get himself under control, Tom slowed his hasty probing and let his fingers roam through the woman's slippery snatch for a few seconds. Then his middle finger found her cuntlips and slid smoothly inside. "God! You are hot!" he muttered as his finger was swallowed by her steaming cunt.
"You just keep pushing that finger in and out and I'll show you what hot really is," the woman panted, her hips grinding lewdly up against his impaling finger. Tom felt a moment of triumph as he realized the woman was beginning to react to, his eager finger-fucking. Her breathing was quickened and her eyes were glazed.
Finally feeling in control of the situation, Tom tried to pull the woman's sweater up with his right hand, but it was too difficult a maneuver. Fortunately, the woman helped, pulling up the sweater herself, baring two of the most magnificent tits he'd ever seen. The firm, full mounds jutted out at him, the dark nipples already beginning to harden in expectation. Tom didn't keep them waiting. While his finger continued to drum in and out of the woman's tight cunt, he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, feeling it instantly harden against his tongue.
"Oh, God, I love sex!" the woman panted, writhing sensuously on the seat. Her hands eagerly grasped Tom's bead, moving it from one soft lit to the other, urging him on. His finger was still slithering faithfully in and out of her cunt, her hot juices gushing out onto his palm. This bitch is on the way! he exulted.
But when he tried to fuck her, he got a surprise. She didn't say anything when he pulled his finger out of her sucking cunt and unzipped his pants. But when he worked his swollen cock out of his fly and tried to crawl between her gaping thighs, she suddenly pushed him away.
"Uh-uh," she said bluntly. "I don't fuck in cars. That's for high school kids. Let's find us a bed."
"Christ! I haven't got a place I can take you to," he complained.
"Wifey wouldn't understand, is that it?" the woman said with a grin. "Well, then how about a motel, or don't you want to fuck me bad enough to lay out the dough?"
Tom did his best to convince her to fuck right there, in the front seat of his car, but she wouldn't budge. She let him shove his finger back up into her cunt, which he thought would get her so hot she'd let him fuck her, but he worked her to an orgasm instead, her body arching back so far that her thighs banged into the dash.
"Okay, okay," he finally snarled when she told him he might as well tuck his cock back into his pants. "We'll go to a fucking motel."
Tom picked a motel far enough away so that his raging hard-on had time to shrink and wouldn't show too much. He made sure that there was room to park his car around back, out of sight of the street. With all those sample cases, it was an easy car to spot, and he knew that if Lucy ever realized how he used his spare time.
The woman waited in the car while he nervously registered, then followed him to the room, taking her panty hose with her.
It was the typical plastic motel room, but the bed was big and looked firm. Tom shut the door and turned the double lock. "Okay, Hot Lips," he said. "Let's see if you're worth fifteen bucks."
"Worth every penny of it," she replied, smiling. And then she started to take off her clothes. Tom remained by the door, just watching, his temperature rising as he saw her lovely nakedness unveiled before him.
"Jeezuz… she's built even better than I thought!" Tom mumbled as the woman turned to carefully drape her skirt over a chair. In profile, her tits were even more impressive, and he found himself remembering the soft, alive feel of them. And as he remembered, his cock lurched in his pants, beginning to press painfully against the tight, restraining material.
"Pretty promising bulge," the woman said, her glance flickering at Tom's crotch. She began to walk toward him slowly, naked, and he couldn't keep from staring at the tuft of thick, brown cunt hair that fluffed out from between her lush thighs, remembering how juicy her snatch had been. Juicy and hot.
Tom was starting to reach for her when she suddenly dropped to her knees.
"We better let that thing out into the open before it smothers in there," she said as she fumbled with his fly. A moment later his cock tumbled out into her waiting hand.
"Mmmmmm… pretty," the woman sighed, beginning to stake her fingers tantalizingly up and down the sensitive underside of Tom's big cock. He shuddered in ecstasy, stating at the swollen head of his cock now only inches from the woman's thick, red lips.
"Hey, baby," he said, his voice harsh and dry. "Let's see if those lips are hot too."
"You want me to suck your cock?" she asked teasingly.
"You bet your bare ass!" Tom panted, thrusting his rigid cock closer to her lovely face.
Still teasing, the woman thrust out her tongue and tickled his cock with it, obviously trying to thrust the wet, pink tip up inside the tiny slit in his prick.
"Aaaaahhh, Christ!" Tom panted. "Quit playing around and put some mouth around it."
Tom's cock was so hard by now that it almost hurt him. Thick, blue veins laced the swollen shaft, and the bloated tip was almost purple. He knew he'd have to bury it in her cunt soon or he'd go out of his mind.
"C'mere, Hot Lips," he growled, and tangling his fingers in the woman's thick dark hair, began to tug her head closer to his bloated prick. She strained away from the rigid cock for a few seconds, and then seemed to give in.
"Ah, what the hell," the lovely brunette murmured. Leaning forward, she opened her glossy, wet lips and slipped them around Tom's big cock.
"Oh, God," he groaned as he felt the heated wetness of her mouth close around his throbbing cock. His loins hunched forward a little more, trying to bury another inch or two of the meaty shaft inside her mouth.
But Tom didn't need to coax the woman. Settling back, she began to suck his cock in earnest, her mouth gliding up and down its heated length. Tom writhed above the brunette, staring at his erect cock as it slid smoothly in and out of her lovely face. Further down he could make out the silhouette of her big tits, the nipples tipping the ends like dark, little berries. He wished he could see her cunt; to touch it and shove his fingers up inside, but it was buried underneath her kneeling body.
Then he lost interest in anything other than the indescribable bliss of her mouth slipping up and down the length of his shuddering cock. He felt his balls tightening and knew that in another minute or two he was going to come. Tom had arched his back, waiting to shoot the first hot jets of sperm into the woman's mouth, when she sensed what was happening.
"Oh, no!" she said in alarm, pulling her mouth from the bloated, twitching cock. "Gotta save that load for Momma's hungry little cunt."
"Shove it back in your mouth! Suck it dry! I'm gonna shoot off!" Tom moaned, trying to force the woman's head back down toward his aching loins. But she easily twisted away.
"Uhhhhh," she said firmly, and reaching out, pinched the bloated tip of Tom's cock with her thumb and forefinger – hard!
"Take it easy!" Tom yelped, jumping back. But he noticed that he wasn't about to come any more. "Christ! What the hell did you do to my cock?"
"Just trying to teach it patience," the woman said with a slow smile. "Come on. Let's get on the fucking bed!"
Tom didn't hesitate to follow the woman as she turned and walked toward the big bed. Some ass! he thought as he watched her full, firm buttocks sway and jiggle ahead of him.
Tom was only about a foot behind the woman when she crawled up on the bed on her hands and knees, her luscious ass within easy reach.
"Hold it a minute," he ordered, his hand reaching out to slither up the inside of her creamy, white thigh. She stopped, still on her hands and knees. "Let's see if those pussy lips are still hot," he said with a leer, and almost brutally, he thrust his hand against her crotch, slithering his fingers into the wet warmth of her pussy slit.
"Uuunnnhhh," the woman sighed as his fingers began to slide up and down the full length of her sensitive cunt. Tom felt her body quiver, and as soon as he realized she liked what he was doing, he shoved his middle finger inside her pussy.
"Oh, yes! I like that!" the woman panted, thrusting her ass greedily back against his invading hand. Tom started rhythmically finger-fucking her, his hand chugging in and out between her slightly parted thighs. After a few thrusts, she began to get wetter than ever, and he could hear a wet sluicing sound as his finger worked further up into her juicy cunt.
Almost immediately Tom's cock, which had softened a little when the woman had pinched off his orgasm, began to harden, hungering for the slick tube his finger was learning so well. Taking his big prick in one hand, he guided it between the woman's soft thighs.
"Okay, baby, you're gonna get what you asked for," he panted. With a shudder of joy, he felt his cock being brushed by her soft pubic hair, and, after that, her spongy cuntlips. Only at the last moment did he pull his finger from her cunt.
"Oh yes! Shove your cock up into my pussy!" the woman moaned, twisting her head around and staring hungrily at Tom as be worked his cock up into her cunt. "Fuck me! Fuck me now!" she begged.
"Right on, cunt!" he growled, and with a flick of his hips, Tom buried the full length of his throbbing cock all the way up the woman's tight cunt.
"Uuuunnnggghhh!" she grunted as she was knocked forward by the power of his thrust. But she stiffened her arms and managed to stay on all fours, even pushing back with her lush ass, obviously trying to impale herself more on his big rod.
"Yes… yesssssss," she hissed in delight. "Fuck me with your big cock! Split me in two! Make me come!"
"Anything you say, whore!" Tom grunted, and began to fuck her cunt as hard as he could, slamming his loins hard against her, hearing his flesh smack loudly against her creamy ass-cheeks with every forward thrust.
"Aaaaahhhhh," the woman began to moan, her hips gyrating and twisting. Tom felt as if his throbbing cock was trapped in a hot, wet vise that was going to milk the cum right out of his balls. He was glad he hadn't come in her mouth. This was going to be one hell of a lot better, shooting his load into such a tight, sucking pussy.
"Aaaahhhhh! God, I was right. You can really fuck!" the woman panted. "It feels like you're shoving your cock all the way up to my tonsils!"
Her arms had given way, and she had fallen forward, resting on her shoulders with her head turned to one side, her ass thrust obscenely high as Tom pounded his cock again and again against her rounded contours. Fucking beautiful woman! he thought excitedly, staring down the graceful sweep of her naked back to where her dark hair was fanned out over the light-colored bedspread. His hands were digging into her taut ass-cheeks as he tried to hold her closer and open her gushing cunt even wider.
Suddenly, as Tom was preparing for the final few thrusts up that gloriously tight hole, the woman lunged forward, her hips twisting away from him, her pussy pulling free of his stabbing cock.
"Hey! What the hell!" Tom barked angrily, his cunt-wet cock standing out rigid in front of his still-humping loins.
The woman had rolled over, and was looking up at him body. "I'm going to come soon," she panted. "And I want to do it my own way."
"You want me to fuck you like that?" Tom asked gruffly, staring at her sex-flushed loveliness. Any way you want, baby, he told himself. This way might be better, anyhow. He liked looking at her face, at her big, lush tits. Yeah. Maybe he'd have a hand full of them when he shot his wad into her cunt.
Cunt! He stared hungrily at her crotch. The woman was lying on her back, her legs spread apart. And his cock had, indeed, opened up her tight pussy, letting it gape open, the wet pussy hair pushed to the sides, the slippery, pink length of her slit beckoning to him. At its bottom he could make out the pulsing opening of her cunt, begging to be stuffed again with hot cock meat.
Tom was crawling toward the panting woman when she stopped him. "No, you lie down on your back," she said, scrambling to her knees. "I want to do this myself."
Grumbling, Tom let the excited woman push him down on his back, and lay there, his bulging cock rearing impatiently above his hairy balls.
"Ooohhhhh… it's gorgeous," she sighed, admiring his cock.
"Gonna fuck yourself?" he asked, liking the lewd sound of the words as he a watched her poise her juicy snatch above the bloated tip of his waiting cock.
"Yes. Yes, I'm going to fuck myself until I come," she blurted.
Kneeling above Tom, the woman guided his cock-tip into her cunt. Tom watched the swollen head disappear in a tangle of dark cunt hair. Then she suddenly settled down, and he felt his cock sliding smoothly up into her eager body once again.
"Aaahhh," they moaned as their bodice were joined lewdly together. With a leer of triumph, Tom stared at the woman's lovely face watching her eyes widen with stunned pleasure as his cock filled her hot cunt. She stayed that way for a moment, her crotch screwed down against his with his cock all the way up her cunt. Then he flexed his hips slightly and his big rod dug its way in a little deeper.
"Oooooohhhh," the women wailed, and, lifting her ass, slid nearly free of his cock and held herself poised for a moment. Tom was straining upwards, afraid that she might miscalculate and let that marvelous pussy slip from the end of his hungry cock. But she suddenly slammed down with all her weight, impaling herself once again on his iron-hard prick.
"Uuuunnnhhh," the woman grunted, her eyes filled with ecstasy. From then on she seemed only half-conscious to Tom, but somehow she managed to fuck her cunt down wildly onto his cock, again and again. Her big tits were dancing in his face, and, tempted beyond his resistance, he began to suck on the big, fleshy boobs, his tongue slithering over the rock-hard nipples.
The sucking drove the woman even wilder, and her motions became almost frantic. She suddenly sat up straight, jerking her tits away from his face. In this new position, Tom could feel his cock shoving even deeper up into her cunt, the sensitive tip pressing against the far end of her pussy.
And she could sense it too. Moaning deliriously, the woman rotated her hips in wide circles, making Tom's cock jerk and dance inside her cunt, driving him nearly out of his mind.
"S-So close!" she panted. "My clit! Rub my clit!"
The woman leaned back, exposing the upper part of her pussy to Tom's fascinated gaze. He knew what she wanted, and it excited him. Brushing aside her pussy hair, he parted her cuntlips, baring the pink inner depths. He could see the base of his cock protruding obscenely from her gushing cunt. As she leaned back even further, Tom's eyes traveled higher up the glistening slit until be made out the jumbled fleshy mound that hid her clit. He quickly dug his thumb against that pulpy softness, and, sensing the hard, little core of the clit beneath, began to finger it wildly.
"Oh God!" the woman shrieked, her body bucking uncontrollably above Tom's. Then she leaned over backward until the whole flattened plane of her crotch was bared to him. And the more Tom rubbed the woman's clit, the more violent the convulsions inside her cunt became. Her inner muscles nipped and teased at his cock, and he could see her taut stomach muscles tensing and jumping as her passion mounted.
Tom's cock was beginning to jerk and shudder with the first spasms of his orgasm, brought on by the woman's violent sexual gymnastics.
"Aaaaaaa! Comming… comming!" she wailed, and he felt her cunt clamping hungrily on his bloated cock.
"Shit!" he bellowed, the first hot jets of his cum shooting up into her cunt as she went wild above him. As the woman's cunt muscles continued to spasm uncontrollably, he felt their mixed hot juices gushing back out over his loins, matting in his pubic hair. Eagerly he thrust up in to her body and kept his thumb pressed hard against her clit. She obviously found it too much, because she desperately pried his hands away from her slit.
He thought the fuck must be over then, but she seemed to go wild again as he thrust his gushing cock all the way up into her as far as it would go. Moaning and shrieking, the turned-on brunette flailed and bucked above him, sucking his balls dry.
No matter how wild her motions, she never seemed to lose the tight grasp her cunt held on his spouting cock.
Tom felt sucked dry. His cock was beginning to resent the battering it was taking when the woman seemed to run out of strength and slumped forward onto his chest.
Exhausted, neither of them said anything for the next five minutes, but clung tightly to one another, trying to regain their breath. Then the woman seemed to remember where she was and sat up, looking sharply at Tom. He got a faint impression that she didn't like what she saw, because she quickly rolled free.
"Do I turn you off now?" he asked acidly.
"I came here to fuck, not to make love," she said tiredly. "And fucked I got. My congratulations on your technique."
Tom wondered if she was making fun of him. Then he decided it didn't matter. He'd come here for a fuck, too, and he'd sure as hell got one. And from one hell of a good-looking woman, too. Tired as he was, Tom let his eyes roam hungrily over the brunette's lush nakedness, down toward the wet stickiness of her well-fucked cunt. A slow tingling in his cock let him know it wouldn't be long before he could get it up again.
And then Tom happened to glance at his watch. "God damn!" he burst out. "Nearly seven o'clock! Barely time to make it home."
"Home to the wife and kiddies?" the woman asked in a bored voice as Tom hurriedly dressed.
"No kiddies… just a wife," he grunted, then noticed she wasn't getting dressed. "Hey, you going to be ready to go when I am?"
"Why go?" she replied. "This is a comfortable bed and the room's paid for the night. Maybe I'll stay here and masturbate. Maybe I'll call up a friend and have him come over here and fuck me."
"Goddamn! You are some weird broad!" Tom said in disbelief.
Now that he had gotten his fuck, he didn't care if he pissed her off or not. Unless he could get her name.
"Hey, where can I find you again?" he asked.
"You can't. I never fuck the same guy twice," she replied.
"Jesus Christ! Where did you break out of?" Tom said disgustedly. He tried once again. "Well, maybe we'll see each other in the same bar again."
"Maybe."
By now Tom was heading for the door. "Well, thanks for the fuck, Hot Lips. You got, a real future if you decide to do it for money."
"Bye-bye, Sonny-boy. You're a good, strong fuck. Feed that to your ego."
The door closed and the woman was alone. "Hung like a bull," she muttered. It wasn't until she heard Tom's car driving away that she started to dress. The first thing she picked up was the rumpled bundle of her panty hose. When she reached inside them, she found her panties were missing and couldn't be found anywhere in the room.
"Oh damn!" she murmured. "I must have left them in his car. Lose more panties that way, Mother told me never to take both legs out of them at the same time."



CHAPTER TWO


When Tom got home, his wife was waiting for him. Dinner was waiting too – in the oven, being kept warm.
"Sorry… got held up with a customer," Tom said.
"Well, you might at least have called," Lucy nagged. She was used to her husband being late for dinner.
As they sat down to eat, Tom found himself comparing his wife with the woman he had just fucked. What a difference! Lucy was bright and blonde where Hot Lips had been dark and earthy. But both women were equally beautiful in their different ways. While he took furtive glances at his wife's body, Tom decided that Lucy might be just a little more slender, a little tauter and less lush than Hot Lips. Too bad she's my wife, Tom thought. Good-looking woman and a good fuck.
Tom and Lucy had been married for nearly four years, and as far as Tom was concerned, the bloom had worn off their relationship after about the first eighteen months. He was twenty-six when they were married and had several years of swinging bachelor-hood behind him, crammed full of memories of countless women he had fucked.
Far that first year and a half of married life, Lucy had been enough. More than enough with her golden good looks, firm upthrusting breasts and tight, blonde-haired cunt. But Tom wasn't the type to climb faithfully into bed night after night with the same woman, automatically performing his husbandly chores. He craved sexual adventure, and for the last two and a half years, had been fucking every woman he could talk into it.
Which didn't leave him a hell of a lot of strength for his own wife. Lucy was a passionate woman, so passionate that she made Tom a little nervous. He knew way down deep inside that there was just no way he could completely satisfy her all by himself, particularly not if he wanted to fuck other women, too. He resented that a little. It hurt his pride, and he tended to be somewhat thoughtless in his lovemaking to Lucy.
He sat looking at her across the table, a little guilty as he remembered that only half an hour earlier he had been fucking the hell out of that strange broad he'd picked up. And like anyone else, he resented feeling guilty and looked for an outlet.
He could tell by the way Lucy had been moving around the kitchen that she was horny. All those little signs one becomes familiar with in another person after four years were all there. No doubt about it. She wanted to fuck.
But lately Tom hadn't much cared to fuck his wife. Over the past few months she'd begun having trouble coming, and he had to work and slave to get her off. Sometimes she didn't make it at all, which was a blow to Tom's pride.
But, as Tom kept looking at his wife's body and remembering his wild fuck with Hot Lips, he began to get horny too. He began to think it would be quite a turn-on to fuck both these beautiful women in the same evening. Shit, why not? He began to envision Lucy lying naked and moaning underneath him while he rammed up her juicy cunt his cock, still wet with the other woman's pussy juices. He felt a familiar stirring in his pants and knew his cock was getting hard.
"What's for dessert?" he asked suddenly.
"What would you like?" Lucy asked, her eyes big, blue, and unsuspecting.
"You!"
Lucy's eyes grew even bigger. The blue in them held for a moment and then deepened as she realized what he meant. She could hardly believe her ears. Tom hadn't fucked her for nearly a week, which seemed like an impossibly long time to the horny, young wife. She was afraid she was going to have to needle him in bed tonight until he finally gave in and fucked her. What a delight to have him suggest it!
Lucy got up from her chair. "Just as soon as I do the dishes…"
"Screw the dishes," Tom rapped out. "Let the cockroaches lick 'em clean. You and me are going to go into the bedroom and fuck!"
Lucy wondered what had gotten into him. He was like the old Tom, the lusty young stud she'd married, not the most recent, grouchy, Christ, not again, Lucy! I got to get up early! Tom who left her horny and nervous half the time. She felt a warm moistness between her suddenly trembling thighs as Tom stood up, took her roughly by one arm and began to drag her toward the bedroom.
"Oh, Tom!" she murmured when he took her in his arms next to the bed and bent to kiss her. His tongue thrust its way into her mouth and the moistness between her thighs felt as if it were starting to run down the inside of her legs. She ground her cunt again his upper thigh, whimpering as hot bolts of pleasure rocketed through her titillated pussy. The next thing she knew, Tom had shoved his hand inside her pants and one finger was sloshing through the upper end of her pussy slit.
"Aaahhh," Lucy moaned as her hips began to grind forward. Tom's other hand was kneading and squeezing her tits through her blouse.
"Come on, let's get out of these fucking clothes," Tom growled.
He began helping Lucy, tugging her blouse over her head, and unfastening her bra. He peeled the elastic strip from his wife's tits, wondering why in the hell she even bothered to wear one. Her tits were so firm and perfectly formed that they held the same shape whether she was wearing a bra or not. They stood out proudly from her sleek body, satiny and pink-nippled, the tips turning up a little toward the ends. And they weren't small! Maybe not as big and lush as Hot Lips', but damned fine tits. Maybe even a little livelier to the touch than Hot Lips' heavy boobs.
"Mmmm," Tom mumbled as he pressed his mouth on his wife's bare tits. Almost instantly, her pert nipples began to harden, peaking up inside his mouth. He could feel her tremble with delight as he sucked on the rubbery little nubs.
While he sucked, Tom was unzipping Lucy's pants, pulling them down, panties and all. He smelled the musky odor of aroused cunt as he bared her pussy. She had to break away from him to kick the pants clear of her ankles. Tom bent down to help her, and when he looked up, his eyes were staring straight at her cunt.
"God damn!" he muttered. The bed was right behind Lucy and Tom suddenly pushed her backward.
"Yaaahhhh!" Lucy yelped as the edge of the mattress caught her behind the knees and she fell backward onto the bed. As she hit, her legs spread open for balance, and Tom found himself staring straight up her pussy. God, what a difference! he thought as he compared his wife's tight cuntlips and sparse fringe of pale, blonde hair with Hot Lips' dark-thatched gash. Glancing up, he saw that Lucy was looking at him excitedly, sexual hunger obvious in her eyes.
Tom began tearing off his clothes. As soon as he was naked, he fell forward on the bed between his wife's wide-spread legs and buried his face against the soft warmth of her cunt.
"Oh, Tom. You're driving me crazy tonight," Lucy panted as she felt her husband's tongue work up into her pussy slit. "Why don't you move around so I can suck you, too?"
Tom loved the way Lucy gave head, and was about to comply, when, he suddenly remembered that his cock undoubtedly smelled strongly of Hot Lips' cunt juices. No point in pushing his luck.
"Not tonight," he mumbled, his mouth partially buried in her pussy. "In another moment, I'm going to ram my cock all the way up to the back of your throat – by was of your cunt!"
"Ooohhhhhh. Eat me a little more first!" Lucy begged. She too had been disturbed by her new difficulty in having orgasms. At first she had tended to blame herself, but, slowly she'd put the blame where it belonged – with Tom's increasingly thoughtless and hasty lovemaking.
Tom obediently licked his wife's cunt another minute or two, but by now his cock was throbbingly ready. He longed to sheathe it in her cunt. More than that, he wanted to be rough and quick, to make up in part for the humiliating way Hot Lips had heated him.
"Okay, baby," Tom said as he pulled his mouth away from Lucy's trembling cunt. His face was shiny with her cunt juices as he leered down hungrily at her. "Time for a little action."
Tom scrambled higher between his wife's shapely legs, sitting back on his heels as he took his cock in one hand and guided it toward her cunt.
"Careful! It's a little dry!" Lucy cautioned.
Muttering, Tom wet his fingers with saliva and liberally coated the end of his cock with it. Then he worked the big rod between his wife's delicate pussy lips and started ramming it up her pussy.
"Open up and say 'Aaahh'," he told her gruffly, then became angry when he saw her gritting her teeth in pain. Why the hell was she so fucking dry, he wondered.
Lucy was wondering too. For the past few months she had been unusually dry every time Tom made love to her. Yet, when she masturbated – an act which was becoming all too common to the frustrated young woman – she seemed to literally gush lubricants.
However, the saliva worked well enough for Tom to finally drive his cock all the way up into Lucy's snug cunt, and as he began to fuck in and out of her, she slowly became a little wetter.
"Oh, yes! Aaaahhhhh! Feels so good," Lucy moaned. Her blue eyes were darker now, dark and smoky with growing passion. Tom was slamming his hips savagely against hers, making her body shake with the force of each violent thrust. He panted and moaned above her, comparing her milk-white nakedness with Hot Lips' dark, earthy beauty. Damn! He wished he had the other woman here too! But Lucy would flip her lid over something like that, and he'd spend the rest of his life paying alimony. No, one at a time would have to do.
By now his balls felt as if they were going to explode, but there was no sign that Lucy was going to come. She seemed excited enough, but still miles away from orgasm.
"Come on, baby! Try a little," he grated.
Beneath him, Lucy felt as if someone had suddenly poured cold water over her. She had been trying, but her husband's thoughtless, impatient words only served to turn her off. She could tell that he was holding back. Up inside her cunt, she was aware of his cock swelling bigger and bigger and knew he couldn't hold off his orgasm much longer. He was coming quickly, she thought, but then figured that he must be as horny as she.
Lucy tried hard, concentrating on the powerful thrusts of Tom's rock-hard cock into her throbbing cunt, feeling it pound deep up into her belly. She thought for a moment she was finally going to come – until she felt Tom's cock begin jerking and shuddering inside her cunt. He was going to come!
"Oh shit!" Tom groaned. "Can't hold it back any longer! Going to come. AAARRRRGGGGHHH!"
With a bellow of pleasure, Tom threw back his head and began to empty his load in Lucy's cunt. She could feel the heated wetness spreading through her lower belly. She began to pump back hard, both to make Tom's orgasm better and to try and touch her own off.
"Oh! Don't stop! Keep fucking me!" she pleaded as she flailed her hips up against his. But it was no use. Long before she felt anything approaching a climax, Tom's cock had shrunk inside her cunt, soft and useless. Lucy began to feel self-conscious, wildly humping up against nothing, and with a little strangled sob of regret, forced herself to lie quietly. But every so often her hips would give a spasmodic, hungry jerk.
"Jesus Christ, I tried," Tom growled as he rolled tiredly from his wife's unfulfilled body. "Can't blame it on me this time."
"Oh, Tom, when did I ever blame you?" Lucy asked. She knew they were on the verge of another fight. A fight neither of them could win, a fight over misunderstandings and missed opportunities.
"It was fine," she finally said. "You fuck like a bull."
"One hell of a tired bull," Tom replied sleepily. His pride fed, he didn't feel like arguing any more.
Tom really wasn't an unkind man, but it was hard for him to relate to anything or any feeling that didn't center on himself. Now he was tired. He'd fucked two women in the last hour and eaten a big meal.
"I'll just take a little nap and then dry the dishes for you," he mumbled, beginning a gentle snore. Lucy knew he was out for the night. She got out of bed, careful not to disturb Tom, wincing when her pussy lips rubbed together, reminding her of the raging need to come still smoldering inside her cunt.
After covering her sleeping husband with a blanket, Lucy hastily dressed, knowing that if she didn't, she would be tempted to masturbate, and there was still a lot of housework to do.
Lucy had been only twenty-one when she and Tom were mated. They'd gone together for over six months before that. And while she certainly hadn't been a virgin, she didn't have nearly the sexual experience of Tom's libertine life. Lucy had been fucking only about two years when she met Tom, just long enough to know without a doubt that she loved it, but not time enough to gain confidence.
Confidence was what Lucy was lacking now as she glumly washed the dinner dishes. While she knew that Tom's lovemaking had been falling short in ardor and thoughtfulness over the past year or so, she always tended to blame herself. She began to think that there was something lacking in her own lovemaking. Why couldn't she come?
And then there was the problem of her not getting very wet when Tom fucked her. She pondered the truth for a while; that after four and a half years of fucking the same man, she was beginning to get bored. But the truth was taboo. Married people, particularly wives, weren't supposed to be that way. Marriage was sacred and eternal. Wasn't it? And how could a passion as strong as that which had prompted her and Tom to marry just wilt away like a dead flower?
So Lucy went to bed feeling, as usual, that she must be doing something wrong. She was too tired and discouraged to masturbate. Lately that had become the only way she could achieve an orgasm. Very satisfying, but not the same as getting it off with a man. It took her over an hour to get to sleep, lying next to her unconscious husband. Once her hand accidentally brushed his limp cock and she shivered all over.
Morning always brought enough chores to take Lucy's mind off her sexual troubles, and, she was up with the sun, preparing Tom's breakfast as he stood in front of the bathroom mirror, cursing his razor. When he ate, she made a list of the things she had to do that day.
"Where's the checkbook, honey?" she asked. "I have to pay some bills today."
"In the glove compartment of my car."
Lucy went out to the garage and unlocked Tom's car, pulling the checkbook out of the glove compartment. But she dropped it on the floor, almost under the seat. She bent over to pick it up, and saw something further back under the seat. Something flimsy and shapeless, like a scarf. It wasn't until she had pulled it out that she realized what it was.



CHAPTER THREE


For several seconds Lucy refused to believe what she held in her hand. And then, when there was no doubt it was a pair of woman's panties, she tried to find every possible legitimate reason why they should be where she had found them. There weren't any.
Some prankster threw them in the car. Under the seat? The panties were some kind of new line Tom's company was handling. A building materials company?
They certainly weren't a new pair he'd bought her for a surprise. They'd obviously been worn. The crotch was still a little damp, as if they'd recently been very wet. And there was no mistaking the aroma of pussy juice that wafted up to her nostrils when Lucy sniffed. Then she saw the stain that had been left by Hot Lips on the seat-cover when Tom's finger had brought her to orgasm.
"That rotten bastard!" Lucy said as the truth finally became apparent. "Oh, that bastard!"
Anger was beginning to boil inside the betrayed young housewife, and given another minute or two to collect herself, she would have stormed in the house and confronted her husband with the evidence.
"Lucy? You find the checkbook okay? I got to go or I'll be late."
He was entering the garage. Lucy was still too hurt and confused to have taken any positive direction, so she frantically stuffed the panties in the pocket of her housecoat before Tom had a chance to see them.
"Oh… sure. Got it right here," she said numbly. She thought her eyes must be popping right out of her head the way she stared at her husband. Tom looked puzzled.
"Anything wrong?"
"Uh, no… Uh, see you tonight." And Lucy darted out of the garage.
"Hey! I may be a little late again tonight. Got an important customer," Tom yelled after her. His only answer was the slamming of the back door. Tom shook his bead slowly. "What the hell's got into her?" he muttered as he got into the car and started the engine. He shrugged. "Women!"
Inside the house, Lucy stood with a blank look, stunned, until she heard Tom pull out of the drive.
"Bastard!" she screamed as his car disappeared down the street. She stood there for the next five minutes, trembling with emotion, until her hand slipped into her pocket and pulled out the pair of panties. She collapsed into a chair and stand at them, and then doubts began to flow.
"Maybe there's some perfectly logical explanation," she said to herself. "Of course! The bastard has been screwing other women!"
"I should just ask him when he comes home." But she knew it wouldn't be easy for her. If she confronted him, she knew she might come unglued. God! If the reason he had been leaving her so horny and unfulfilled was because he'd been lavishing his cock on other women, she'd – she'd kill him! But all he'd have to do was deny it. She knew what a smooth-talking devil he was – Tom wasn't a salesman for nothing. He'd make her feel guilty for accusing him. But if she just let it fester inside her.
Wait! What was that he had said about being home late again? Certainly he wasn't going to do it again tonight, fuck some other woman? But then, maybe he was!
Suddenly Lucy knew what she was going to do. She'd follow Tom and find out for sure.
The housework got the shaft that morning. After taking a shower and putting on the most unobtrusive clothing she had, Lucy went out to rent a car. She knew Tom would recognize hers if she followed him in her own. She rented a small, nondescript sedan and drove it home. She had a long afternoon to get through, but managed it with the aid of several belts of booze.
After tucking her long blonde hair under a small cap, Lucy finally left the house.
She knew that Tom had to check into the office when he was finished for the day. If he was telling the truth about having to stay late with a customer, his car wouldn't be in the company lot at the usual quitting time.
But it was. Lucy wanted to cry as she sat across the street and stared at the big station wagon. She tried to convince herself he didn't have to work late after all and would be driving home soon. Then how would she explain her absence and the rented car?
"There he is!" Lucy said as she saw Tom come out of the office and get into his car. She shrank down in her seat as he pulled out into the street only a few yards away from where she was parked. Then she nearly lost him as she fumbled in her haste and killed the engine. But she caught him in traffic, staying several cars back.
It soon became evident he wasn't heading home. And later it was clearer still he wasn't going into the industrial park. She pulled over to the curb as she saw Tom park outside a bar. Maybe he's just going in for a drink, she thought, but within fifteen minutes, Tom came back out, with a woman on his arm, a redhead.
Lucy almost confronted him there, but decided to follow and see if she could actually catch him in the act. The pursuit was short, and a few minutes later Tom was pulling up into the driveway of a small house. Lucy drove past and parked around the corner.
Lucy wanted to catch Tom and the woman fucking, and by the time she had made up her mind to do it no matter what, it was getting dark. Lucy got out of the car and walked back toward the house. About twenty minutes had passed. Tom and the woman had plenty of time to begin.
Lucy's plan was to pound on the front door and demand to be let in. That would teach the sneaky bastard! She had a triumphant image of his leaping out of bed, frantically pulling his clothes on.
But when she approached the house, she saw the living room windows were dark. They might hear her. Maybe the back door would be better.
Lucy was nearing the back door when she saw light streaming from a window. The window was surrounded by thick shrubbery which masked it from the view of anyone outside the yard. Lucy hesitated a moment, then moved toward the window as if an outside force were guiding her feet.
Probably because of the screening bushes, the curtains hadn't been pulled. Lucy could see most of the inside of the well-lighted room. It was a bedroom, a woman's bedroom, judging by the clothing that hung in the closet. But Lucy wasn't interested in the clothing. All her attention, was centered on the two people in the big double bed. The bed was right under the window, and Lucy found herself looking straight down at Tom and the redhead. Lucy gasped as she realized they were both naked. What she hadn't really dared expect was that they would be fucking.
Lucy suddenly felt dizzy, and had to grab hold of the window sill to steady herself. She was afraid for a moment that they would see her, but then realized she would be invisible in the darkness.
Why should I do if they see me? she asked.
They should be the ones who care! She wanted to shout and scream and pound on the window, but found herself unable to move as she watched the lewd scene unfolding before her.
He was lying on his back, his swollen cock thrusting up from his body, the other end, it sunk in the redhead's mouth. She was sucking Tom's cock!
Lucy watched her husband lying there with that same overjoyed expression on his face he had every time she ate his cock. And, apparently, every time someone else did, too. His familiar big prick was sliding in and out of the redhead's mouth as she bobbed her head enthusiastically over Tom's loins. She was squatting between his legs, her heavy tits cupped in Tom's hands.
He's going to come in her mouth! Lucy thought as she watched. She wondered why she was just standing there, doing nothing, but it was as if her body were frozen. She noticed the redhead was very pretty, with full, round hips and a slender waist.
An avalanche of unrelated thoughts were streaming through Lucy's confused mind. She wondered how it felt to the redhead to be fucking someone else's husband. The ring on Tom's finger was very obvious. She couldn't get over the realization that Tom reacted to another woman's blowing him as he did when she blew him. It wasn't special at all, she realized.
Lucy began to realize that the longer she stood there doing nothing, the harder it would be to do anything at all. Not only was her sense of courage slipping away, but she was beginning to feel like a peeping Tom, standing unseen in the night, watching two people making love.
And to her honor, she found herself being overtaken by the sexiness of what was happening on the other side of the window. It was clear that Tom was about to come, about to shoot his load into the redhead's busily sucking mouth, and Lucy found herself holding her breath, waiting for it to happen. How would the redhead take it? Would she like it or would it make her a little queasy, like it made Lucy?
But the redhead also sensed that Tom was about to come, because she suddenly pulled her copper-haired head back, Tom's swollen cock popping wetly from her mouth.
"How about something for me?" the redhead asked. Lucy could hear her voice through the window. "How about getting me off."
"Okay, babe," Tom grinned. "I'll fuck your ears off." Still grinning, he seized the redhead in his powerful grasp and threw her down on her back as he rolled over on top of her.
"Hey!" she squealed, giggling. "What's with the cave man stuff?"
But it was clear to Lucy that the girl liked what was happening. And Lucy knew that now was the time to stop the lewd scene on the other side of the window if she were going to stop it at all. She was about to start pounding on the window and yelling when she suddenly saw something that caught her attention.
The other woman's pussy.
The redhead had opened her legs when she fell on her back, and Lucy found herself staring straight up her cunt. She has red pussy hair! Lucy blurted mentally. Not that she was ignorant of the fact that some women have red pussy hair, but this was the first red-haired pussy Lucy had even seen. And then she realized she had never really seen another woman's pussy – at least not gaping open the way the redhead's was. In high school, Lucy had seen other girl's walking around in the shower room with their muffs showing, but the innocent triangles of fur were far different from the copper-colored ruff that fanned out on either side of the nude redhead's wide-splayed cunt.
Having one herself, Lucy was reasonably familiar with the basic layout of a cunt. But she found herself staring, nevertheless, at the bright pink gash that gaped between the other woman's shapely thighs. That obscenely red pussy hair made everything all the more prominent to her, so different from her own blonde thatching.
Tom's fingers were probing at the glistening pussy flesh before him, pushing aside a few stray tendrils of red hair and reaching into the scarlet depths inside. Lucy saw the other woman's body jerk slightly as Tom opened up her cunt, readying it for his cock, which jutted huge and potent from his powerful loins.
To her amazement, Lucy felt her cunt heating up as she watched what her husband was doing to the redhead. Still horny from her unsuccessful attempt at an orgasm the night before, Lucy suddenly found herself wishing she were on the bed. She knew Tom was going to fuck the hell out of the woman.
Instinctively, Lucy's hand went to her own crotch, pressing down hard on her soft cunt, trying to smother the flames that were being fanned alive there. But the pressure only made the darting sensations worse, making her gasp aloud and lean forward.
All of a sudden she was afraid that Tom and the redhead might have heard her gasp, and she shrank back further into the shadows. But the two lovers had all their attention on each other.
"Okay, Red," Lucy heard Tom say. "Get ready for a hell of a lot of cock."
"Quit bragging and feed me some meat," the redhead panted. "My cunt's about to bum up!"
Tom was already fitting his enormously swollen cock up into the woman's cunt. Lucy watched it push aside the tender pink cuntlips and start up inside the pussy.
"My God! They're going to do it right in front of me!" Lucy whispered, realizing she wanted to watch. It didn't matter that the man was her husband. What mattered most of all was sex. As her own excitement grew, jealously no longer seemed to have a place. For the moment, at least.
What really mattered was somehow finding a way to join in the lewd spectacle taking place beyond the window. As Lucy watched Tom's cock sliding relentlessly up into the redhead's cunt, she began to realize how incredibly horny she'd become over the past few months. She'd done her best to keep it to herself, but several months of Tom's ignoring her urge to fuck had built up a desperate need inside her hot cunt.
"Mmmmmm," Lucy sighed as one of her hands slipped down into her pants and began to fondle her cuntlips. It wasn't a pre-determined move – her hand almost seemed to slip down toward her crotch by itself, and by the time she realized what she was doing, it was too late to stop. The sensation of her fingers slipping into her pussy slit had let loose the raging need chained inside her too-long-denied cunt.
Then she heard a loud moan from the bedroom. She focused her eyes on Tom who was now fucking wildly into the redhead's copper-furred cunt, his long, hard cock pistoning relentlessly in and out, wet now with the woman's cunt juices.
God… that looks wonderful! Lucy realized, and wished she had his cock ramming up her own hungry cunt. She tried to worm her hand further down so she could slip her fingers inside her hotly needing cunt, but the pants were too tight. Got to unzip them, she thought, flipping open the catch with her free hand and jerking down the zipper.
Now it was easier. As she watched the madly fucking couple in the bedroom, Lucy leaned forward a little, her pants pushed down around her thighs, one hand disappearing inside her bikini panties. She gasped aloud as one finger slipped up into her tight cunt and began to twist around inside. Slowly, her hips began to grind forward, as if she were fucking an invisible lover, still staring into the bedroom.
It had been a long time since Tom fucked her like that, Lucy thought regretfully as she watched the two illicit lovers struggling on the bed. Tom's cock looked as hard as a rock, as it dithered unceasingly in and out of the redhead's cunt. Lucy moved a little to one side so she could get a better look at the big organ as it pounded its way up into the wet depths of the woman's cunt.
She's really wet! Lucy realized. The woman's bright-red cunt hair was wet and dark with her gushing internal juices. The pubic hairs around Tom's cock were wet too, plastered to the gleaming shaft, soaked in the slippery lubricants. And then Lucy realized she was wet too, her finger audibly sluicing in and out of her tight blonde cunt. Eagerly she shoved in another finger, trying to imitate the big cock pounding up into the other woman's body.
How good it looked. Lucy could see Tom's cock pulling some of the redhead's tender cuntal tissues part way out of her tight hole as they clung to the base of his bloated shaft. Then they disappeared as Tom once again thrust hard up into his lover's cunt.
"Aaahaah! God… I'm gonna come!" the redhead was moaning. "Keep ramming it to me! I'm gonna come!"
"Just go ahead, honey, and we'll blow it off together," Tom panted back at her. "I'm just holding off until you make it."
Why doesn't he do that with me? Lucy asked herself bitterly. She could tell without a doubt that Tom was close to orgasm – she had plenty of experience watching him come, usually without her. Now he was holding back as the beautiful redhead writhing wildly under him neared climax.
"Well I can come, too!" Lucy hissed. Pulling open her blouse, she slipped her bra up high, baring her tits, and began to maul the sensitive nipples with her fingers. The other hand, still inside her panties, was pounding in and out of her trembling cunt with frantic speed. And now a third finger had been added to the other two, nearing the approximate thickness of her husband's cock.
She could still see Tom's prick sunk to the hilt inside the redhead's cunt. Tom had slowed down the speed of his strokes. Now he was fucking into her slower, but harder, holding his cock almost all the way out of her moist hole for a second, poised and ready. Then, slamming down hard, he stabbed the full length of his massive rod deep into her, letting her aroused cunt muscles go to work on the ultra-sensitive tip. Lucy could hear his loins slamming against the woman's thighs with every brutal thrust.
She tried to imitate what was happening on the other side of the window, ramming her finger up her shuddering cunt with cruel force. Lucy knew she was close to coming – she could feel her cunt muscles clamp greedily around her fingers each time she thrust them inside.
And then she heard the redhead's wild cry of ecstasy, and glancing at her face, saw the woman had started to come. Her green eyes were open for an instant, but then shut tightly. Tom's bellow drew Lucy's attention, and she saw that he too was coining, his cock buried to the hilt up the redhead's cunt. He was holding her down as her hips thrust wildly up at him in the throes of her climax. Staring at their obscenely-joined orgasms, Lucy saw a thick stream of Tom's come gushing out the woman's cunt and trickling toward her ass.
So Lucy let herself go. Silently she rocked back and forth in the darkness, fighting to stifle the moans and cries that started to bubble from her throat. She felt her hand growing hotter and wetter as her cunt juices poured out, expelled by the frantic spasms deep inside her climaxing cunt. Far a few seconds she wasn't aware of anything but the pleasure rocketing throughout her body. Then, as she began to slowly come down, she saw that Tom and the redhead had stopped fucking. They were lying still, Tom still on top, motionless. Lucy could hear them panting with exhaustion.
She was pulling her pants back up, trying to think what to do next, when she accidentally stepped on a stick and broke it. She saw Tom's head jerk up at the sharp snap, and she panicked, backing quickly through the bushes. When she heard the window being raised, she panicked completely, running wildly through the yard, furiously trying to button the pants and pull the zipper up.
For a moment Lucy wondered why she was running when it was Tom and the redhead who should feel guilty. But her unusual behavior – when she had masturbated instead of challenging the two adulterers inside the house – had confused Lucy. Needing time to think, she ran back to her rented car and drove away, oblivious to speed limits.
The next couple of hours were filled with hideous confusion for Lucy. She was afraid to go straight home. Afraid that Tom might walk in on her before she was ready to face him, now that he had finished with the redhead. If he had finished. It occurred to Lucy that they might actually be fucking again at that very moment. Once Tom had made love to her like that, when they were new to each other. He fucked her over and over again, until she'd wondered how his cock could get hard so often. Nothing like that had happened for over a year.
Lucy was only a few blocks from home when she saw a bar and decided a good stiff drink was what she needed. She was a little nervous when she went inside the dim lounge, realizing what conclusions were usually drawn when a woman went into a bar by herself. Sure enough, a seedy-looking man slouched over the bar tracked her with his bloodshot eyes as she quickly slipped into an empty booth.
"Your first one's on the house – from him," the bartender said nodding toward the bar. Lucy looked at the smirking man at the bar and her blood began to boil.
"Tell him to save it for his alimony," she snapped. "And I'll have a screwdriver." Lucy reached into her purse and pulled out a wad of money and threw it down on the table. The bartender shrugged and went off to mix her drink.
Goddamn shitheads! Lucy silently raged, her anger against Tom suddenly directed toward the unknown man at the bar. Without a doubt that bastard's married. Whore the hell does he get off trying to hustle me?
The bartender brought Lucy her drink, and she turned back to her own troubles with Tom, prepared to begin feeling miserable and unloved. For a while she tried to convince herself that the only thing she could do was divorce Tom, but when she considered the consequences, common sense began to intervene.
"Hey… that's a pretty big step!" she warned herself. Was she really that crushed? After all, what had she done when she actually caught her husband in the act of fucking another woman? She'd played the part of a peeping Tom and masturbated. Big deal. Little by little she began to think that maybe the sex part – the idea of Tom merely fucking another woman – wasn't overwhelming or impossible to take. What infuriated her, though, was that he was out sneaking, fucking other women when he barely fucked his wife.
Leaving her at home, letting her wonder if something was wrong with her, if somehow she'd lost her attractiveness. That's what she was angriest about. But was that worth a divorce?
Perhaps not. For one thing, how was she going to live? Tom made a lot of money, and she knew she might be able to get alimony, but nowadays, with the new divorce laws, that wasn't a sure bet. She'd been a housewife since she and Tom married. Being dumped out to support herself no job or experience might not be too much fun. Lucy was amazed that she was able to assess her possible future with such objectiveness. Maybe the alcohol was helping. She drained the last of her first drink and ordered another. About half way through it, becoming a little drunk, she snatched at a little romanticism, convincing herself that another reason she wasn't eager for a divorce was because she loved Tom. Why else had she mated him?
Then the anger and resentment returned as she thought about Tom fucking the hell out of the redhead. Lucy had seen the sweat running from his body as he pounded his cock into the woman's red-haired snatch. How long since he'd put that much effort into fucking her, his own wife? It's… it's insulting, that's what it is! Lucy fumed. And as she fumed, the desire to find some way to get back at him – some way a lot more creative than a mutually destructive divorce – began to take root in Lucy's slightly fuddled mind.
Gotta turn the tables! Lucy kept repeating to herself. At first she wasn't fully aware of what she meant by that, but it slowly soaked into her brain that the only way she could pay him back was by doing to him what he had done to her.
By being unfaithful!
Sure, that was the way! Nothing would piss-off a man more than discovering his wife was cheating on him. It would be so easy! Instinctively, Lucy glanced at the man who'd offered to buy her a drink, but shuddered at the sight of his vacuous, drunken face. She'd have to do a hell of a lot better than that.
By the time she was on her third drink, Lucy was exultant. She'd found a way to get back at Tom, relieve her hurt and anger, and at the same time, get laid. The prospect of once again being free to make love to whomever she wanted began to excite the betrayed young woman. Her loins began to heat up as she tried to imagine a succession of strong, handsome young lovers, and by the time her glass was empty, she knew she was going to do it. Yes, it would be sweet.
Sweet revenge!



CHAPTER FOUR


Excitement mixed with fear bubbled up in Lucy as she watched Tom drive off to work the next morning. For her it had been a long, restless night, brief snatches of sleep riddled with bizarre sexual dreams. But she was proud of her new-found skill of deceit. So far she doubted that Tom suspected a thing – either of what she was about to do to him, or that she knew about his illicit love life.
But now that she was finally alone, Lucy began to wonder how she was going to achieve her infidelity. She couldn't just walk up and ask some man to fuck her. No. She had to proceed strategically. Unfortunately, four years of faithful marriage to Tom, at least on her part, had ill-prepared her for the hunt.
She thought back to last night in the bar and wondered if she should just go back there and sit until the right man made his move. But that would mean waiting until tonight, and tonight Tom would be home, wondering where she was. Lucy had hoped to rub her husband's nose in her revenge, but faced with the prospect, she found she didn't yet have the courage. Better to practice a little while first, she thought.
For the next hour, Lucy sat in the living room, a continuous stream of fantasies running through her head. Bit by bit it came to her that she could now sleep with any man she wanted. What surprised her the most was the realization that she had longed to do this for years. Only the expected habits of married life had kept such forbidden thoughts from rising to the surface – until her discovery of Tom's treacherous infidelity had cracked through her protective self-deception.
Boys, men, sailors, the mailman – no, he was too old – images of possible lovers began to trip through the young blonde's excited mind until she felt the familiar heated wetness between her legs and knew she had to do something about it right away or she'd explode. She would probably have masturbated right then, and the resulting release of tension might have delayed her whole plan that morning.
But even as her hand was stealing up the inside of one thigh toward her seething cunt, she heard the sound of a large truck pulling to a stop outside the house. Then a heavy door slammed. Jumping to her feet, Lucy peered through the kitchen window.
"It's the water man," she murmured to herself. In Lucy's part of Southern California, the tap water was undrinkable, and most people had water delivered to their houses. Lucy had always been vaguely aware that the delivery man was rather good-looking, but now, full of zeal of her plan for revenge, she saw how good-looking he really was.
A man about forty with a big bushy moustache sweeping up at the ends and a full head of dark curly hair, his muscles bulged under his thin shirt as he hoisted one of the heavy five-gallon water battles onto his shoulder.
"That's him! He's going to be the first one!" Lucy whispered excitedly to herself as the delivery man came up the walk. His usual custom was to deliver the water outside the door, then knock to see if Lucy wanted him to hoist one of the heavy bottles into place on top of the cooler. Well, today, she'd have some additional requests to make.
Lucy was wearing a robe over her shorty nightgown and bow quickly took it off, leaving herself clothed only in that one sheer, skimpy garment. The shorty was cut low at the top, baring her shapely tits almost down to the nipples, which showed through the flimsy material anyhow, their soft pinkness looking smoky gray underneath their thin veil. The hemline came down only to the bottom of her ass, leaving a slight swell showing. If her pussy hair had boon darker, it would have shown through clearly. As it was, with a little imagination, the wispy blonde tendrils could barely be made out as they covered her cunt.
The delivery man knocked on the kitchen door.
"Coming," Lucy sang out cheerfully, but with her heart in her mouth. She hoped she would indeed be coming in another few minutes, but she was scared. What if he turned her down? Better not be too obvious about it.
When the kitchen door swung open, the delivery man's lower jaw fell a little. Facing him was a beautiful sight – lovely Lucy, effectively naked, the filmy cover of the shorty nightgown sexier than if she'd been wearing nothing at all.
Jack had met plenty of horny housewives on his rounds, most of them, unfortunately, not too good-looking. Which was not, of course, the case with Lucy. For several months Jack had been appreciatively eyeing the young woman, wishing to hell she'd give him a play, but not really holding much hope.
Now, here she was, dripping sexual invitation, her gorgeous tits nearly hanging out in front of him. Jack was instantly on his guard. More than once he'd been merely teased by pretty young housewives who obviously got a kick out of inviting his advances and then acting shocked when he made a grab at them.
So, if Lucy expected an immediate response to her provocatively displayed body, she would be disappointed. Jack came in when she asked him, cool as ice, and took the old bottle off the cooler and prepared to install the new one. Lucy wondered what to do next.
"Uhh, would you like a cup of coffee?" she blurted.
"Sure. Why not," Jack replied evenly, deciding he might as well take a few minutes to see what Lucy had on her mind. She waved him to a seat, and then proceeded to do everything she could to let him know she was available.
Like bending down low, facing away from him, to get something out of a lower drawer. From behind her, Jack had a clear view of the shorty nightgown riding up higher, baring the whole lower third of Lucy's lush, naked ass. The picture became even more enticing when he caught a glimpse of a few blonde tendrils of pussy hair poking between her smooth white thighs. I think she means it! he thought, and his cock began to slowly harden inside his pants.
"Cream and sugar?" Lucy asked, trying to make her voice as husky and seductive as possible. As she bent low to set the steaming cup in front of Jack, he had a clear view of her shapely tits as the front of the revealing baby-doll nightgown gaped open.
"Uh, no… I take it back," he answered thickly, staring down at her delicate pink nipples. In his growing excitement, his hand jerked sideways and knocked the cup of coffee off the table.
"Damn! I'm sorry," he blurted, jumping to his feet.
"Oh, it's nothing," Lucy replied, instinctively jumping aside. The hot liquid was spreading over the kitchen floor. In their maneuvering, the two collided. Each became instantly aware that Lucy's sharp-pointed tits were being shoved firmly against Jack's bare forearm. For one long, agonizing moment they stood there, staring into one another's faces, reading the lust written there. Then Jack swept Lucy into his arms and crushed his mouth down on hers in a hot, lingering kiss.
"Mmmmnmnnn," they, sighed as their tongues intertwined in their hot, joined mouths. Jack's hands were busily roaming all over Lucy's tits, fondling their smooth warmth through the nightgown, then dipping inside the low front to tweak her pert nipples. They began to harden instantly, springing up hard, and ready under Jack's insistent finger tips.
Alive with desire, Lucy wantonly raised one leg and wrapped it eagerly around Jack's powerful thigh, pressing her cunt against his pantleg. Instinctively Jack pressed his thigh forward, shoving up into the exciting softness between the panting young woman's partly opened thighs.
But still Jack wasn't sure Lucy was going to go all the way. More than once in the past he'd had an apparently horny young housewife panting half-naked in his arms, only to have her back away at the last moment, obviously not willing to fuck.
This hot little blonde piece was just too nice to take a chance of fucking up. He decided to proceed slowly.
Those tits first! Jack thought eagerly. Seldom in his horny life had he had his hands on such a perfect set. He continued to explore their silky texture, marveling at the firm core that kept them jutting so enticingly out even without a bra. The nipples were silky smooth at their outer edges, growing hard and rubbery toward the tip. God, he had to taste them!
Jack quickly forced Lucy's arms down to her sides, then began pulling down the top of her nightgown. She eagerly helped, until the sheer material was off her slender arms and bunched around her middle, leaving her naked to the waist. Jack stepped back a little, his eyes gazing at the lush symmetry of the girl's perfect tits. Then his fingers dug into the creamy naked flesh.
Cupping his hands, Jack caressed Lucy's pink nipples, then buried his face in the velvety softness of her tits, running the tip of his tongue lightly over one hard nipple, then the other.
"Oooohhhhhhhhh," Lucy sighed happily, her neck arching back, her blue eyes misting over. She thrust her chest outward, happy to have this handsome man's mouth on her tits. Exhilaration swept over her. He was going to do it! He was going to fuck her.
By now, Jack was sure she would let him screw her. The way Lucy was thrusting her gorgeous tits out at him, and the way she was grinding her soft little cunt against his thigh left little doubt in his mind. Might as well take the final chance.
Pulling back a little, Jack freed his thigh from the insistent rubbing of Lucy's eager cunt and slipped one hand up underneath her nightgown, alert to see if she'd pull away from him once she felt his fingers nearing her snatch.
She's hot as hell! he realized when, instead of pulling away, Lucy actually moved her bare feet apart, spreading her legs to give him easier access to her hungry cunt. His hand slipped in between her silky thighs, probing higher until it felt the first gentle brush of her soft pubic hair.
Soaking wet already! he thought excitedly as his fingertips grazed over her cuntlips, pushing aside the thin screen of pubic hair. Lucy was like a swamp up between her legs, and in a moment he actually felt her hot lubricants running down his probing fingers.
"Aaahhh," Lucy sighed as Jack's fingertips probed up into her hot pussy slit and began sliding up and down the steaming trench. Her legs felt shaky and began to tremble as hot waves of pleasure washed over her sex-hungry body. She braced herself on the edge of the table, leaning back, shoving her loins lewdly toward Jack's rummaging hand.
She's all mine! Jack realized as he stared at the lovely, half-naked blonde, panting and moaning before him. Her firm tits were swelling excitingly as her breathing became more and more ragged. Now's the time to try it! he realized, and slipping his finger further down her pussy slit, he sought out the opening to her cunt.
Lucy was so wet and open, that his finger slid easily up into her cunt. Jack felt his ever-growing cock lurch into full hardness inside his pants as hot cuntlips closed hungrily around his probing finger, and he thrust in hard, feeling the sort, hot inner flesh give way before him.
To the amazement of both of them, Lucy came almost instantly.
"Aaaahhh," she gurgled as her hips bucked frantically forward, fucking powerfully against the invading finger inside her cunt.
A hot rush of cunt juices gushed out, running down Jack's palm. He could feel her inner cunt muscles pumping hard, clasping greedily around his finger as if trying to coat the slender digit into pumping something hot and liquid up into its voraciously sucking depths.
"God, baby, you're something else!" Jack said as Lucy stood panting before him, her orgasm spent. With his finger still inside her convulsing cunt, his eyes roamed over her near-naked body, dwelling for a moment on the tip of her bare breasts, then down to where his hand was shoved up underneath the short hem of her nightgown. The material fell over his wrist, but he could see a few wispy blonde cunt hairs fanning out over the backs of his groping fingers.
But for the moment it was Lucy's face that demanded most of Jack's attention. Seldom had he seen a woman so obviously aroused. Lucy's beautiful features were flushed and softened by desire, her eyes smoky cobalt blue, glittering from behind half-closed lids, her lashes long and silky. The girl's lips were swollen and scarlet, and must have felt hot and dry to her, Jack decided, because she kept licking them nervously, the tip of her tongue darting nervously out of her mouth. He no longer felt restrained, but swept away by a wave of lust.
"Okay, doll. Time for the moment of truth," he growled. Jack began fumbling with the zipper of his fly. In a moment his swollen cock tumbled out into the open, still a little rubbery, but as the blood pounded into it, it surged fully erect, standing out from under his belly like a fleshy ramrod.
Lucy stared down at the big prick, Jack's ringer still up inside her cunt. She had just had an orgasm, but to her surprise, rather than satisfying her, it had only served to make her hornier, and she knew she desperately needed something more than Jack's inadequate finger to make her come again.
Lucy had just had the quickest, easiest orgasm of her life. And she was wet. Whatever had been bothering her with Tom, it was gone now. She could actually feel the thin streams of cunt juice trickling down the insides of her thighs.
Now, as she heard Jack's blunt words, and stared down at his cock, she knew she was going to get what she had so desperately and secretly wanted.
"Oh, yes," she breathed heavily. "Fuck me! Shove that beautiful thing right up inside my cunt."
Jack felt as if his blood would boil when he heard Lucy's lewd invitation. Not even taking his finger out of her cunt, he hoisted her quickly up onto the kitchen table, which was nearly bare. The salt shaker rolled off and thudded onto the linoleum, but in a moment, Jack had the panting young blonde spread-eagled on her back in front of him. He pushed her nightgown up around her waist, where it bunched together with the top.
"Now! Now!" Lucy was shamelessly begging. "Fuck me now!"
"Okay, baby, you're gonna get it," Jack panted back at her. "Just you open up those gorgeous legs a little more and…"
Jack's voice died away as he caught his first glimpse of Lucy's splayed cunt. Her ass was perched right on the edge of the table, her legs bent upwards and held in the crooks of his arms as he forced them wider apart. Between the vee of her thighs, he saw her wet, blonde-fringed cunt, staring back up at him the slit between the delicate, tight pussy lips a soft pink gash. Her tender clit was peeping through the soft surrounding tissues, and further down he could see the dimpled opening to her cunt, actually pulsing as it awaited the first thrust of his ready cock.
"Goddamn! That looks good enough to eat!" he murmured excitedly. And even though his cock throbbed powerfully as it swayed and jerked before him, thrusting out naked into the air past a tuft of coarse pubic hair, he knew he couldn't shove it up into that sweet snatch – not yet.
"What are you waiting for?" Lucy asked, alarmed that he had done nothing to fill the aching void inside her cunt. When she raised her head up off the table and looked down, she saw Jack staring at her crotch, a strange expression on his face. For a moment she thought that something might be wrong. Maybe he didn't like blondes, maybe…
And then Jack suddenly leaned forward and thrust his head between her thighs.
"Aaaggghhh!" she moaned loudly as his tongue lanced up into her defenseless cunt. Her body spasmed powerfully. Stunned, she felt as though someone had suddenly plugged 220 volts directly into her cunt.
"Oh, God!" she shrieked as Jack began to run his tongue holly up and down the length of her sensitive pussy. He had slipped her legs over his shoulders, and she clamped them tightly around his head, trying to control inside her snatch.
"Jesus Christ, you're gonna crush my head!" Jack bellowed, his words muffled by the wet, hairy flesh pressed against his mouth. "Give me some air."
Lucy did her best to lighten the desperate crushing grip her legs held on her lover's head, and a moment later she quivered again as he dipped his face back into her crotch and began to lick and slaver at her defenseless loins.
"Oh, God! Yes! Mmmmnnnaaaahhh," Lucy babbled as Jack's eager tongue slithered up and down her shuddering cunt. She practically bucked herself off the table when he shoved the tip of his tongue a little way up her pussy, and it was only the desperate strength of his powerful arms that held her in place.
What a sweet cunt, Jack thought ecstatically as he kept his mouth pressed to the young housewife's squirming pussy. His senses were flooded with her hot sweet taste and smell. She was so gushingly wet that he had to repeatedly swallow the rich juices that flooded into his madly sucking mouth.
"I can't stand it! It's too much!" Lucy wailed as she thrashed helplessly around cm the table. Already at a fever-pitch of excitement when Jack first hoisted her onto the table, she felt as if her cunt was being melted into a molten heap of glowing slag.
Then, just at the right moment, Jack turned his attentions to her quivering erect little clit, sucking it deep into his mouth and lashing at it with the tip of his tongue.
"Aaaiiieee!" Lucy shrieked, her back arching in agonized ecstasy. She felt as it her cunt would explode, and for the second time in five minutes she raced into an orgasm. Her legs thrust straight out behind Jack's bushy bead, quivering wildly as he continued to lick into her climaxing cunt. The young blonde's piercing cries faded away into a series of bubbling moans as she thrashed and bucked on the table top, her hands beating crazily up and down by her sides.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm, good!" Jack sighed as a hot flood of warm, sweet tasting cunt juice flooded into his mouth. The more of it he swallowed, the more his hungry cock hardened. He knew he'd have to shove it up into this hot bitch's sweet cunt or it'd burst.
Giving one last powerful lick at Lucy's spuming cunt, Jack suddenly pulled his head back and stared down triumphantly at the panting, shuddering girl, his face gleaming with her cunt juices.
"Okay, honey," he panted. "Now I'm gonna fuck you!"
"Oh, yes! Yes! Fill me up!" Lucy begged. Despite the two incredible, short savage orgasms she'd just experienced, her cunt begged to be stuffed full of hard hot cock meat. She raised her head and stared at Jack's loins. He was moving in between her legs, his cock held in one hand, only inches from her smoldering cunt.
"I need it so bad!" Lucy sobbed, not caring how much of a spectacle she made of herself.
As she writhed slowly on the table, all that concerned Lucy was that the hole down between her sensitive thighs be fucked.
"Jesus, you're a hot little bitch," Jack said as he placed the bloated tip of his cock just up inside Lucy's pussy. He heard her inhale quickly as she felt his cock against her sensitive inner tissues, and before she could regain her composure, he shoved the whole swollen prick several inches up her soft cunt.
"Uuuuunnnggghhh," Lucy moaned as she felt herself slowly filling with cock meat. Her legs circled around Jack's waist, desperately drawing him nearer to her hungry loins, trying to coax his cock even further up into her starving cunt. "Oh, fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she begged.
"Just what I had in mind," Jack panted as he looked where his cock was disappearing up Lucy's tight cunt. He brushed aside the damp silky strands of her pubic hair so that they wouldn't be rammed inside her tender snatch. Pulling his cock back an inch or two, he saw the girl's cuntal flesh clinging greedily to the shaft. He pushed back in again, watching her cunt give and flex, her cuntlips welcoming his cock.
"Too much!" Jack grunted, and unable to hold himself back any longer, he began to fuck wildly into the moaning young wife's blonde-furred cunt, slamming his loins into hers with so much power that the table started to inch across the linoleum.
"Aah… aah… aah…" Lucy panted, the sound torn from her parched throat each time he rammed his massive cock up into her cunt. It's so big! she thought hazily as she did her best to fuck back. She felt as if he were fucking all the way tip into her womb, ready to fill her with his hot seed.
"Fuck me hard! Ram it into me!" she begged. "Make me come again!"
"Okay, baby! Hang on!" he panted back at her. "I'm gonna give you a ride like you've never had before!"
Standing on his tiptoes. Jack pounded his cock up into the half-naked girl's body with all his strength. He could feel the pressure rising in his balls and knew it would only be a matter of seconds before he himself came.
He realized she was going to come again as he stared down at the girl spread-eagled on the table. Lucy was desperately biting down on her lower lip, trying to keep herself under some control as her orgasm neared. Jack watched her sex-swollen tits bounce and jerk every time he slammed his loins into hers, and reaching down, sunk his fingers crudely in their softness. Lucy flinched a little, but as Jack began to tweak her nipples between his thumbs and fingers, her excitement heightened.
"Oh, Jesus, you can fuck!" Lucy panted. "Let me feel."
Jack didn't know quite how Lucy managed it, but she reached around her ass and began to stroke his slippery cock as it slithered in and out of her cunt. Then her fingers were on his balls, caressing them, squeezing the tight, hairy sacs tantalizingly.
"Christ!" Jack moaned. "That did it! I'm gonna come!"
As he labored over the girl's naked sweating body he felt as if his cock were swelling so huge that it would split open like a fried sausage. Something had to give. Then there was that familiar rushing tingle in his drum-tight balls and the first burning gush of come shot the length of his vibrating cock and spouted into Lucy's cunt.
"Oh yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Lucy chanted happily as she felt Jack's cock begin its final swelling inside her. Then, as she felt the hot come jetting into her, she came for a third time.
"Aaaahhhh!" she shrieked as a huge spasm exploded up inside her cunt. This time there was a huge, swollen, spouting cock for her cunt to work on, and the girl's strong pussy nibbled and milked on Jack's trembling prick like vacuum, sucking him dry, pulling the hot come right out of his balls.
"Jesus! I don't think I can hold her down," Jack mumbled as he continued to shoot his load into the writhing girl's tormented body. She twisted and turned beneath him on the table, her head twisting wildly from side to side, her blonde hair flying like a cloud of fine gold thread. Meaningless whimpers and moans bubbled from her lips. Her mouth was open, straining, and her eyes were only a gleam from behind half-closed lids. The tablecloth was bunched up in her clenching hands, and her loins were humping up off the table, desperate to be filled with more of his spouting come.
"That's all I got, baby," Jack finally panted as he shot the last gush up into the half-crazed girl's tightly clasping cunt. She continued to fuck powerfully against him until his cock had shrunk to half its erect size, and only then did Lucy begin to come down.
"Ooohhhh. I needed that so much," she sighed as he slowly withdrew his depleted cock from her dripping pussy. For a moment Lucy had a slight flash of embarrassment as she lay on the table, legs apart, her cunt gaping open before Jack's fascinated gaze.
But then she decided she liked him staring at her crotch. It made her feel good, and a little hot. Teasingly, she raised her arms over his head as she lay back on the table. Stretching mightily, the movement pulled her taut young tits up high. Jack stared, wishing he had another hard, ready cock he could put into action. But then caution returned, and he looked nervously around the kitchen, as if he expected her husband to come in any moment. The kitchen blinds were not pulled down, and he realized that anyone passing in front of the house might have easily looked in.
"Uuh, thanks," be said lamely as he stuffed his shrunken, dripping cock back inside his pants and zipped up. "Gotta get back to work. Uhh, is that all you'll need today – the water I mean?"
Lucy slowly got off the table and moved voluptuously toward Jack. "No, everything's fine," she purred sexily. "You gave me everything I needed… for now."
"Well, be on my way."
"Just a minute," Lucy said, smiling. She hugged Jack and kissed him. After a moment's surprise, his arms went around her too, and he clasped her hungrily to him, very much aware of her firm tits pressing into his chest.
"Bye," Lucy sighed, smiling as she escorted the somewhat shaken delivery man to the door. Still naked to the waist, she held the kitchen door open for him as he went outside with the empty water bottle over one shoulder.
"Hey, easy, lady," he cautioned. "Someone might see you." That's all he needed – for some nosy neighbor to phone in and report him. He could kiss his job good-bye.
"Oops, sorry," she giggled, and dodged behind the door. "I was feeling so good I forgot."
Jack glanced back as he went out and caught sight of the tip of one gorgeous tit peeping around the door at him.
"…see you later," he said lamely, and then started swiftly toward his truck.
"Until next week," Lucy said softly, and then closed the door. With glossy eyes, she turned around, facing the kitchen table where she had been so fantastically fucked. The tablecloth was half on the floor, the salt and pepper shakers had rolled half-way across the room, and the spilled coffee was tracked all the way to the door.
"I feel wonderful," Lucy sighed as she viewed the wreckage.



CHAPTER FIVE


For the next couple of hours Lucy wandered around the house in a pleasant daze. It had all been so easy!
Each time she remembered the way the water man had fucked his big cock into her pleasure washed snatch, she grew hot all over again.
After the first flush of triumph, she became a little more thoughtful and suddenly wondered if she should feel guilty. After all, she had been unfaithful to her husband. She had let a near-stranger spread-eagle her half-naked on the kitchen table and do what he wanted with her body.
Lucy finally decided there was a little guilt there, but not much. Only as much as anybody might feel after transgressing the basic laws of marriage. But she decided that it was only fair. After all, Tom did it, didn't he? Didn't she have the same rights as he did? Well, in her mind she did.
And most surprisingly, now that she had been well-fucked for the first time in months, now that she had declared her independence, she paradoxically felt a lot warmer toward Tom. Once again she began to recall the original reasons she'd been attracted to him – his bubbling energy, his boisterous humor, and his virile good looks.
She had originally thought him very sexy, too, and now it began to dawn on her that her original attitude toward her Tom might have changed more than she thought. Even before his arduous lovemaking fell off. A nagging suspicion began to enter Lucy's mind that her own behavior might have had more to do with Tom's loss of sexual interest in her.
Well now, it ought to be better, she thought. And all because she'd caught him fucking another woman and dared to take the chance of seeing what it was like to make love to another man.
Lucy now saw the possibility of repairing her marriage through a change in attitudes. Feeling freer herself now, she wanted Tom to feel the same way, not have to feel he must sneak out on her. But the sex that liberated her might be another problem. It had felt so good, so exciting, so natural to have engaged in spontaneous sex this morning. Lucy sensed she wouldn't easily be able to give up extramarital sex, now that she had sampled it. Worse than drugs, one heavy dose had hooked her.
I'm a sex junkie, Lucy thought with a giggle. She had expected, as soon as it was over, that this morning's wild fuck would be enough to last her far days. But now that it was over, she found herself hornier than ever. For the past few months, faced with a sex-drought at home, Lucy hadn't dared let her mind know how horny her body really was. But now the cat was out of the bag. Awakened from its enforced sleep, her cunt ached for more loving. She felt she could fuck for a week without stopping.
Not much I can do about it right now, Lucy told herself. Maybe a hot bath would help.
Lucy peeled off her rumpled, sweaty nightgown and walked into the bathroom. As she ran water for her bath, she caught sight of herself in the bathroom mirror. Not bad, she thought as she admired the graceful nude sweep of her body. Now that she had finally liberated herself, she realized that for the past few months she had let a bad self-image develop.
Voluptuously, Lucy let her hands sweep up the velvety concavity of her sides until they finally cupped her exquisite breasts and pulled them up high, forming the nipples into little pink peaks.
"Oops!" she murmured as she felt an immediate rush of pleasure all the way from her tits down to her cunt. "Like playing with dynamite."
Lucy quickly got into the hot water. After such a nice fuck, she didn't want to masturbate, but knew that she would if she let herself go.
"Well, why not?" she asked aloud as she sank into the tub. She had counted on the warm water to soothe her, but instead its heat bathed her sensuously, filling her with a pleasant languor. Lying back, she saw that the tips of her nipples were just breaking the surface of the water, two rosy little islands poking up like volcanic peaks.
And between her thighs the slow wash of the water caressed her cunt. She spread her legs and let the water seep into her pussy slit, which was still wildly sensitive, perhaps a little sore after having taken such a beating from Jack's big cock.
"Well, why not?" she asked again. Why not masturbate – just a little? Nothing as rough and crude as the night before when she had shoved three fingers up her hungry cunt and pounded away until she came. No, something more subtle, more gentle.
Lucy found that her breathing quickened as she slowly worked up the will to play with her cunt again. Then she lightly placed one hand on her cunt. Drawing up her legs, she let her knees rest against the sides of the tub. With her cunt gaping open now, she slowly worked one finger up into the slit and slowly, very gently, began to stroke it up and down the length of the water-washed little valley.
"Mmmm," she sighed happily, and let her head rest against the back of the tub. Her finger continued to roam until she had located her sensitive cit.
She parted her pussy lips with her other hand, baring her clitoral mound so that her finger could stroke directly over it. The water was washing away most of her cuntal lubricants, so she had to be extra gentle, teasing the sensitive little nub first this way, then that, circling it, not touching it directly most of the time, then letting her fingertip press directly down on it like a doorbell.
"Oh, yes," she moaned, her stomach muscles quivering as her clit began to respond. "Oh, yes!"
Looking where her hands were thrust obscenely between her thighs, Lucy saw a slight oily film rising to the surface as her pussy juices were dissolved into the bath water. She bent forward a little, so that she could see her fingers actually at work inside her pussy slit. She made her finger circle around the tight little mound of her clit, pushing the pink, pulpy flesh aside first this way, then that. Then, shoving her clit high, her fingertip grated over the tiny, incredibly sensitive tip that peeped out from the fleshy covering.
"Aaaahhh," Lucy moaned loudly. Her body spasmed with pleasure, arching back, so that her head thudded almost painfully onto the back of the tub.
But her hands kept working, probing steadily at her clit, the one hand holding her cuntlips wide open as the forefinger of the other hand repeated the gliding motion, nabbing over her clit, pushing it high.
Lucy began to rub harder, faster, knowing that she was going to come soon. Her hands began to beat the water into a froth, and low moans and sobs broke from her throat. Her ass began to rock back and forth, squeaking over the porcelain. Her sleek stomach muscles quivered and jerked, jumping wildly every time she touched her clit.
"Oooooohhhhhhhhh!" Lucy suddenly cried as her orgasm hit almost without warning. Her stomach suddenly, sucked in powerfully, and she writhed and twisted in the tub, slopping water over the side. She kept her finger on her clit as long as she could, but the feelings throbbing from that touchy little knob were too intense, and she let it go, rubbing her hand sensuously over the whole spongy mound of her cunt, her hips thrusting up hard, new waves of pleasure throbbing through her pleasure-racked body.
After the orgasm was over, Lucy lay back in the water, still quivering. After a few minutes she felt more relaxed, more under control, but to her amazement she was still horny.
"What's the matter with me? Am I some kind of nymphomaniac?" she asked aloud.
Maybe not. She recalled reading somewhere, that it if was readily available, a normal healthy woman had a phenomenal sexual capacity. Enough to wear out several men.
"How much is it, Tommy?" she asked, glancing to herself.
Lucy was out of the bath and drying off when the doorbell rang.
"Oh, damn," she said. "It never fails." Wrapping the towel around herself, she went into the living room.
"Who is it?" she said through the front door.
"The paper boy," a young male voice replied. "Tommy White. I've come to collect for this month."
"Just a moment," Lucy said as she wrapped the towel more securely. It occurred to her that she ought to get dressed before letting him in, but then she remembered he was only a boy. What harm could come of it?
But Lucy saw from Tommy's expression, as soon as she had opened the door, that perhaps she was wrong. The bay's eyes swept up and down the young blonde's barely covered body. The towel was pulled tightly across Lucy's tits, making them bulge invitingly upward, and it was barely long enough to cover her cunt, leaving a long expanse of soft white thighs showing.
"I don't have the cash, Tommy," she said. "Would a check do?"
"S-Sure, Mrs. Preston," Tommy stammered, turning his eyes away from Lucy's legs with obvious difficulty.
The boy followed Lucy into the living room where she got her checkbook out of a drawer. Lucy usually wrote her checks on the kitchen table, but it was still in disorder from her morning adultery session. So she sat down on the couch and started writing it on the coffee table.
"How much is it, Tommy?" she asked, glancing up at the boy.
"Uh… three-fifty," he blurted.
With an inward smile, Lucy saw that the boy was trying to look up her towel as she sat on the couch. She had instinctively kept her thighs pressed tightly together as she sat, but suddenly decided to tease the boy.
Lucy let her thighs gape open a little, pulling the towel tight across her lap. She doubted that Tommy could see much, but he certainly was trying, staring bug-eyed up into the darkness of Lucy's crotch. If she hadn't been a blonde, he would have been able to make out the outline of her cunt hair, but her wispy blonde fluff blended in easily with the color of her skin.
He wasn't a bad-looking boy, Lucy realized as she watched Tommy squirm in the armchair across from her. He had gotten a lot bigger and older.
Tommy had been the Preston's paper boy for over three years, and Lucy was suddenly aware that he was growing up. She guessed his age at about eighteen. He's getting handsome, she thought. Getting to be a real little surfer.
Like most surfers, Tommy had long blond hair framing his handsome young face. And under his thin t-shirt, Lucy saw that he was well-built, with tight, firm young muscles. It was a moment before she realized what was going through her mind.
Didn't her sexual liberation mean that she could have whom she wanted when she wanted them? The very depravity of the thought – seducing a young boy – was so wildly stimulating that Lucy experienced a hot rush of blood through her body. She still hadn't made up her mind, but decided she'd tease the boy a little more, just to see how he reacted.
"Oops. This pen's out of ink," she said casually, and reached clear to the other end of the couch for another. To balance herself, she had to open her legs wide, and knew Tommy had a clear view up the insides of her thighs all the way to her cunt.
Jeezuz, the boy thought as he stared at the blonde-furred folds of cunt flesh. A hot sweat broke out all over his body, and he felt a quick surge of life in his virile young cock. He still didn't know that Lucy was doing it on purpose, and thought he was just getting another of those free glimpses that young boys have to subsist on.
After three years of fighting with his puberty, Tommy had given in, becoming obsessed with sex. Hot, sweaty nights of masturbation followed each of his unsuccessful or partially successful dates with young girls his age. More than once he'd had his hands full of naked tits, and only last week his date had let him stick his hand up her cunt – under cover of her dress. He'd never actually seen a woman's cunt, other than in girlie magazines – which he often used as stimulation for masturbation. And now Lucy's cunt was staring him in the face.
For the past few months Tommy had had a purely sexual crush on Lucy – Mrs. Preston to him – trying to imagine what she looked like naked. And now he was finding out.
"Ops," Lucy said with a teasing smile, and tucked the towel back down into her crotch. Tommy saw her cunt whisked out of his sight.
He's really eating it up, Lucy thought, smiling inwardly. She felt an unusual sense of power as she flaunted her body before the paper boy. A sense of excitement too. Lucy had been trying to ignore the building heat between her thighs, but it was becoming uncomfortably demanding. Time to end this, she warned herself.
Lucy finished writing the check and stood up, holding it out. She expected Tommy to get up, too, and come and take the check, but he remained seated, his face bright-red. Then she saw why.
Tommy had an enormous erection and was embarrassed to stand up. Lucy's eyes were drawn like a magnet to the huge bulge in the boy's tight jeans. Unconsciously she took a step closer to him so that she could get a better look, but the boy shrank down in the chair, horribly ashamed.
"Tommy," Lucy said thickly. The check fluttered to the floor, and with her barely knowing what she was doing, Lucy sank to her knees in front of the boy. "Tommy," she said again, her voice barely audible. She put her hand on Tommy's lap, right on top of his erection.
"Uunnhhh," the boy moaned as he felt the soft pressure on his swollen cock. He tried to writhe away, but found he couldn't move. He was afraid that just a little too much pressure and he was going to come in his pants. He stared up at Lucy, at her beautiful face, wondering why she looked so strange.
Lucy felt strange. Part of her was horrified by what she was doing and another part was on fire to touch Tommy's swollen cock. She felt it stir and grow even harder underneath her hand. I must be crazy! she thought. But, nevertheless, she quickly and firmly unzipped the bay's fly.
"Oh, Jesus Christ," Tommy whispered as Lucy reached into his fly and pulled his rigid cock into the open. Once again he was afraid he was going to come and fought hard to hold back his orgasm. He would have died with shame if he'd shot off in Lucy's hand.
"Oh… it's beautiful," Lucy breathed ecstatically as she held the boy's cock in her hand. It was much bigger than she'd expected. She'd thought that he would have a more boyish, more slender cock, but it reared up long and thick, a genuine cunt-full.
Cunt-full? Up until now Lucy hadn't dared think that fat but now realized her eager snatch was once again hungry. But was she so depraved that she could seduce a teen-aged boy? Yes!
Once again a feeling of power swept over Lucy, and she squeezed Tommy's cock gently in her hand.
"Uunngghh," the boy moaned, twisting in the chair.
"Am I going too fast?" Lucy blurted. All Tommy could do was dumbly state back at her. She marveled at how smooth and new his cock looked. Unmarked as yet by heavy battle with cunts like hers. The boy was probably a virgin!
This last thought completely made up Lucy's mind. She had to have the boy, had to possess his virgin cock and strong young body.
"Tommy, don't you want to take your clothes off?" she asked softly.
"Gee… I don't know, Mrs. Preston," Tommy stuttered, hardly able to talk. Sure, he wanted to take off his clothes, but still felt embarrassed in front of this beautiful older woman.
"I'll take mine off," Lucy continued, and reaching up, began to fumble with her towel. It fell away from her body and she was kneeling naked in front of the boy. His eyes ran wildly up and down her body, not knowing where to look first. Her tits were closest, and he glued his eyes on them, savoring their pert lushness.
"You want to touch my tits, Tommy?" Lucy purred, and guiding the boy's hands, pressed them to her velvety boobs. Tommy's blood raced as he felt her nipples springing into immediate hardness against his palms, and he dug his hands frantically into the cushiony softness.
Finally Lucy pried his hands away from her tits.
"You promised to take off your clothes if I did," she said, which was not true, but Tommy made no struggle as she undid his belt and pulled off his pants. His shirt came next, and a moment later, the stunned boy was lying back naked in the chair, his cock rearing straight up above his hard, flat belly.
"It's gorgeous," Lucy breathed rapturously, and leaning down, she kissed the tip of Tommy's bloated cock. He jerked backward in the chair, unable to believe all this was happening to him. His eyes once again scanned Lucy's body. He tried to see her cunt, but with her kneeling, it was out of sight, so he contented himself with her tits.
As Lucy pulled away she saw that a shining drop of come had forced its way up from the boy's balls and was glittering in the small slit in the end of his cock. She wanted to know what it tasted like, and leaning down, stuck out her tongue and licked up the shining liquid jewel.
"Uuunnnhhh," Tommy moaned as Lucy's tongue slithered across the tip of his cock. "Oh God, that feels good," he blurted.
"You like that, Tommy?" Lucy asked, pleased. Leaning down again, she slipped her lips over the tip of his cock.
She's eating me! Tommy thought.
He stared down to where half his shuddering cock was disappearing up into Lucy's lovely mouth. The intent expression on the beautiful naked housewife as she sucked his bloated shaft amazed the boy. He knew he was going to come soon – there was no way to deter the urgent signals ricocheting throughout his tightening loins, but he tried to fight it back, to make what was happening to him last as long as possible.
But then he became aware of Lucy's sharp pointed tits pressing voluptuously against his legs as she sucked his cock. It was too much. With a gasping moan, Tommy began to come, his loins bucking upwards as searing jets of come shot out of his cock and gushed up into Lucy's hot mouth.
Tommy's climax took Lucy a little by surprise. She had been so fascinated by the boy's smooth, hard young cock, and reveling in its meaty taste, that she had forgotten to take it easy. Her attention was focused on the image of having this same rigid prick shoved up into her waiting cunt, when she suddenly felt the boy's cock begin its final swelling inside her mouth.
Oh my God! He's going to come! Lucy realized. She had only a second to prepare herself before the first hot rush of Tommy's jism shot into her mouth. Choking and spluttering, she did her best to swallow it all, but had trouble staying ahead of the rushing flow.
Jesus! She's swallowing it! Tommy thought in amazement as he watched the woman's lips sucking his cock, her cheeks filling with come. A thin stream of his jism was leaking past the tight junction where his cock was shoved into Lucy's mouth.
Tommy could hardly believe all this was happening to him, but the wild feelings in his cock as he shot his load down Lucy's throat were real enough, and he fiercely dug his fingers into the anus of the chair and hung on.
Finally Lucy pulled her mouth away from his slowly shrinking cock and wiped the last of his come from her chin with the back of her hand. Lucy had seldom actually swallowed jism, but was glad she was now, considering it another step in her new approach to sex.
"Did you like that?" she asked.
"Uh… sure," he replied hesitantly. Tommy still felt ill at ease, lying back naked in the chair in front of Lucy. The fact that she was nude didn't help much either, because his eyes still weren't used to playing so freely over a woman's nude body. There were still new sights to see, such as more of that enticingly-folded flesh between Lucy's sleek thighs. Lucy saw him looking and lay back on the thick carpeting.
"Why don't you come down here with me, Tommy?" she said, patting the floor next to her. Tommy almost hated to move, because from where he was siting he could look straight up Lucy's crotch, past the blonde thatch of pubic hair, up into her cunt. Her firm cuntlips were still pressed tightly together with only a thin line of separation between them, but he was fascinated by their soft contours. Nevertheless, he got up shakily from the chair and lay down gingerly next to Lucy.
"You like my breasts, don't you, Tommy?" Lucy purred.
"Yeah… they're really pretty," Tommy replied. He was becoming a little bolder. Close up, Lucy wasn't so intimidating, and he was slowly becoming aware of the exciting smell of her freshly bathed body.
"Would you like to touch them?"
"Sure," he replied, and cautiously stroked one hand lightly over Lucy's velvety tits.
"Gee… they're sure soft," he said excitedly.
"Touch the nipples," Lucy replied, just as excitedly. Tommy obediently glided his fingertips over the blonde's nipples, thrilled to feel them growing hard under his touch.
"Harder," Lucy begged. "Kind of pinch them a little."
Tommy squeezed one of Lucy's pink nipples lightly at first, but when Lucy favored him with a hot, sexy gaze, he pinched harder.
"Oohhh," Lucy moaned shamelessly as the boy continued to fondle her nipples. "You're really making me hot, Tommy."
The boy's increased fondling of Lucy's nipples were starting a roaring fire between the girls legs. She could feel her cunt gushing lubricants, the way it had this morning when the water man had started to make love to her.
"Tommy," she said breathlessly. "Have you ever made love to a woman?"
"Well… not all the way," the boy admitted. "Why don't you stick your finger up my cunt?" Lucy boldly asked.
"Oh, gee," the boy replied. There was nothing he'd rather do. Already he was aware of the musky odors drifting up from Lucy's crotch and longed to touch that exciting-looking softness. Lucy detected a slight hesitation on the boy's part and, taking his hand, placed it between her thighs.
"You're all hot and wet," the boy blurted as his hand made contact with Lucy's gushingly ready cuntlips. He fumbled around for a moment, trying to find his way, obviously a little lost. Without a pair of panties to guide him, the boy didn't quite know where to put his fingers.
"Here," Lucy said. Sitting up, she parted her pussy lips for the boy to see. Tommy stared as the soft lips were pulled apart, baring the wet, pink valley inside.
"Touch me in there," Lucy breathlessly told him. "Push your fingers up inside me."
While Lucy held her pussy lips apart, Tommy excitedly shoved a couple of fingers up into her snatch. He felt a hot stickiness spreading over his fingers as he rummaged up and down the length of the girl's slit. She felt warm and spongy to his touch.
"Touch me there. Right on that little button," Lucy said, indicating her clit with the tip of one finger. "Oh! Not so hard!" she warned as the increasingly excited boy stabbed a fingertip straight down against, the sensitive little knob. Corrected, he began to stroke lightly over its rapidly hardening tip.
"That's what really turns a girl on, Tommy," Lucy told him, panting as he continued to stroke her clit. "That's where you should touch her when you want to get her so hot she'll do anything you want."
"Anything I want?" Tommy asked eagerly. He too was beginning to have trouble with his breathing.
"Anything! Now, for God's sake, stick your finger up inside my cunt!"
"Where?" Tommy asked as his finger left Lucy's clit and began to probe lower down in her pussy slit.
"Right there! Where the hole is," Lucy panted. Reaching down with one hand, she guided the boy's finger right to the opening of her cunt.
"Aaaahhhh," she moaned as the boy's finger slid inside her cunt. Her hands fell away from her loins, and she put them behind her on the floor, bracing herself, her head thrown back, tits thrust out while the boy finger-fucked her pussy.
"You're so hot inside!" Tommy exclaimed, as his finger was swallowed by steaming cunt meat. As soon as his finger was inside, he felt it being clasped by softly convulsing flesh. Looking down, he saw his finger disappearing into wet flesh, Lucy's soft pubic hair brushing against his palm.
"Jeez!" he breathed, and almost immediately felt a surge of life in his depleted cock. Looking down, he saw that it was swelling rapidly.
Lucy saw it too.
"Oh, Tommy! You're getting another hard-on," she said excitedly. Her eyes were riveted on the enlarging prick as Tommy continued to move his finger inside her quivering cunt.
"You're going to go all the way, today, Tommy," she told the thunderstruck boy. "We're going to fuck!"
Lucy quickly pushed Tommy's hand away from her cunt and sat up.
"Lie down," she told the boy. And when he didn't move she pushed him over backward gently. "Come on, lie down."
Finally Tommy was lying on his back, looking self-consciously at his cock, which reared above his belly like a flag pole.
"I'm going to fuck you," Lucy told the excited boy. "I'm going to make us both come."
Fired by a strange aggressive eroticism, Lucy quickly straddled Tommy. The boy jerked when she took his cock in her fingers and guided it up toward her descending cock. He stared upward in awe as he felt his cock meet her cuntal opening then start up inside. Lucy was leaning forward so he couldn't actually see his cock go in, but he felt it suddenly swallowed by the same warm, muscular channel he'd so recently sunk his finger in.
"Uunngghh," Tommy grunted as a huge spasm of pleasure shot through his cunt-entrapped cock and flowed through the rest of his body.
"Now," Lucy panted, "let's fuck." Her eyes were big and dark as she began to slowly raise and lower her hips, gliding her tight cunt up and down the length of the boy's ever-swelling cock. "How does it feel?" she asked with a slight smile.
"W-Wonderful!" Tommy panted back. He seemed to be having trouble with his coordination, writhing and jerking underneath the slowly pumping woman, overwhelmed by the bliss pouring through his loins.
"Come on… fuck back at me!" Lucy urged as she increased the movements of her humping body. Tommy gathered all his strength and concentrated on fucking his cock upward into that marvelous hole above him. He stared up wide-eyed at the beautiful woman and was crouched above his loins, screwing her cunt down onto his throbbing cock. Her back was arched, thrusting her tits out, and he cupped the silken mounds in his fingers, toying once again with her nipples.
"Oh, yes," Lucy breathed happily. "That's the way, Tommy. Make my tits feel good, too."
"Oh, Jesus!" Tommy blurted happily. He hung onto Lucy's lust-swollen tits as he slowly learned how to rock his loins upwards, driving his cock deep into her soft cunt above. He could tell Lucy was getting more excited. She was panting and moaning now as her fucking became more and more inventive. She began to screw her hips around in broad circles, trapping his cock far up inside her cunt, making it jerk back and forth. He thrust up hard, feeling the tip of his rock-hard prick jam against the far end of the humping blonde's pussy.
"I'm not going to last much longer," Lucy warned. "Come with me, Tommy!"
"I'll try," he replied homely. Letting go of Lucy's tits, Tommy desperately grabbed her soft hips and began to grind her cunt down hard against his cock, jerking her lower body ruthlessly back and forth. He could tell from Lucy's whimpering moans that something tremendous was about to happen. He knew all about women coming, although he had never see one do it. But he did know that he wanted to come too, and did his best to work his cock up her increasingly hot and wet cunt.
"Oh my God! I'm coming!" Lucy shrieked. "Aaaaheee!"
Tommy felt the woman stiffen for a moment and then she seemed to go wild. As his orgasm started again, he had all he could handle holding her in place above his shuddering cock. He looked up at his first climaxing woman, a little frightened when he saw her blue eyes rolling and her mouth open wide in a series of gurgling moans.
But then Tommy's orgasm overwhelmed the boy, and he shut his eyes tight, desperately fucking his gushing cock up into Lucy's spasming cunt, filling her with his hot jism. It shot up into her, then some of it was forced out again by her violent internal convulsions, running down over Tommy's crotch and belly.
They finished about the same time, and as Tommy was trying to regain his breath, Lucy collapsed limply onto his chest, her soft tits pressing into him.
"Ooooohhhhhh, so good," Lucy sighed. "Tommy, you have a beautiful cock."
The boy had never thought of his cock that way, but was pleased nevertheless. He felt a fierce pride bursting his chest that he had so completely satisfied this beautiful older woman. His hands roamed over her back and ass with an easy familiarity that he hadn't felt before. It was with regret that he felt his limp cock finally slip from Lucy's dripping cunt when she rolled free of him.
They lay on the floor for another half-hour. Lucy playfully stroking the boy's nude body while he played with her tits. But then Lucy remembered the time.
"My husband could come home any moment," she warned the boy.
"Christ!" he yelped, springing up from the floor and pulling on his clothes.
"Don't forget your check," Lucy said, looking up from the carpet. That was the last image Tommy had of her, lying naked on the soft carpet, her pussy hair wet with his cum, her graceful tits rising and falling with her slow breathing.
"Come back any time my husband's car isn't here," she called softly after the boy. Then he was out on the street, bursting to break the news to his buddies.



CHAPTER SIX


Lucy was in the shower when Tom got home. When she stepped out, glowing and clean from the hot water, he was suddenly struck by how sexy and appealing she looked. But she rebuffed him when he tried to make love to her that night. Let him stew in his own juice, Lucy thought triumphantly as she turned over to go to sleep. Not that she wasn't excited at the sight of his erect cock, even after her two fucks during the day. But she decided that now it was her turn to call the shots for a while.
The next morning she got up with her cunt still tingling pleasantly from her previous day's fucking. She had stayed in bed until Tom left for work, saying she didn't feel well. Then, when he was gone, she slipped out of bed naked and moved around the house, lost in a mist of remembered sensuality.
But Lucy was still a little confused by the sudden change in her sex life. The one thing she knew for certain was that she loved having the opportunity of fucking whom and when she liked. There was still a thrill reverberating within her as she recalled how she had seduced the paper boy the day before.
But what about Tom? A residual nervousness still lurked deep within Lucy's mind. Sure, she knew that he had been unfaithful to her and it only seemed right that she should have the same option. But the double standard still held, however tenuously, and Lucy knew that men were usually given more leeway in sexual matters than women. There was always the chance she might get in more trouble than she had bargained for.
Initially, Lucy had wanted Tom to know what she was doing. To rub his face in it. But now she was afraid that if he found out, he would react with rage, ignoring his own infidelity. And she knew she would feel guilty if it happened that way. It might have been different if she had been unfaithful just once and then let Tom squirm. Lucy might still get away with that, but now she knew she didn't want to. No. She loved her new sexual freedom and was determined to exploit it.
She wanted to get fucked!
But, perhaps she'd better be more careful. If she fucked too much at home, Tom would eventually find out and would leave her. After four years of marriage, her relationship with Tom had become more of a habit and habits are hard to give up.
"I'll go out today," Lucy planned aloud. "Downtown where nobody knows me." It occurred to her that the paper boy might brag about what had happened, and there was always the chance it might get back to Tom.
Lucy dressed very carefully, eager to look her most beautiful and seductive. She succeeded admirably, putting on a short skirt that emphasized the rounded sweep of her hips and thighs, and a sheer blouse that showed the outlines of her bra beneath. A smoky pair of pantyhose and frail shoes completed her ensemble. "I even turn me on," Lucy giggled as she looked at herself in the mirror.
Driving downtown, Lucy parked her car in an underground garage, so it wouldn't be noticed. Then she went to a bar she had heard of – one that had an unsavory reputation. Not because it was a dive, but because it was a notorious pick-up bar.
Lucy was a little uncertain when she walked into the bar. But since it was a weekday afternoon, there weren't many people, and she felt less threatened. It was a rather nice bar, the lighting soft but not so dim that it was impossible to see what another person looked like. Lucy took a seat at the bar, something she usually never did, and ordered a drink.
As she sipped her drink, Lucy looked cautiously around. There were only six customers, all male except for a young woman who sat a couple of stools farther down the bar. Two men were standing next to the woman, leaning close, obviously trying to score.
Lucy liked the way the woman looked. She was about her own age, maybe a little younger, but there was an air of bored assurance about her that suggested to Lucy that she had far more experience with life. Physically, she was the opposite of Lucy – full-bodied, lusciously dark, with long, thick hair that cascaded down her back. The woman was dressed less formally than Lucy, in a simple skirt and a blouse through which Lucy could plainly see her nipples. She wasn't wearing a bra – something Lucy didn't yet have the courage to do in public.
The men looked out of place with the obviously self-assured girl. In their forties, they were, perhaps, salesmen but showed streaks of coarseness, as if they were trying to be more than they really were. But they were good-looking enough, Lucy decided. Both were tall and well-built. She wondered idly what it would be like to fuck men like that. And she wondered if Tom would become as hard-looking as them by the time he was in his forties.
"Come on, honey, let's split for my place," the darker of the two men was saying.
"Uh-uh," the girl replied in a melodious voice. "I don't know if I trust you guys."
"Maybe it would help if we had some other female company with us," the man said. He had turned around and was facing Lucy. "Have a drink with us?" he asked her, pleasantly enough.
"Well… I don't know…" Lucy said haltingly. Now that she was faced with a prospective pick-up, she was uneasy. Perhaps if it had been only one man, and a nice one.
"You might as well," the other woman said to her. "They'll buy you one anyhow."
There was something so friendly, so open in the girl's manner, that Lucy felt reassured. Something unusual occurred. She felt instinctively drawn to the other woman, and sensed that the other woman felt the same about her. It was as if they instantly became old friends. Lucy was aware that there was something sexual involved, but didn't think much about it at the moment. Instantly she felt that her afternoon was going to be much easier; that the woman would be good for her.
"I'm Marge Valisi," the woman said. "This is Harry," she said pointing to the darker man. "And this is Mack."
"I'm Lucy."
"Come on and sit with us, Lucy," Harry said, his voice loud and gruff. But Lucy didn't move until Marge motioned her closer.
"Harry and Mack don't like it here," Marge said, poker-faced. "They think we'd all be better off at their place. What do you think?"
Lucy knew she was being sounded out. It was clear from Marge's easy manner that she was used to being in situations like this, and that she, too, had probably come into the bar to get picked up. She decided to follow Marge's lead.
"You know them better. I'll leave it up to you," she said somewhat lamely. Marge seemed to think a moment.
"Oh, hell, why not?" she finally said. "Come on, you apes, let's go."
Lucy saw that Mack and Harry had triumphant grins on their rather brutal faces as they led the way out of the bar. Mack seemed to be sticking close to Marge while Harry was paying attention mostly to her. Lucy was glad for that, because Mack, with his close-cropped brush of dirty-blond hair looked much the rougher of the two. She wondered why she was going with two men she suspected she really didn't like, and only slowly became aware that there, was a certain erotic excitement about it. The eroticism of danger.
The two girls were ushered into a large sedan, with Mack in the back with Marge and Lucy and Harry up front.
"Where are we going?" Marge asked.
"Out by the beach. You're gonna like my place," Harry said. The beach was about a half-hour drive away, and for the first fifteen minutes, Harry was busy with the traffic. But when the roads became less crowded, Lucy felt his hand sliding onto her thigh. She jumped a little, but forced herself to hold still. After all, what else could she expect.
Harry was too busy driving to do more than run his hand slowly up and down her thigh, pushing her skirt up.
Lucy felt herself beaming increasingly excited. She was wondering if she should encourage Harry a little – perhaps put her hand in his lap and massage his cock a little, when she became aware that very sexy sounds were coming from the back seat.
Turning around, she saw that Mack had Marge in a tight embrace. Her blouse was partially unbuttoned and one heavy, dark-nippled tit had spilled out. Mack was kissing the girl, while one of his hands was thrust underneath her skirt. Even from the front seat, Lucy could hear her finger sluicing in and out of Marge's cunt. Lucy was a little shocked, but Marge seemed to like what the big man was doing to her, and her ass was gyrating slowly down into the seat cushion as she reacted to the impaling finger.
For the first time since she had spied on Tom and the redhead, Lucy was watching another woman being fondled. Only this time she knew she was expected to take part, too. Her cunt slowly warmed with a smoldering heat as she watched Mack finger-fucking her new friend.
Harry's house was a big one, situated on a small headland overlooking the beach. He obviously had money. The car pulled into a broad drive and Harry led the way inside.
"Oh… it really is beautiful," Lucy exclaimed. They were standing in a large living room. The back wall of the room was glass-enclosed, opening out onto a garden and the surf beyond. "Hey, let's go outside," Marge said.
"How'd you like to see the bedroom first?" Harry asked.
"What's the matter? You afraid of the, fresh air?" Marge asked. She opened one of the sliding glass doors and stepped onto the patio garden. It was enclosed on three sides by the house and high walls. On the ocean side stood a lower wall; high enough for privacy, but still affording a view.
"What a gorgeous day," Marge said, and before Lucy realized what she was doing, the brunette bad taken off her blouse. "Feel that sun!" she sighed, closing her eyes and turning her face upward.
But the other three were too busy staring at Marge's large, luscious tits. Taut and full, with large, dark nipples, they stood out proudly, swaying a little when she moved. Lucy saw that both Mack and Harry were obviously aroused by the sight. Mack quickly moved close to Marge and began to slowly stroke one hand up and down her naked back.
"How about you? You want some sun too?" Harry purred into Lucy's ear. But she wasn't quite ready to walk around in the open, naked to the waist. Lucy was impressed by Marge's cool naturalness as she strolled round the garden, her heavy tits swinging out from her ribs every time she bent down to look at a flower.
"Hey, baby. How about it?" Lucy heard Mack ask Marge. He was standing in front of her, his big hands on her shoulders.
"Yeah… how about it," Marge murmured back. She let Mack pull her into his arms, and they kissed. Lucy felt her breath catch in her throat as she watched Mack's hands glide over Marge's back for a moment, then slip around front to cup her big tits.
Marge obviously, liked it, because she began to grind her hips against the big man's thighs, keeping her mouth pressed to his.
Finally she pulled back. "Let's see if you're as good at sucking a tit as you are at finger-fucking," she said to the blond man.
"Don't mind if I do," Mack said thickly. Dropping to his knees, he began to run his lips hotly over Marge's lush tits. She stood quietly, her eyes dreamily half-closed, her fingers ruffling through Mack's bristly hair.
"That looks nice, doesn't it?" Harry whispered in Lucy's ear. She jumped at the unexpected sound. Yes, it did look nice, and that's what she'd been thinking when Harry whispered. The young blonde was feeling an odd blend of nervousness and sexual excitement. Never before had she been in a situation that was both so cold and pre-planned and at the same time wildly arousing. There was an air of depravity in the garden scene that Lucy found oddly exciting.
She was standing behind a low wall that reached up to her waist, watching Mack and Marge, who were in a small cleared space a few feet below and in front of her. She was watching Mack suck her new friend's nipples into his mouth. Trying to imagine how it must feel, her cunt tinglingly warm, Lucy felt Harry slip his hands around her and cupping her tits.
Lucy stiffened for a moment, then decided she was being silly. After all, she had set out this morning with the intention of getting fucked. And with the sexy scene developing in front of her, her temperature was rising. After the initial shock, Harry's hands felt good as they began to rub her tits through her blouse and bra.
"You got too much on," Harry said gruffly. She let him unbutton her blouse, and then unfasten her bra. Obviously impatient to get at her tits, Harry pushed her loosened bra up high, baring the soft mounds, and then his fingers were playing artfully over her pink nipples, pulling them up into firm peaks.
God, what a turn-on, Lucy thought as she stood, swaying slightly, her eyes glued to Mack and Marge in front of her while Harry played with her tits from behind. Mack had stuck his hand up underneath Marge's skirt while he sucked her tits, and Lucy could see how excited the other girl was getting. She was standing on her tiptoes, hands on Mack's shoulders while his arm pumped up and down underneath her skirt. Her lovely mouth was open slightly, her tongue licking nervously over her scarlet lips.
"Aaaahhhh!" she suddenly cried, and Lucy knew Marge was coming. Arching her hips forward, the climaxing brunette pumped her loins hard against Mack's hand, which was still hidden underneath her skirt. She nearly knocked the big man off balance as he knelt before her, pulling his head in tight against her swollen tits.
"Look at 'em go!" Harry grated into Lucy's ear. One of his hands had left her tits and dropped low, lifting the hem of her skirt so that he could reach toward her cunt. Lucy made no move to stop him. Her cunt ached to be touched, ached to be lit on fire the way Marge's had been. It took Harry a moment to work his hand underneath the waistband of her pantyhose, but then it was pushing down past her pubic hair, one finger digging into her pussy slit.
"Mmmmmm," Lucy sighed, widening her stance so that there would be more space between her trembling thighs. Even so, Harry found it impossible to stuff his finger into the girl's cunt because of her tight pantyhose. It was enough for Lucy, though, at least for the moment, to have Harry's blunt fingertip grazing over the tip of her quivering clit. She let Harry hold her up, delighted to feel his powerful body pressing into her from behind.
"Okay, baby. How about doing a little something for me?" Lucy heard Mack say to Marge. Marge's orgasm was at last over, and she stood panting before Mack, her big tits rising and falling in time to her rapid breathing.
"Like what?" she asked laughingly.
"Like suck my cock."
"Well I do declare!" Marge said with mock surprise. "It looks like there's something alive inside your pants."
Lucy looked down to where Marge was pointing and saw a huge and still-growing bulge in Mack's pants. At the same time she felt a similar bulge in Harry's pants, pressing into her ass from behind. Meanwhile, Marge had fallen to her knees in front of Mack. "Let's see what you've got there," she said, unzipping the man's fly.
"Christ! Take it easy!" Mack groaned as she reached in and tugged his enormous, swollen cock out into the open. It bunt out of his pants and began to jerk and swell larger until it was pointing up toward his belly.
"Old Mack sure has some joint, don't he?" Harry murmured from behind Lucy. She had to agree. The knobbed, purple-veined cock jutting out from Mack's crotch was one of the biggest and most formidable she had even seen. As she watched Marge begin to fondle the big rod, her cunt began to ache with need, and she was sorry Harry couldn't quite get his finger up into her pussy.
Marge looked over at Lucy and Harry, a little smile on her face. She obviously enjoyed being the center of attraction.
"You watch me, honey," she said to Lucy, "and I'll show you how a cock should be sucked."
The kneeling brunette began to run her tongue over Mack's cock.
"Aaahhh! Motherfucker, that feels good!" he panted, his hands stealing up to cradle Marge's head.
"We gotta get rid of all this crap!" Harry suddenly hissed in Lucy's ear, and he began to tug at her pantyhose, trying to pull it down over the soft swell of her hips. She enthusiastically helped, all hesitation gone. She was ready to be fucked. She winced a little when she heard the pantyhose tear – they were expensive. But in another moment, after she had kicked off her shoes, she felt a wash of fresh air gush up under her skirt and play over her ass and cunt.
"Okay, baby," Harry grunted. He rummaged around between her wide-spread thighs a moment until suddenly Lucy felt a thick hard finger stuffed up her cunt.
"Uuunngghh," she grunted, shocked by the abruptness of it. But it felt good, so good, and she began to pump her cunt down against the slowly pumping finger, hoping she would have an orgasm like Marge's.
Across from her, Marge was beginning to suck Mack's cock in earnest. Lucy watched the other girl's mouth open, her lips stretching as they slipped over Mack's huge prick. The brunette's cheeks began to hollow and fill as she sucked.
"Ah, shit!" Mack moaned. "Jesus that feels good!"
So did the finger up Lucy's cunt. She rocked steadily back and forth over it, feeling a light sweat breaking out all over. Then she heard a zipper being pulled down behind her. A moment later she felt something warm and fleshy being pressed against her ass. Harry had hitched her skirt up and was rubbing his cock slowly up and down the deep cleft between her ass-cheeks.
"Oh yes! Do it to me with your cock!" she blurted. "Fuck me!"
"I'm gonna shove it up your ass," Harry panted.
"While I fuck you with my finger."
"No!" Lucy cried, suddenly twisting aside. She had a horrified image of Harry ramming his bloated cock into her tight asshole, and knew she'd never be able to take it. She'd had a fear of being fucked in the ass ever since Tom had tried it once when he was drunk. The pain had nearly killed her. For a moment she was afraid that Harry was going to try to force her. His powerful arms were still wrapped around her while his cock was pressed demandingly against her ass.
But he suddenly seemed to relent.
"Okay then, bend forward," he growled. "I gotta stick this thing up something!"
He pushed Lucy forward, and she caught hold of the low wall in front of her, bending at the waist, her lush ass thrust back toward Harry. A moment later he was crowding in close, his finger slipping out of her cunt while his cock probed up between her thighs, searching for a way in.
"B-Be careful," Lucy begged shakily. But even though she was afraid, her body was crying to be fucked. She eagerly spread her legs wider, then guided Harry's cock up into her cunt. She heard him groan as her cool fingers closed an his heated shaft, then the tip caught at the opening to her cunt and started to push up inside.
"Oooohhhh." Lucy moaned as the big organ slid relentlessly up her hungry cunt. It seemed to keep going in forever, yard by yard, until she felt as if the tip were lodged somewhere up between her tits.
"God, you're tight!" Harry panted. In her bent-over position, Lucy's snug cunt was compressed into a tight-fitting nest that hugged Harry's cock with a death grip. Never before had the trembling blonde felt so filled. She began to wonder if Harry would be able to fuck in and out of her, then he pulled his cock back out a little way and slowly shoved it back up inside.
"Oooohhhh, good… so good!" she moaned, her knuckles whitening with strain as she desperately grabbed hold of the wall. She began to push back with her hips as Harry continued to fuck into her increasingly wet cunt. Little shudders of pleasure rippled through her cock-stuffed body.
For a few minutes Lucy was so wrapped up by Harry's big cock plowing up into her cunt that she forgot about the couple in front of her. Then she remembered that Marge had been sucking Mack's cock, and looked up in time to see something that amazed her.
Before, when she had been watching Marge slide her lips up and down the bloated shaft, with half of it still sticking out of her mouth, Lucy had been aware that the truly monstrous cock had been shoved all the way to the back of Marge's throat. Lucy couldn't imagine how it could go in any farther.
But then, as the pressure in his balls began to grow under Marge's inspired sucking Mack tangled his fingers in the brunette's thick hair and held her in place while he frantically rammed his cock all the way into her mouth. Lucy saw Marge hesitate a moment, clearly gagging as the bloated cock pressed into the back of her throat. Then she opened her throat and the last few inches of gleaming prick slipped inside until Marge was wearing Mack's pubic hair like a moustache.
"How can she take all that?" Lucy whispered in disbelief. Further surprised, she saw that Marge actually looked pleased as the saliva-wet shaft continued to pound in and out of her face as if her sucking mouth were a cunt.
An enormous wave of sexual excitement swept over the young blonde as she watched the other girl being fucked in the face. That obscene sight, coupled with the novelty of being fucked from behind out in the open, with the sun and the wind bathing her tits and thighs, served to push the panting young wife to the brink of orgasm.
"Oh God, keep fucking me! I'm going to come!" Lucy cried to Harry. As she was speaking, she saw Mack suddenly stiffen.
"Jesus! I'm off!" he roared. "Keep your motherfucking mouth on my cock!" he bellowed to Marge. "AAAAARRRRGGGGGGHHHHHH!"
Mack grabbed the sides of Marge's head and held his cock sunk all the way down her throat as he pumped his load into her mouth. Lucy could see the base of his cock jerking and pumping, and Marge's throat was working crazily as she tried to swallow every drop of the big man's come. It was that or be choked by the hot stream of gushing jism.
"Look at that bitch suck!" Lucy heard Harry cry excitedly from behind her, and then she felt his cock suddenly swelling to enormous proportions up inside her cunt and knew he was going to come.
"Oh, yes! Fill me with your hot jism!" she wailed. "Shoot it up my cunt!"
The tip of Harry's cock seemed to be swelling to the size of ii doorknob, pressing into the tender tissues of her cuntal channel, pushing and pulling as he frantically pumped it in and out of her. When she felt the first hot rush of his come inside her pussy, Lucy felt as if someone had lit a fuse inside her belly. She hung for a moment, trembling, gripping the wall tightly, her legs quivering with strain.
Then she came, too, a long shuddering orgasm that poured through her body like molten metal. She was vaguely aware that she was making a lot of noise, squealing and moaning. Harry's heavy panting hissed in her ear, and from the other side of the wan she could hear lewd sucking sounds from Marge as she lapped the last few drops of come from Mack's quickly shrinking cock.
"You're two hot bitches," Mack said as he stood facing Lucy, his shriveled cock still hanging out of his pants, dripping come. "You both get off like volcanoes."
Lucy was still grasping the wall, panting, wishing she could sit or lie down. Her legs were shaking from the strain of standing while she fucked. It was with relief that she felt Harry pulling out of her.
"Give me a hand," she said, taking his arm.
"Sure, baby," he grinned, one hand playing over her tits while he helped her into the house. Mack and Marge came behind, Marge still naked to the waist, carrying her blouse in one hand and Lucy's shoes in the other.
"I left your pantyhose out there," she said. "Not much of them left."
The living room was comfortable, with more couches than chairs, obviously a room set up for fucking. The two men and the girls sprawled onto the furniture.
"You girls are really hot stuff," Mack repeated. "You fuck like minks."
"Thanks for the biology lesson," Marge replied.
"No, I mean it. I like to see you go. Hey, you ever make it with other women?"
"Sometimes," Marge said cautiously.
"That kind of stuff really turns me on. How about you two girls sucking one another's cunts while we watch?" Mack asked.
"I don't perform," Marge said acidly. "I fuck."
"Look, you said you make it with other women, so why not right now? I'll pay you each fifty bucks," Mack offend.
"What the hell do you think I am?" Marge asked, outraged.
"A whore," Mack said brutally. "Now are you two broads going to make it or not? We didn't drive you all the way out here just for the ride."
Lucy listened to the conversation with growing horror. Mack's face, hard and cold enough to begin with, was suddenly the epitome of sadism.
"Hey, leave 'em alone, Mack," Harry said feebly. "She said they didn't want to. After all, we've made out all right. She gave you some good head, didn't she?"
"Shut up, Harry," the crew cut blond man snapped, and Harry grumblingly fell silent.
Mack was facing Marge, and Lucy had the distinct impression that she was watching a contest of wills between the two. It occurred to her that Marge's sharp-tongued independence might have annoyed Mack, and he was using this confrontation as an excuse to establish his dominance. Watching his brutal face, Lucy realized she was scared, and wanted to be somewhere else. It looked like she might have to pay for the good fucking Mack had given her. Suddenly sexual freedom no longer seemed so simple and uncomplicated.
"I'll tell you what," Marge said coolly. "If you two guys blow each other first, then maybe I'll think about it."
As the meaning of her words sunk in, Mack swelled with rage.
"Why, you windy slut, I'll teach you to keep your mouth shut," he said. With a quick, cat-like stride, he leaped toward Marge, and Lucy expected him to hit her new friend. But Marge had been toying with her purse, seemingly absent-mindedly, and now she reached in and pulled out a knife. It clicked open and, with amazing swiftness, Marge flicked the needle tip up underneath Mack's chin. He froze.
"You move, you fucking ape, and I'll slit you right up the middle," Marge hissed. She flicked her eyes over toward Lucy.
"Pick up your stuff and head for the door," she ordered the stunned blonde. Lucy had just enough presence of mind left to scoop up her shoes and purse and Marge's blouse. She darted out the door and stood outside, while Marge backed slowly toward the door, facing Mack, whose face was black with hate.
"Ta-ta, boys," she said and then slammed the door after her. "Head for the road," she ordered Lucy. The two girls hurried down the drive as the front door crashed open and Mack came bellowing out onto the porch. But he didn't follow. The two women had almost reached the main road.
"Never stand and fight a man," Marge panted to Lucy. "They're too damned strong. Just knock 'em off balance a little and then run like hell!"
Lucy was too short of breath to answer. The two girls were out on the main road by then, and she suddenly realized that Marge was still naked to the waist. A car occupied by a man and a woman sped by. The driver, the man, caught sight of the half-nude girl and nearly drove off the road.
"Your blouse," Lucy said weakly.
"Oh… yeah," Marge said, and putting down her purse, methodically put an her blouse, as if she were in the privacy of her own room. That impressed Lucy more than anything Marge had done so far. She began to realize what a babe in the woods she was.
"Is it always like this?" she asked her friend.
"Yes… I'm so hard-headed that I always seem to end up getting myself in trouble," Marge replied. Lucy was surprised to see that she was speaking sadly, and it occurred to her that Marge might not have everything just the way she liked it after all.
"How are we going to get back home?" she asked.
"Hitchhike," Marge replied, walking to the shoulder of the road and sticking put her thumb.
"But it's dangerous," Lucy started to say, and then had to laugh at herself. "Oh, the hell with it," she said, sticking out her thumb, too. With that one simple gesture, she suddenly felt really free for the first time since she'd started her sexual escapades.
It didn't take very long for two beautiful young women to get a ride. A beat-up-looking van was dawdling down the road and slowed as its driver saw the girls.
"There's our ride," Marge said, as the van pulled up next to them.
"Hi, fellas," she said gaily as the sliding door in the side of the van opened and she climbed inside. "How far you going?"
"Oh, just cruising around," the driver said. He was young, in his early twenties, with long blond hair and a soft drooping moustache. There were two other young men in the back of the van, both with long hair, one with a small beard. Surfers, Lucy thought.
"Well, maybe you'd let us cruise around with you for awhile," Marge said. "We've had a rough day."
"Sure, man," the driver said. "My name's Paul. That's John and Smitty in the back."
"I'm Marge, and this is Lucy."
One of the men, John, pulled the sliding door shut and the five of them were closed in the cool interior of the van. It was much nicer inside than out, the walls covered with shag carpeting and a thick, paisley covered mattress on the floor. The girls sat down on the mattress next to John and Smitty. Lucy was immediately reminded that she didn't have any panties or pantyhose on underneath her skirt, which immediately rode up high as she sat down on the mattress. To keep her balance as the van started, she had to bend her knees. A cool draft began to play over her bare loins, and she did her best to keep her knees pressed tightly together.
Marge sprawled back onto the mattress, relaxed. John was sitting cross-legged next to her and his eyes stared down to her blouse, attracted by the misty view of her bra-less tits underneath the sheer material.
"They're real," Marge said, smiling up at John.
"Oh, really?" he said, and casually reached out and cupped his hand over first one big tit, then the other. "Yeah, they're real," he continued, poker-faced.
Marge's eyes widened in surprise. She wasn't used to having others take the initiative. John's cool attracted her. "That's not all that's real," she purred up at him, wriggling her hips provocatively.
With the same cool detachment, John reached up under the brunette's skirt and fumbled around, a moment. Marge's breath sucked in when he worked a fingertip under her panties and dipped it into her pussy slit. He pulled the finger back out and sniffed it curiously.
"Yeah. That's real too."
"You're too much," Marge exclaimed, and broke out laughing. "But for God's sake, put your finger back."
With an answering grin, the long-haired young surfer shoved his finger into her cunt. In a matter of moments he had her writhing and panting on the mattress.
Smitty, who was sitting between Marge and Lucy, looked over at Lucy curiously, but Lucy was too stunned by the speed with which things were happening to do anything but stare back. So Smitty shrugged and bent over Marge, unbuttoning her blouse. Marge helped, and in a few seconds she was naked to the waist, with Smitty sucking enthusiastically on her tits.
"Wait!" she said. "Let me get this damned skirt off."
John and Smitty obligingly moved back, and Marge quickly wriggled out of her skirt and panties, then lay back invitingly. "Okay, fellows," she said cooed. "Make me howl."
Once again John's finger slid up Marge's cunt, while Smitty went back to sucking her tits. Lucy sat only a couple of feet away, staring at Marge's finger-filled cunt, remembering that the other girl hadn't even had a chance to get her panties off at Mack and Harry's house. No wonder she was horny.
"What a nice pussy," Lucy mumbled to herself, watching as John's finger brushed past Marge's dark pussy hair and pushed the thick outer cuntlips aside, gliding sensuously up and down the pink slit in the center. Lucy's cunt began to heat up as she watched, still wet and sensitive from Harry's big cock.
"Let's all get naked," John said, his voice no longer cool and aloof. He was breathing hard now, and had a little trouble working his underwear down over his massively swollen cock.
While Smitty was struggling out of his clothes, knocked this way and that by the swaying van, John climbed naked in between Marge's splayed thighs and worked his cock up into her ready cunt.
"Oooohhhhhh, I like that," Marge sighed, her legs raising up to circle around the young man's slender waist. "Fuck the hell put of me!"
"Nothing I'd like better," John grinned back at her. Bracing himself, he began to fuck powerfully up into the writhing brunette's fleshy cunt, the smile slowly dying from his face, replaced by an expression of pleasure. "Jesus, you feel good inside."
"I sure do!" Marge panted back. "I never thought I was going to get laid today."
Smitty was at last out of his clothes, and he turned to Lucy. "You might as well get naked too," he told her, then literally dived into the triangle of John and Marge, working his head in between their slowly fucking bodies until he once again had a mouthful of tit. Lucy shrugged. Why not? God, what a crazy day!
But when she was naked, she didn't know what to do. The other three were absorbed in one another, and Paul continued driving, oblivious to what was happening in the back. Lucy noticed he was smoking what looked like a home-made cigarette. Dope, she thought. He's stoned out of his mind!
Not wanting to be left out, Lucy moved closer to the panting trio on the mattress and began running her hands nervously up and down John's back as he fucked steadily into Marge. "Squeeze my balls," he begged her. "I think I'm gonna shoot off soon."
Getting more excited, Lucy slid one hand down over John's trim ass, and then made contact with the soft, wrinkled sac of his balls. He moaned loudly when she obediently squeezed the hairy mass. Then her fingers slid in further when the van swerved around a bend, sinking into the wet morass where John's cock was skewering into Marge's gushing cunt.
She almost jumped back. This was the first time she had ever touched another woman's cunt, and she was embarrassed. But Marge writhed in pleasure.
"Ooohhhhh, that feels good, Lucy. Touch me some more."
Feeling a hot surge of lust over the forbiddenness of what she was doing, Lucy began to run her fingers over as much of Marge's slippery cunt as she could reach. Then she slid one finger down the rock-hard shaft of John's pistoning cock and followed it a little way up into Marge's slick cuntal channel. Her other hand reached out blindly, pushing past Smitty's head to clamp onto one of Marge's big tits. The soft, cushiony mound, with the berry-hard nipple at the end, thrilled her, and she squeezed hard.
"No!" Marge panted, and Lucy jumped back guiltily. "No, press on my belly. I'm going to going to come."
Leaving one hand half-sunk inside Marge's cock-stuffed cunt, Lucy obediently pressed down on Marge's lower belly, right above her cunt hair, her hand trapped beneath John's lean stomach. Almost immediately she felt Marge's smooth belly buck beneath her hand.
"Oh God!" she moaned loudly. "I'm… I'm commiiiinnnggggg!"
"M-Me too!" John gasped, and Lucy could feel his cock shuddering next to her hand. A moment later she felt a hot gush of liquid pour out over her fingers as John and Marge climaxed together. Marge's belly was shuddering and it seemed to Lucy that she was going to go out of her mind. She wailed and thrashed, her neck arched back, her long dark hair fanned out around her head on the mattress.
Finally Marge wound down, and lay still under the wheezing John, a radiant smile on her face.
"Thank you one and all," she said huskily. "And now let's fuck the hell out of Lucy!"
The words stunned Lucy. She realized she was turned on, but had been so wrapped up in the lovemaking of the others that she had temporarily forgotten about her own needs. Now she realized how much she wanted to be fucked. And to be fucked the way Marge had just been fucked – with several people making sure she got the most out of it.
"Oh, yes," she said breathlessly. "I'd like that."
"Hey! What the hell's going on back then?" Paul suddenly cried. He had heard Marge cry during her orgasm and had turned around in his seat to see four bodies writhing on the floor of his van. He almost ran into a tree, but managed to get the van parked on the side of the road.
"Come on back," John told him. "We're gonna fuck Lucy."
"Jesus!" Paul exclaimed, his clothes flying everywhere as he headed to the back of the van.
Lucy was being rolled over on her back, while Smitty climbed eagerly between her legs.
"I got a tit," John cried, lying down by Lucy's side and sucking one of her nipples into his mouth.
"I got the other," Marge laughed, and began to lick and fondle Lucy from the other side.
"And I got her cunt," Smitty grunted as he slowly sank his cock as far as he could up Lucy's throbbing snatch. Lucy was too stunned to make a sound. She writhed and panted on the mattress, her cunt full of cock, her nipples sucked hotly by John and Marge.
"Hey, there's nothing left for me!" Paul cried in anguish, his cock jutting demandingly from his loins.
"Stuff your dick in her mouth, clutz," Marge told him.
"Oh… yes…" Paul said slowly, catching on.
"Mmmppphhh," Lucy choked at his big cock pushed past her lips and up into her mouth. She gagged a moment and then tried to open her mouth, as Marge had done with Mack. But it didn't work, and Paul had to be content with running the front half of his bloated prick in and out of her wet, sucking mouth. He didn't seem to mind, but leaned over her, a crazy light gleaming in his bloodshot eyes as he felt the girl's hot tongue sliding over the underside of his trapped cock.
"Oh, Jesus, she's tight!" Smitty moaned as he fucked frantically into Lucy's blonde-furred cunt. "I'm not gonna last any time at this rate."
Neither was Lucy, not with a cock stuffed up her cunt and another in her mouth. With Marge and John sucking hard on her sensitive, swollen nipples, it was only a matter of minutes before Lucy came. But she wanted Paul to come first, because she was afraid she would strangle if he shot off in her mouth while she was in the middle of her orgasm, panting for air. So she began stroking his balls while she sucked harder and harder on his quivering rod.
"Aaaaaa, SHIT!" Paul suddenly bellowed. A moment later Lucy's mouth was full of jism, and she was swallowing desperately. He tastes saltier than Tommy did, she thought. Then the dam burst in her own loins, and she bucked up hard, her cunt driving against Smitty's plunging cock. Paul's cock fell from her lips, still spouting, spraying come all over the side of her face while a long cry of pleasure broke from her throat.
"She's off!" Marge said excitedly. She and John held Lucy down, sucking on her swollen tits as hard as they could.
"Aaaaaiiiiyyyy!" Lucy shrieked. There was something about being held down that added to her excitement. She bucked and squirmed, barely aware of the people above her. She concentrated entirely on the incredible pleasure sizzling through her body. Her cunt muscles were working crazily, nipping and sucking at Smitty's cock.
"God! She's eating me alive!" the surfer cried. "Jesus! She's sucking the come right out of my balls! Ah… fuck!"
And he began to come too, jerking Lucy's writhing hips toward him, sinking his cock into her spasming cunt to its length as he pumped her pussy full of his hot jism.
Lucy was still bucking and jerking when the other four fell away from her come-soaked body one by one. She wound down slowly like a tired clock. "I think I died and went to heaven," she finally managed to pant.
"Naw. Heaven's another forty miles down the road," John said, his mocking manner firmly back in place. "This is only the right half of paradise."
"Hey, what's this on my face and in my hair?" Lucy asked, as she felt a warm stickiness on the side of her face.
"It's me," Paul said sheepishly.
"Here, let me taste," Marge said with a joyful laugh, sticking her tongue in Lucy's jism-covered ear and licking it clean. Lucy squirmed away, giggling.
"This is incredible!" she said, looking around at the circle of handsome people next to her.
"No. It's just what I call living," Marge said with a laugh.
"Living? You mean this kind of thing happens to you all the time?"
Marge bent down and kissed one of Lucy's tits.
"Relax," she said. "The day's young yet. We've hardly got started."



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Jesus, I need a shower," Marge exclaimed as she and Lucy watched the van pull away. The boys had let them out downtown near the bar where they had met.
"Let's go to my place," Lucy volunteered. It was still several hours before Tom was due home, and there were many things she wanted to talk to Marge about. So they got Lucy's car and drove out to her house. On the way, Marge seemed depressed.
"Sometimes I get down right tired," she explained.
"Really?" Lucy replied, surprised. "I thought you were really into all this… this…"
"Fucking? Sure, it's nice to get laid, but sometimes it's not enough by itself. I get lonely for just plain friendship."
"I kind of wondered about that," Lucy said.
"It's different with you," Marge said. "You told me you have a husband. How do you two get along?"
Lucy looked troubled. "That's what I'm trying to figure out," she, hesitating. "That's why I'm doing this – why I'm out fucking. I caught him with another woman."
"Good for him."
"But he wasn't making love to me!" Lucy wailed.
"That's not good. But you always did have the option of making it with other men, of course."
Lucy's eyebrows shot up. "Are you serious? He would have flipped!"
"How do you know? Did you try? There are thousands of couples who try to give their marriage a shot in the arm when they start getting sexually bored. Maybe you're both at fault. Maybe he was afraid to ask you about each of you having a little more sexual freedom. It's really great when you have somebody special and are still free for a little sport fucking."
"Oh, really?" Lucy said suspiciously. "Then how come you don't try it yourself? You told me you were all alone."
Lucy immediately regretted her words when she saw Marge was looking troubled.
"I'm afraid I'm not a very good example," the lovely brunette said slowly. "I had some really bad experiences when I was a kid, and my personality doesn't help. I'm too hard-nosed with men. I pin them off."
"You do seem to have a chip on your shoulder."
"I can't help it. Some of those arrogant bastards really make me see red. And yet I get lonely. I-I've been wondering if I wouldn't be better off with a woman."
As she spoke, Marge looked, curiously at Lucy. The young blonde immediately became nervous. But they had just pulled into her driveway, and she got out of the car without further comments. The two women went into the house.
"Looks comfortable," Marge said, looking around at the living room and kitchen.
"I really like this house," Lucy replied. "That's one of the reasons I had to think twice about leaving Tom. I couldn't afford to keep it by myself. Anyhow, make yourself at home. As for me, I'm going to take a shower."
Lucy left Marge poking around the living room and headed, for the bathroom. Her dusty, come-stained clothes went into the clothes hamper, and then she stepped into the shower, adjusting the water very hot.
"Mmmmmmmmm, feels good!" she sighed as the hot water caressed her bare skin. She was just starting to soap herself when the shower door opened and Marge stepped inside.
"I couldn't wait," the beautiful brunette said. "My crotch needs some soothing. Those kids in the van could really fuck."
"Harry didn't do a bad job either," Lucy said. "Too bad he's with that weirdo, Mack."
While there was room enough in the shower for two, at was cramped and not impossible for them not to rub against one another.
"How would you like to soap my back?" Marge asked.
"Sure," Lucy replied, and began rubbing soap onto Marge while the water hissed over them. "You've got nice skin," Lucy continued as her hands glided over Marge's soaped body. She began to remember how Marge's tits and cunt had felt while they had dog-piled in the back of the van with the three young men.
She began to grow hot and excited. All the more so when Marge turned around, smiling, and offered to soap Lucy.
But Marge soaped Lucy's front instead of her back, her hands gliding smoothly over the blonde's pert tits. Lucy began to quiver all over and she began to caress Marge's bigger, heavier tits. The next thing she knew, they were soaping one another's cunts, and the sound of their breathing was beginning to compete with the rush of the water.
"Let's get the hell into the bedroom," Marge finally panted.
The two young women scrambled out of the shower and hastily dried. As they headed for the bedroom, Lucy was recalling what Marge bad said about finding another woman friend. At that moment the excited young blonde was willing to be that woman. She had never made love to another woman before, but during the course of the day, had had an opportunity to get to know Marge's lovely, sexy body. She liked what she had found.
"I'm going to make love to you," Marge breathed in Lucy's ear as they lay down on the bed.
"Oh, yes! Teach me how!" Lucy panted eagerly.
"Have you ever eaten another woman before?"
"Okay, I'll show you how. Lie down on your side."
Lucy lay down on one side, facing Marge. Then Marge, reversed her position, scrambling around until her legs were up by Lucy's head and her own head just opposite Lucy's cunt.
"We're going to 'sixty-nine'," Marge explained. "Bend your leg and kind of raise it up."
With some helpful positioning from Marge, Lucy bent her upper leg with her foot on the mattress, opening her thighs wide. Marge did the same next to her, and Lucy found herself staring straight into the other woman's dark-furred cunt, which was splayed open only inches from her face.
"Okay, stick your tongue in my cunt. Lick me, suck me, play around. Do anything you want," Marge told Lucy.
Can I really do that? Lucy wondered as she stared at Marge's hair-fringed cunt. Marge's dark, curly pubic hair was still a little damp from the shower, some of it stuck tightly to the soft, plump cuntlips beneath. Marge's pussy was gaping open just far enough so that Lucy could see a fleshy tangle of thin, pink inner tissues banging out a little. Drops of moisture were beading the whole area. Lucy wondered if she could put her mouth against Marge's cunt.
Then Lucy felt Marge's soft cheeks brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She was somewhat shocked – it felt so different compared to a man's bristly face. A moment later she felt gentle fingers brushing her pussy hair aside and then there was a warm wash from Marge's breath pouring over her wet, inner flesh.
My God… if just her breath feels that good… Lucy was thinking, beginning to tremble all over, when suddenly she felt Marge's tongue stabbing up into her cunt slit.
"Ooohhhhhh… Marge," she sighed, her belly jumping with pleasure.
"Shhhhhh… don't talk," Marge murmured from between her thighs. "Just make love to me! Suck my cunt!"
Oh, yes! Lucy decided as Marge's tongue once again went to work inside her sensitive slit. She slipped her arms between the other girl's legs, cupping her hands behind her ass, drawing Marge's lush loins nearer as she opened her mouth and took a deep breath. Her senses were filled with the rich, exciting odor of hot cunt as her mouth splayed into soft, wet, hairy flesh, her tongue darting out, digging far up into Marge's hot slit.
"Mmmnnnggggg," they moaned as they tongued each other's gushing cunts, their bodies jerking and trembling closer together. Lucy found it hard to keep up with her licking because Marge's skillful tonguing was driving her crazy. She began to understand the attractions of making love to another woman.
"Ooooohhhhh… so good!" Marge moaned, her words muffled by Lucy's warm, wet cunt flesh. "Now stick your tongue up my pussy."
Lucy did her best, stretching her tongue until it felt as if it were going to tear, shoving it as far up Marge's cunt as it would go. A new, more acidic taste, flooded into her mouth, and she felt Marge's entire body jerk convulsively, her cunt muscles spasming tightly around her invading tongue.
And then Marge was doing the same to her. Lucy's back arched, her mouth pulling away from Marge's warm, sweet cunt.
"Now lick my clit," Marge begged her blonde friend. "Suck it into your mouth… like this!" And Marge demonstrated by placing her lips around Lucy's tender little sex bud and sucking it deep into her mouth.
"Oh, my God!" Lucy blurted. It took her several seconds to regain her control and do the same to Marge. But in another few seconds the two moaning women were locked together again, mouth to cunt, their loud sucking sounding throughout the bedroom.
Which one of us is going to come first? Lucy wandered, when suddenly her whole body stiffened with terror.
"Lucy! Whatthe fuck!" a loud voice bellowed from the door. Jerking her bead free of Marge's gushing cunt, Lucy twisted around on the bed and saw a familiar figure standing in the doorway.
"Tom! What are you doing home so early?" she stammered.
The day had been a thoughtful one for Tom. He couldn't get out of his mind how sexy Lucy had looked the night before. So when the day's business had turned out to be slow, he decided to go home and have a try at fucking his suddenly interesting wife.
Lucy's car had been in the driveway when he got home. And the two women were too deep into one another's cunts to hear him when he let himself in the front door. Tom stood a moment, wondering where Lucy was, when he heard the unmistakable sounds of lovemaking coming from the bedroom – heavy breathing and the squeak of bedsprings.
"My God! She's in there fucking somebody!" Tom muttered to himself in honor. And then anger boiled. "Why, the sneaky little bitch! I'll break bath of them in two!"
Tom's surprise took a sudden reversal when he, expecting to find his wife in the arms of a man, found her, instead with her head shoved far up between a naked woman's thighs. He was thunderstruck. It had never occurred to him that Lucy might be a lesbian. A roar of surprise and rage burst from his throat before he could even think, and he saw Lucy twist away from the other woman's cunt and blurt out her own surprise.
"Why did I come home?" he snarled acidly. "To see you, baby. Christ, what the hell are…"
And then Tom saw the other woman's face as she pulled her head out from between his wife's legs. Tom's jaw dropped.
"Hot Lips!" he blurted. "What the hell are you doing here?"
"Oh, hello, lover," Marge said coolly. "Fancy meeting you here."
"You two know one another?" Lucy asked, puzzled.
"Uh-huh. He did me out of a pair of panties. Drove off with them in his car."
Lucy was shocked.
"Then you're the one…" she blurted. "I found those panties under the seat of Jack's car! That's why I – why I decided…"
"I can explain that," Jack said quickly. He found himself on the defensive. He cast a quick look at Marge, wondering if she was going to blow the whistle.
"Don't even try to explain!" Lucy shot back, seizing the initiative. "I know you've been fucking other women. And I know all about that redhead the other night. Don't try to lie out of it. I was watching through the window while you fucked her!"
"Caught red-handed," Marge said solemnly. She seemed to be the only one in the room completely at ease.
"Now look here, Hot Lips," Tom said nastily, trying to regain the upper hand.
"I think it's time you knew my real name," Marge said with mock seriousness. "It's Marge."
"Cut out that bullshit!" Tom roared. "I come home and find my wife's gone lesbian, sucking another woman's cunt…"
"I've been fucking men, too, Tom," Lucy interjected. "Two yesterday and four today. As soon as I found out what you were doing behind my back."
Tom's mouth gaped open as his wife calmly told him of her infidelity.
"Why you… you…" he stammered.
"Now let's not say anything hypocritical," Marge interrupted. "I seem to remember a hot little romp you and I had the other day. And you know the old saying – what's good for the gander is good for the goose."
"You've got it backwards," Tom said desperately. "It's-It's just that things weren't going so well at home. I don't know why, but…"
"Did it ever occur to you that things might not have been going so well with me either?" Lucy shot back hotly.
"Hey! Can it, you two," Marge said sternly. "Did it ever occur to either of you that there might be some way out other than sneaking around behind one another's back? Did you ever try to talk it over?"
"You just can't talk about a thing like this," Lucy said dejectedly.
"Oh, no? Tell me then. Do you really get so shook up at the idea of Tom out getting his as long as you get yours?"
"Well, I don't know." Lucy said doubtfully.
"How about you?" Marge asked Tom.
"Jesus. A guy just doesn't like, to think about… about…"
Images of Lucy panting and writhing in another man's arms began to run through his fevered brain. To his surprise, he found the idea exciting. Sure, there was some jealousy, but he became aware that Marge's presence was having an effect on him. He looked down at the two naked women and remembered how he'd wished once that he could have them both in bed with him at once. And, he remembered the exciting way their lovely nude bodies had been so obscenely locked together on the bed when he came in. Tom realized that his cock was slowly becoming hard. Marge, as sharp-eyed as ever, noticed it too.
"Get your clothes off, you big ape," she said. "Don't you realize you're in a room with two horny women?"
"Jesus! You think all you have to do is."
But Marge was beginning to fumble with his belt and Tom gave in.
"Oh, shit!" he muttered as the smiling brunette pulled his pants down and his swollen cock bounced out into the open. I'd be an idiot to pass this up! he told himself, and began helping Marge as she tugged at his clothes. In a minute he was nude, standing next to the bed, his erect cock jutting out starkly.
"Come on down here," Marge urged him, and tugged him down onto the bed between herself and Lucy. Lucy was lying rigid, stunned to find herself suddenly in bed with her husband and her female lover. Marge began running her hands all over Tom's body. He lay rigid too, casting anxious looks out of the corner of his eye at his wife.
"Relax, you two!" Marge said disgustedly. "Here!" And she forcibly placed Lucy's hand on her husband's cock and Tom's hand on Lucy's cunt.
Oh, why not try it? Lucy thought, and began to run her hand up and down the length of Tom's big organ. He reacted instantly, a low moan escaping from his lips, and his hand dug frantically into his wife's pussy slit.
"It's about time," Marge said with a laugh. "Now, as I remember it, I was getting my cunt eaten. Care to help out?" she asked the panting Tom.
Without waiting for an answer, Marge straddled Tom's chest and poised her cunt, still glistening with Lucy's saliva, about an inch from Tom's gaping mouth. "Come on. Aren't you going to eat me?" she asked impatiently.
Tom looked nervously toward Lucy, but she was beginning to suck his cock, so he gave in.
"You bet your sweet round ass!" he told Marge. "C'mere!" he grunted, and jerked her loins toward him, ramming his tongue deep into her cunt.
"Oh God yes! The day's shaping up!" Marge panted. "Keep licking, you son of a bitch. Send me up like a rocket!"
That's my wife sucking my cock while I eat Marge! Jack thought crazily as his tongue slithered through Marge's pussy flesh. I can't believe this is happening! he thought.
Neither could Lucy. But she liked it. There was a new excitement to Tom's body as she sucked and licked his big cock. Knowing Marge was only a foot or two away, and that her lovely cunt was spread out over the lower half of Tom's face, made the excited young wife grow hotter and hotter.
How come I'm not jealous? she wondered. But instead of making her jealous, Tom's lewd attentions to Marge's cunt only aroused the girl. She felt her cunt gushing hot sex juices and knew same of her problems were gone forever.
But would it work the same way with another woman? Maybe she'd have a chance to find out. And maybe, she dared hope, it might work with another man!
"Oh, Tom," she said passionately. "Shove your finger up my cunt! I'm going to suck on your cock until I make you shoot off in my mouth!"
Tom's hand fumbled down over Lucy's ass, searching for her pussy hole. But he had another idea – an idea so lewd that he felt his blood boiling as he tried to visualize it.
"No!" he panted. "There's a better way! A way for all of us to get off! Marge, get the fuck off my chest!"
Marge, a little taken aback by Tom's sudden take-charge manner, obediently rolled from his chest, her cunt regretfully leaving his talented mouth and tongue.
"Now lie down!" he told Lucy, pushing the girl down onto her back. "Okay, Hot Lips," he said gleefully, turning to face Marge. "Get down on all fours and start eating that gorgeous, little blonde cunt of hem!"
"Hey! What are you going to do? Just watch?" Marge asked. But Tom slapped her on the ass. Marge crawled between Lucy's legs. It wasn't until she realized that her ass was not thrust up into the air in Tom's direction that she began to get the idea too.
"Right on!" she said enthusiastically, and buried her face in Lucy's tight, blonde cunt.
"Aaaahhhh," Lucy moaned, her eyes misting as she felt Marge's expert tongue slithering inside her cunt slit. Dreamily, she watched Tom maneuver around behind Marge's well-rounded ass-cheeks, and then she, too, knew what was about to happen, and a warm rush of excitement poured through her body.
"Hang on tight, Hot Lips," Tom growled as he crawled on his knees close behind Marge's lush ass and seized her buttocks kneading the soft, velvety flesh. Marge complained, but Tom stopped her with a sharp slap on the ass. "Shut up and get ready to be fucked."
"Promises, promises," he heard Marge say wetly, and then he was working his swollen cock up between her thighs, shoving it under the soft swell of her ass, digging it up into her tender cunt. She grunted around her mouthful of cunt flesh as Tom rammed his rigid shaft into her pussy hole, then jammed her ass back hard, impaling herself to the hilt on his rampaging cock.
"Keep on sucking!" he warned Marge as he slammed his hips repeatedly against her ass-cheeks, driving his cock farther into her hot, wet depths with each powerful stroke.
"What a couple of gorgeous broads," he panted as he looked at his wife. What a set of tits! he thought as he watched Lucy dig her hands into her own tits, caressing the nipples with her slender fingers. He had always thought she had the most perfect set he had ever seen, and now he watched breathlessly as she approached orgasm. He knew all the signs – her quick, shallow breathing, that unusual purple coloring in her eyes that always preceded a climax, and the desperate way she played with her tits.
"Hang in there, baby," he said encouragingly while he continued fucking wildly into Marge's fleshy cunt. He had the illusion that he was fucking straight through Marge into his wife. He knew he was going to come, too, and hoped all three would get off together.
But Marge suddenly cried, overwhelmed by Tom's wild thrusts into her hungry cunt. She started to come, her head twisting helplessly away from Lucy's nearly-climaxing cunt as her body bucked and jerked, convulsing helplessly.
"Oh no!" Lucy cried. "Don't stop now! I'm almost there!"
"Hang on, honey!" Tom panted as he fought to keep Marge's spasming cunt muscles from making him come, too. He held onto the brunette's shuddering body until he sensed most of her orgasm was over, then he pushed her to the side and fell eagerly on his wife's waiting body.
"Oh, Tom!" Lucy cried happily as her husband rammed his cock, already slippery with Marge's cunt juices, up into her snatch. Her legs locked desperately around his lean ass, drawing him closer as she desperately pounded her hips up against his madly fucking cock. "Oh Tom… make me come!"
"God, but you're beautiful!" Tom told his panting wife as he held her body tightly against his. He marveled at her soft roundness, wondering how he could have neglected her so long. Other women were okay, but how could he have given up Lucy?
"Oh, Tom, I can feel you swelling up inside me!" Lucy panted, her eyes wide and hot.
"I'm… I'm going to come!" Tom panted back.
"Oh, good… come… come in me! Aaagghhh!" Lucy cried as they came at the same moment, Tom's jism jetting up into her shuddering cunt. Tom yelped as Marge, started squeezing his balls. He thought his orgasm would go on forever, but finally his balls were milked dry and he collapsed on top of Lucy's quivering form, alive to the feel of her firm, sharp-pointed tits against his chest.
"Hey! You two were beautiful!" Marge said huskily as the young couple embraced.
"Tom, I'm so happy!" Lucy said. "You-you don't mind Marge being here, do you?"
Tom looked over at Marge, his eyes admiring her naked loveliness, her full round tits and the juicy cunt he'd just fucked.
"Are you nuts? Of course I don't mind," he said with feeling.
"Oh, Marge, stay with us!" Lucy pleaded.
Almost instantly, Marge became defensively cynical.
"Oh, sure," she said. "Can I bring a friend? I know this great guy with jots of bucks and a cock you wouldn't believe. And he had this hot little chick who gives fabulous head and…"
"Come off it, Marge," Lucy interjected. "You've got a home if you want it."
Marge was silent for a moment, kneeling on the bed next to Lucy and Tom. Then a slow stream of tears began trickling down her face.
"Oh, Lucy… Tom," she sobbed, and embraced them. The young couple welcomed her and within five minutes, they were asleep in one another's arms.
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