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CHAPTER ONE



THE SENSUAL STRANGERS


The afternoon smelled of rain, and Judy walked swiftly, knowing the clouds could win out at any moment. A stiff breeze tossed the strands of her yellowish-blonde hair, and pressed the front of her blouse into a form hugging shroud that emphasized the taut nipples of her small breasts. Judy pushed the strands back with annoyance and crossed her arms under the bouncing boobs.
In the three years since her return to her small hometown in the wheat-belt of Central Canada to teach dance – tap, ballet, and ballroom – she had experienced some frustrating moments. But today, she decided, took the cake. It was more than the minor problems that arose at the studio. It had something more to do with the burning ache in her cunt that had been building for some relief for her steamy pussy, if it meant finger-fucking herself again.
She had began to think with her cunt instead of her head and with the recital tonight, that was something Judy couldn't afford. Her car wouldn't start so Judy decided to walk. Maybe the cool breeze whipping through her jeans would do something to cool her steaming pussy.
Nerves, she told herself. I'm just nervous about tonight. Every time I get nervous, my cunt starts to itching. The recital itself should go okay, she thought, stuffing her hands into her pockets. The girls were ready; the rehearsals had been perfect. It was the times just before and after the recitals that gave Judy time enough to think about how much she missed the fuckings she had grown accustomed to in the city. Her cunt would cream at the slightest hint of fucking. She could feel the nylon crotch panel of her panties working against her clitoris; they had worked into the slit of her cuntlips.
Judy knew if she even touched her pussy to take the panties from between the swollen lips, she would gush all over herself. It would not take much to send her into the spasms of orgasm. She felt as if she had to hurry home and get some relief for her itching cunt before tonight. Maybe in the tub full of warm water. That was always good for a terrific orgasm.
Judy realized that some of the parents would be dissatisfied with their children's parts. And still more would try to pressure her into accelerating the training. One woman had even offered to suck Judy's cunt, or have her husband fuck her if Judy would only give their kid a bigger part in the recital. The woman gave Judy the impression she knew her way around a juicy pussy. Her husband was a good-looker, too, but Judy would not go for it. Not for those reasons anyway; why didn't they approach me differently, she thought. I could go for some hard cock from the handsome man.
So often Judy's explanation on anatomy, growing bones, endurance, and timing met with only more arguments. Normally, she prided herself on being able to handle over zealous parents. After all, she mused, hadn't her mother been exactly the same? Hell, her mother had fucked and sucked half of the willing ballet choreographers in Montreal and Quebec while trying to get Judy a tryout. It was an old, old game.
Above all else Judy's mother had wanted to see Judy on stage. Faye Adams herself was short-legged, with a compact body. But she had possessed the soul of a dancer, and, through her daughter, she would be on stage – even if her own best performance was on the casting couch.
Judy's dance lessons had begun at age five with Faye in constant attendance. From that time on, Judy's life had been a flurry of lessons, recitals, ballet shoes, and classical music.
After a brief awkward stage Judy had emerged as a teenager with fawnlike beauty – ivory skin and emerald-green eyes with brows thin and naturally arched. Her bone structure was elegant, masking a sturdy strength gained from years of training. Her arms and legs were slim with the long muscles of a classical dancer.
At eighteen, Judy had been accepted into a traveling troupe. She had advanced to soloist; the year she turned twenty, she became a principal dancer. For nearly two years it seemed that Faye's dreams were reality. Then, without warning, Judy's parents were involved in a dreadful accident. Judy's father had been killed and her mother incapacitated. Judy had given up her career and returned to her small hometown to attend to her mother.
For three years, teaching dance had been her profession. Though Faye was bitter, Judy was more philosophical. She was a dancer still. That would never change. And… it had been a long time since she'd been fucked like those wheat land boys did it to her. She enjoyed some down-to-earth country-fucking after those city guys had diddled at her pussy… it was refreshing.
The clouds shifted again to black out the sun. Judy shivered and wished she'd remembered to bring her jacket. Hoping to scratch that itch growing between her legs, she decided to jog. Maybe the steady working of the nylon panty panel between her cunt lips would ease the desire and slow the flow of pussy juice. If she kept gushing like this, her jeans would soon be soaked through.
Judy quickened her pace to a mile-eating jog. Her muscles responded instantly. There was a fluidity to the motion, a grace instinctive rather than planned. She began to enjoy the run and the way the constant rubbing was sending electric shocks of pleasure racing up from her cunt. Abruptly the clouds opened and the rain began.
Judy stopped to stare at the churning sky. "What else?" she demanded. A deep roar of thunder answered her. With half a laugh she shook her head. Another tingle ran up her spine from the steaming slit between her legs to the nipples that topped her well-formed breasts. She stepped out into the road, her mind occupied with the rubbing together of her cuntlips and the panty crotch sucked up between the oozing flesh.
A rude blast of a horn sent her heart pounding. Her head snapped around, and she made out the dim shape of a car approaching through the curtain of rain. Instantly she leaped out of the way, slipping on the wet pavement and landing with a splash in a shallow puddle.
Judy heard the high squeal of brakes and the skid of tires. "Are you out of your mind?" a voice roared. Above all, Judy felt the cold water of the puddle soak through her jeans and cooling the steamy itch between her legs.
Judy looked up. Standing over her was a raging dark-haired giant with a tanned, raw-boned face. His clothing was plastered against his body by the rain and outlined a firm, well-proportioned frame. Judy stared up at him, her eyes huge, her tits poking conspicuously against the thin blouse, barely concealing the sharp points of her nipples.
"Are you hurt?" he demanded. There was no concern in his voice, only restrained anger. Judy shook her head, and with impatient exclamation he took her arms and pulled her up on her feet. "Don't you look where you're going?" he asked roughly.
Damn, Judy thought, how can I tell him that I was distracted by my pussy's aching need for a hard, thick cock. If he only knew what the matter was, he wouldn't be asking such dumb questions. Aloud she said, "I'm terribly sorry. I did look, but I didn't…"
"Looked?" he interrupted. "Then perhaps you need glasses."
"It's not glasses I need."
Rain streamed down her face as she glared at him. "I apologized," she snapped. She brushed ineffectually at the seat of her pants. Each slap sent tingle up her body from the nerve center of the blonde fur-covered slit between her legs. "I don't suppose it occurs to you to say you're sorry."
"No," he answered evenly. "It doesn't. I'm hardly responsible for your clumsiness."
"Clumsiness?" Judy repeated. Her eyes grew round and wide. "Clumsiness?" Her voice broke. "How dare you!"
A winglike brow raised. "If the shoe fits," he murmured, as he half ushered, had pushed her into his car. "Where are you going?" he asked. Judy straightened her wet shoulders, her head high.
"Home, about a mile straight down this road."
The brows lifted again as he took a good look at her. Her hair hung limp and straight around her face. Her lashes were dark, framing eyes strikingly green. She wore no makeup, but the naked face had something of a simple beauty. Her beautiful breasts were inviting.
Judy shivered. "If you're going to go out in the rain," he said as he reached in the backseat, "you should dress for it." He tossed a tan jacket into her lap.
"I don't need…" Judy began, only to break off by sneezing. Teeth clenched, she slipped her arms into the jacket as he started the engine. They drove off in silence.
Suddenly it occurred to Judy that the man was a total stranger. She knew virtually everybody in the small farm town by name or sight, but never had she seen this man. She would hardly have forgotten such a man, such a bulge in the front of his pants made him unforgettable.
"How far is it?" he said quietly.
Judy's head snapped around. "Just there," she said coolly. "The two story house with the fence."
The car came to a halt in front of the house she'd indicated. "You'd better get out of those wet clothes," he advised. "And the next time wear a jacket."
"Thanks," she snapped and slammed the door, forgetting she still wore the stranger's jacket. You could help me with warming up, if I only knew who in the hell you are.
She hurried into the bedroom stripping the cold, wet clothes from her lithe body. The water in the tub steamed the small bathroom until it became foggy and the mirror was obscured.
Judy quickly lay down in the hot water, letting it warm her chilled frame. She spread her thigh and propped a leg on either side of the tub, totally gaping her juicing cunt to the soothing bath. She rubbed her titties until they were red from the scrubbing. Each nipple stood erect and peaked from the water to sit like tiny islands in a sea of suds.
She lowered two fingers and worked them between the swollen lips surrounding her gushing hole. She worked the two fingers deep in the juicing hole and felt her body tremble. The warm water caressed her while her fingers dug deep in the silky folds.
"Huhhhhhhhh… ahhhhhhh!" She moaned, raising her hips from the tub to meet her driving fingers. She wormed her hips around the sunken fingers. It was good, too good for it to stop. Oh, how she wanted it to last. Something about it reminded her of the stranger in the car and those thoughts soon drove her over the edge to a spasmodic orgasm that set the water to splashing over the tub's rim. Her ass bounced and thrashed around. Her fingers drove furiously in and out of her hungry, spewing pussy.
It was a different Judy Adams who stood greeting parents two hours later. She was more calm after the bathroom climax. She wore a blue high-necked, ruffled blouse and a full skirt, and her hair was neatly coiled at each ear. Her features were fresh and neatly highlighted with a faint coating of makeup that enhanced rather than covered.
Behind the audience was a table on which coffee and assorted cookies had been arranged for the parents and guest. Aware that many of the dancers' families had come out of a sense of duty, Judy was determined to give them a good show. She smiled, touched again by the perpetually unnoticed selflessness of parents dealing with their children.
Suddenly aware of the hour, she looked around for the accompanist and was relieved to see her coming through the backdoor. "Sandie, thank goodness!" Judy called out. "I was about to drag out the record player."
Sandie Kirby, at twenty, was pretty in a healthy wholesome way. Her bouncy brown hair adorned a face that featured a dash of freckles and large, hopeful brown eyes. She had the purest heart of anyone Judy had ever known. She was also the best lover in the country, male or female.
"We've got about five minutes," Judy reminded her.
"No sweat. I'll go on in just a second. This is Beth," she continued, gesturing to a girl standing by the door. "She's a dancer… and very… uh… you know… playful."
Judy's attention shifted to the finely boned girl. She noted the exotic, almond shaped eyes and the full, passionate mouth. Beth's straight, black hair was parted in the center to frame her small, triangular face. Though her stance was easy and full of confidence, there was something in the dark eyes that bespoke uncertainty and nervousness. The eyes caused Judy's smile to warm as she held out her hand. "Hello, Beth."
Judy saw Beth's nervousness and touched the girl's arm lightly. "There's only one Sandie," she said with a smile. "Now, if you'll give me a hand with the first dancers, we should be able to talk."
"I don't want to be in the way," the girl said hesitantly.
"I could use the help," Judy said, gesturing to the backstage confusion. Such beauty could never be in the way, she thought to herself. Was that a slight tingle low in her stomach?
Judy was easily capable of organizing the dancers herself, but she wanted to get to know this young beauty better, and she knew that Beth had a natural grace and trained style, this interested her more each passing minute.
"How long have you been studying ballet?" Judy murmured.
"Since I was five."
Judy nodded while keeping her eyes trained on the young performers on stage. "I was five when I started my training."
"I saw you in Swan Lake." The words tumbled swiftly out.
Judy took her attention away from the stage. "When?"
"Five year ago in Montreal. You were the most wonderful ballerina there's ever been." Beth's eyes were filled with awe and admiration.
Judy asked, "How old are you?"
"Eighteen," Beth said. "Just last month," she added.
"Do you want to continue training?" Judy asked. Yes, that was a definite tingle low, at the joining of her legs and body… dead in the center. Judy felt herself moisten with a secret excitement. Could it be that Beth was feeling the same attraction?
"Yes, I do." Beth ran her pink tongue around her full lips in a most provocative way. The movement was an unconscious one, but the implications were coming across loud and clear. "With you, if you'll have me."
"Tomorrow's Saturday." Judy lifted her hand to signal the next group of dancers. "My first class is at ten. Can you come at nine?" The triumphant pre-schoolers forged back into the dressing room. "I'll want to check the progress of your training. Bring ballet and toe shoes."
"I can come anytime you say," Beth said. The double meaning was evident by her sultry smile.
Judy shook visibly. Was she hearing this young beauty right? Was there a hidden invitation there? She knew men and women, but this young innocent-looking beauty surely didn't mean what Judy thought… or did she? Judy was really getting wet just thinking about the possibilities. "I'd also like to meet with your parents. Can you bring one or both of them with you?"
Beth said flatly. "I live with my uncle. My parents are dead, killed in a car wreck a few months ago."
"Well, bring him then. It's very important that I speak with him before I outline your routine."
Judy turned away to quiet a pair of youngsters waiting to go on. When she looked again, Beth had gone.



CHAPTER TWO



POETRY IN MOTION


In the morning, Bill Johnson came to give Judy a lift to the studio and to take a look at her ailing car. As he watched her come down the walk, he thought once again that she was the most gorgeous creature in the world. Her beauty was pure, so fragile, it stirred his very soul just to see her. It had been years since he had made love to her in the drive-in movie, but he had no illusions. Judy offered him friendship – and a quickie every once in a while, nothing more.
Judy slid into the car. "Bill, you're sweet." She studied his face, liking it as always – the dependable dark eyes, the strong bones, the slightly disheveled brown hair, the prominent bulge in the crotch of his jeans.
"You know I don't mind," he said, shrugging his broad shoulders.
"I know you don't," she acknowledged. "So I appreciate it even more." She turned sideways in the seat as she spoke, her breast strained at the front of her bodysuit.
Bill pulled into the parking lot of Judy's studio and said, "I'll take a look at your car." Judy walked to stand beside him as he lifted the hood. He located the trouble, and Judy threw her arms around his neck, pressing her body tightly against him. She felt the bulge in his jeans jerk. Judy kissed his cheek. "You're wonderful."
Bill reached down to cup her buttocks, but at that moment a car pulled into the driveway. With her, arms around Bill's neck, Judy turned her head. "Be careful. That must be my new pupil."
Turning around to greet Beth, Judy was struck dumb. The man who approached with the girl was tall and dark. Judy knew how his voice would sound before he spoke. Just as she knew his taste in jackets.
Beth introduced him as her uncle, L.D. Bickford.
"Ms. Adams." L.D.'s tone was so bland, Judy thought perhaps he hadn't recognized her after all. A glimpse of his face, however, banished the theory. Recognition was mixed with mockery.
"Mr. Bickford." Her tone was polite. "I appreciate you coming with Beth this morning."
"My pleasure," he returned.
Saying a quick good-bye to Bill, Judy led the way into the studio. "If you'll just make yourself comfortable, Mr. Bickford," she said, "Beth and I will work the barre for a while."
L.D. gave Judy a nod and moved to a seat. Damn, this woman is one hot lady. Just the sight of her sets my blood to boil.
"The classes are small," she began as she drew on the leg warmers. She smiled at Beth then moved to a mirrored wall. Placing her hand on the barre she indicated for Beth to stand in front of her. "First position."
The two lithe figures moved simultaneously. "Grand plie," Judy directed. Now four figures, the twin reflections in the large mirror, changed position flawlessly.
With seemingly no effort, they dipped into deep knee bends. Judy watched Beth's back, her legs, her feet for posture, positioning, style… and she watched the way Beth's body suit worked up in the deep crack that separated the girl's twin flesh buttocks.
Slowly, she began to take Beth through the five positions, working her thoroughly. Judy could see that Beth had talent, and more important, she had endurance and drive. She was further gifted with the sleek build and angelic face of a classical dancer. Her every move was an expression of her love for the art, and Judy responded to her involvement. Here was a dancer who would make it. Excitement began to course through Judy's body. And I'm going to help her. Much of the help Judy had in mind had nothing to do with ballet.
When the session was over, Judy said to Beth, "I don't have to tell you that you've got a great deal of talent; your other teachers have told you that."
"It means everything to have you say it," Beth said.
Surprise lifted Judy's brow. "Why?"
"Because you're the most wonderful dancer I've ever seen. And I know if you hadn't given it up, you'd be the most famous ballerina in the country. Alexis Bronff chose you for his partner, and he said you were the finest Juliet he ever danced with, and…" She stopped abruptly. Color deepened her cheeks.
Sincerely touched, Judy asked, "Tell me, Beth, what do you want?"
"To dance. To be famous," she answered immediately. "Like you."
Judy gave a quick laugh and shook her head. "I only wanted to dance," she told her. For the moment amusement flickered out. "I would like to get to know you better… uh… before we really start to work."
The look that passed between the woman and the young girl did not go unnoticed by L.D.. He smiled, shifted in his seat to hide his bulging crotch. Damn they were beautiful. Both of them.
Off and on during the day, Judy's thoughts returned to L.D. Bickford. What sort of man was he? She remembered the exploring way he had looked at her and the quiet, even texture of his voice. The bulge in the front of his trousers was full and inviting. God, it's been so long since… Suddenly she became aware of her own lips becoming moist and hot between her shapely legs. Her nipples jutted from the thin cotton material and sent tingles through her each time the soft material moved.
She was alone in the studio after the last class. Irresistibly, her eyes were drawn down to the record she held in her hand. Without hesitating, she dropped it onto the turntable.
Judy hurriedly stripped the cotton tights from her body. Now clad only in the briefest of panties, her breasts free of confinement, her ballet shoes barely touching the floor, Judy began to dance. Beth had brought back memories of Don Quixote's Dulcinea. It had always been a favored role of Judy's because of the enthusiasm and power. Now, as the music poured into the room, her naked body came to life with the need to dance.
As she danced, she was Dulcinea, all spirit, all challenge. When the music built toward the finish, Judy began her fouettes. Around and around with speed and style she twirled herself. It seemed she could go on forever, like a ballerina in a music box, effortlessly spinning to the tune. As the toy stopped with the music, so did she. Judy crumpled to the floor, head bowed one knee up in the air, the other flat on the hard wood.
"Bravo."
With both hands clasped to her, one across her naked breasts, the other covering her scantily covered crotch, she whirled. There, straddling one of her wooden chairs, was L.D. Bickford. She was breathing heavily, both from the exertion of the dance and from her own state of arousal, her skin wildly flushed and her eyes were huge. She was not alone. She saw L.D. rise from the chair and start toward her, something more than breathlessness began to flutter inside her.
"Magnificent," he murmured with his eyes still locked on her. "I must apologize for intruding, but I'm not the least bit sorry to have been your audience."
"I didn't know anyone was here," she stammered. Her hands kept trying to cover herself until Judy finally realized the futility of the effort and let them fall to her side. "I don't mind, did you really like it?"
"My knowledge of ballet is limited. My knowledge of sensuality and beauty is far more reliable. Yes, I liked it. What was that dance from… or was it a creation of your own?"
"From Don Quixote. Oh, I'll get your jacket." When she turned her back to L.D., her firm, smooth buttocks were plainly visible through the wispy material of her panties. L.D. stared at the dark crack that separated the white globes and saw a few of her cunt hairs that were exposed around the elastic leg bands.
Judy turned back to face him. Now he could see the patch of wet pubic hair that was matted to her sweaty skin. Their eyes met. They moved closer together. L.D. wrapped his beefy arms around her tiny body. She put her hands up to the back of his head and offered her mouth to him.
L.D. groaned deep in his throat as he lowered his head until he could taste the sweetness of her lips. He stuck his tongue deep into her mouth to entwine with her own soft flap.
"Ohhhh," Judy moaned involuntarily. "Uuuummmmmmm!" She molded her body to his and ground her panty covered crotch hard against his bulge. She was trying to mold their bodies into one. That was something L.D. had already planned for. He knew just what to do. Ballet was nice, but fucking this beautiful young woman would be pure pleasure.
L.D. reached down and cupped Judy's buttocks in one of his huge paws. The other hand was busy rubbing up and down her spine.
Judy felt herself gushing with the wetness of her desires. Her panties were, thoroughly soaked now. The crotch was stuck to her pussy. With each probe of L.D.'s thick fingers between her legs, Judy sent another flood of cuntal oil onto the crotch panel. It was sopping and the fresh gushes ran down the inside of her thighs. She was so hot… it had been years since she had been this excited. If she didn't get him inside her quickly, she was going to faint… and she didn't want to miss any of the action she craved so much.
"Not here," she said, breaking away for a moment. "Lock the door and come into my office." She turned and flew through the door before L.D. could respond.
He started stripping off his shirt while he walked across to the outside door. After securing it, he made a bee-line to the office. When he stepped through the door, his breath was almost taken away by the beauty that was waiting. He stopped and took a moment to appreciate her.
"Come to me," she said, laying back on a hide-a-bed she'd quickly unfolded. Her arms were extended toward him. "Let me help you undress."
L.D. moved to the side of the bed. His legs were shaking like a teenager's. This girl was different, he knew. She would not be just a quickie. She would be special or not at all.
Judy reached over and unzipped his pants and undid the button. He wore no belt. When she unfolded the material, his cock sprang forward, hitting her on the cheek with a soft slap of its velvety tip. She did not touch it. Instead, she tugged his pants down past his knees, noting that he wore no under shorts. "Now you finish," she said. "Hurry up and join me on the bed."
While L.D. finished shucking his clothing and shoes, Judy tore her wispy panties from her hips. The cool air almost took her breath when it hit her swollen cuntlips. She turned to look at him, a large drop of clear precum was dangling from the head of his cock. Judy ran her tongue around her lips in anticipation of tasting the meaty rod.
When he joined her on the bed, their hungry eyes; their hungry mouths; their hungry hands explored each other's bodies with a frenzy neither of them had known before. Their every movement was directed to getting familiar with the, other. Mouths left slick trails as tongues flicked and tasted. Hands molded around breasts, hard shafts, and probed inside her gaping cuntlips to the very gate of her tunnel.
L.D. tried to shift down to lower his head to her furry slit. Judy tried to move up to devour his throbbing rod. In their excitement and haste, it seemed to take them forever to get into the classical "69" position. Head to crotch, they first sniffed the fragrance of the other. The heady odors made them dizzy with desire.
Judy was on top. She pushed each of her arms under L.D.'s thighs and spread his legs wide, to give her a clear view and free access to his thick cock and the wrinkled ballsac hanging below. She shoved her arms on around, lowering her body as she went, until she could fondle and squeeze his twin plums. Her mouth opened wide. She shot her tongue out in small flicking motions to lap at the shaft's purple tip. She caught the drop of precum on her tongue and held it there, savoring the man-taste to the fullest.
"Ooohhhh, yes," L.D. moaned, shoving his hips up to feed more of his rigid rod into her mouth. "Yes, Judy, baby. That feels so good. Suck my cock."
Slowly, she lowered her mouth until her lips were stretched tightly around the flange behind the huge cockhead. She went to sucking and licking with her tongue, until she had the head covered with spit and sensitive to her touch.
She relaxed her throat muscles and continued to engulf the man shaft past the gateway until it was seated firmly inside her mouth and throat. Her nose was buried in his wiry patch of curly cockhair. Judy breathed in deeply. She loved the smell of a man. Then, she began her up and down motion with a slowness that was driving L.D. wild.
"Ooohhhh," he cried. "I love it. I can't take too much of that action, though. You're sucking me soooooooo gooooooood!" His hips began to thrash on the bed.
L.D. reached up to spread her legs wide and gain access to her pink slit, glistening with its own juices and peeking through her soft cunthair. He ran his tongue up the outside of her outer lips and down the other side. Judy squirmed around, trying to seat her gaping cunt over his mouth. He wanted to give her the same thrills he was receiving.
When she was working on his cock in a steady rhythm again, L.D. dove right in and sealed his open mouth to her cuntlips. His tongue probed and dipped deep into the very essence of her cunt. He scooped out tonguefuls of her juices and swallowed them. She tasted sweet, with a hint of sweat from her recent workout – she smelled and tasted like a woman.
"Eeeiiiiiiii!" she squeeled from around his prick. "Uuunnnnnggg! Mmmmmmmmppphhhhhh!"
"Sorry, but I can understand you," he teased, taking his mouth from her hot box. "Hasn't anyone ever taught you not to talk with your mouthful?"
"You're cruel," she snapped. "I had to take that wonderful shaft out of my mouth just when I was about to get a drink of your jism."
"Not yet," he said. "I want to bury that rod deep in this hot pussy I shoot my load. You can eat a mouthful of cum later. Right now, let's fuck."
"Who am I to deny a guest?" Judy rolled over onto her back while L.D. crawled around between her widely flung legs. "Come fill this cunt, like you filled my mouth. But this time, you aren't going to get to quit until I get a gut-washing stream of hot cum inside me. I'm going crazy for your milk."
"Your wish is my command," he said. "Now hang on for the dance lesson of your life." He gripped one of her legs in each hand and held them back, pressing her knees against her shoulders until her ass was on the mattress. Her cunt gaped open and ready.
L.D. centered his cockhead at the gate by wiggling his hips. Judy thought it was as if the prick had a mind of its own. It knew where to go.
With a long, slow thrust, he drove his shaft into her. The outerlips of her cunt were stretched tight around the thick shaft, pulling inward as the long tube disappeared into her tunnel of love.
"Uuuuuuggggghhhhhh!" she grunted. "Oh, my… my God… I'm filled to my stomach. Now, fuck me, you gorgeous hunk. Fuck the living hell right out of me." With that, she thrust upward, almost raising her heavy load off the bed.
"You asked for it," he said. With that, he began to withdraw about six inches of shaft and ram it back with a force that shook the walls when the hide-a-bed rocked back and forth.
Judy locked her legs around his waist and gave as good a fucking as she got. Her pride would allow no less. "Oh, oh, oh, fuck meeeeee!" she cried. "Your fucking me to death. Drive that cock deep in my womb. I can feel it pushing at the womb's opening. You're deer in me than anyone's ever been. Now fuck me harder. Harder. Harderrrrrr!"
"I'm gonna cum," he said. "This cunt's so tight I can't hold back. Here it comes. I'm cccccuuuuummmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!" L.D. drove deep into her cunt one last time and held it there while a river of scalding jism poured from the mushroom head.
"I'm cumming, too!" She trembled and shook. Her hands were clawing at his back. The soft pads of her fingers were pressing deep into his back.
They bounced and thrashed in the throes of climax until both of them were covered in sweat and out of breath. They lay gasping in each other's arms. He collapsed on Judy. Judy's legs fell limp to the bed beside him thighs. They lay there for several minutes until they had rested enough to move.
"Let's try something else," Judy suggested, snuggling up against his sweaty body. She lapped up the man-sweat with her tongue. "I love the taste of a good man."
"I would rather get cleaned up now and take you to dinner tonight. We can have a better time if we're rested," he said. "Would you have dinner with me?"
It took Judy a moment to react. "Dinner?" she gave him an ingenuous stare as she gave the invitation some thought. "What about Beth? I wouldn't want to have any jealousy there, she's such a good dancer."
"Beth's my niece. I am her guardian, nothing more. She probably would be delighted if we were dating. How about it?"
"I don't know. Still, I would like to have another go around with you."
His brows lifted at her bluntness, but he nodded. "Then it's set. I'll pick you up at seven. I already know the address." Before she could comment, L.D. had dressed and walked to the door. He turned and blew her a kiss and was gone.



CHAPTER THREE



EATING OUT


That evening, Judy chose a gray dress of thin, soft that was closely tailored with a Mandarin collar. Critically studying herself in it, she was pleased. Her breast were clearly outlined by the clinging material, as were her firm asscheeks and thighs. This was a far different image than the dripping mess who had set in a roadside puddle, and more different from the sweaty dancer he'd fucked so well earlier in the day. The woman who stared back at Judy from the mirror was a confident, mature woman. She felt as comfortable with this image as she felt with all her other roles. She decided that the aspect of Judy Adams could deal most successfully with the big stud.
When he came to pick her up, she returned his jacket, dry and neatly folded. He thanked her, and as he started the car, he said, "I'm hoping you'll let a new resident in on who's who around this area."
Judy laughed. "How far away is the restaurant?"
"About twenty minutes," he told her.
"Well," she smiled mischievously, "I don't have time to do anything else, so I could talk to you. Not quite what I had in mind, though."
Judy felt comfortable with L.D. or she could never, in a thousand years, have been so forward with her desires. She told him amusing stories about the townspeople and her growing up here, because she liked the sound of his laughter. As they drove, she let her hand ride high on his muscular thigh, barely brushing the well-packed crotch with the back of her hand – accidentally, of course. She was intrigued and attracted, and if something volcanic erupted, she'd be able to handle it.
Judy knew the restaurant. She had been there once or twice before when a date had wanted to impress her. She knew that L.D. Bickford wouldn't feel the need to impress anyone. This was simply the sort of restaurant he would choose: quiet, elegant, with superior food service – and privacy.
Inside, they were seated by a long, wide window that revealed an expanse of the St. Francis River. Sitting in the warm, candle lit restaurant, she could all but hear the water lapping against the pilings below and feel the cold damp wind from up the river.
"This is a wonderful place," she said as they settled at their table. The candlelight caught the dull gleam of her silver earrings.
"Would you like something to drink?" L.D. asked.
"White wine would be nice," she smiled. "For now." She rubbed her hand strongly across his crotch under the table to emphasize her meaning. He did not need the reminder.
He'd thought of little else while driving over.
His eyes remained on hers while he ordered. There's something quietly tenacious in the way he looks at me, Judy decided, and she drew a long breath. She could read his thoughts and they caused her face to redden slightly because they almost matched, her own ideas. Her panties were already sticking to her cuntlips, glued there by her gushing juices.
This amazed her. Never had one man had such an influence over her and her body. And what really disturbed her was that she could not control her desires for him.
"We need to talk about Beth," she said, trying to steer the subject onto less sensual subjects. She had to remain calm, or she would dive under the table and suck his cock. That would be the end of her reputation in this small town. But, still, still the urge was there. She squeezed her legs together and felt the cream ooze from the swollen lips, wetting her panties even more.
"Yes," L.D. agreed. He too wanted to talk about a neutral subject. His cock was so hard it hurt and his balls were so full of cum the ache was almost unbearable.
"L.D." Nonplused that his look didn't waver, Judy tried to add authority to her voice. "You have to stop looking at me like that. You look as though I'm the dinner."
"You're beautiful," he said. "I enjoy looking at beauty."
"Thank you." Judy decided she would grow used to his direct gaze. "L.D.," she said, leaning forward, her breast flattened against the edge of the table, "this morning, when I watched Beth, I knew she had talent. This afternoon in class I was even more impressed."
"It's very important to her to study with you. And, I might add that I was quite impressed by your talents this afternoon, too."
"But it shouldn't be," Judy said quickly, ignoring his last comment. "She should be in Montreal where her training could be more centered, more intense."
L.D. shifted his shoulders. "Beth plans to take more than fifteen hours of training a week with you. Isn't that adequate?"
"No." Judy set down her wine glass. "She should be taking classes every day, more specialized classes than I could possible offer."
L.D.'s tone was calm and undisturbed. "Beth wants to study with you. Montreal will still be there in a couple of years."
"A couple of years!" Judy stared at L.D., incredulous.
"She'll be twenty years old in a couple of years."
"A very advanced age," he returned dryly.
"It can be for a dancer," Judy retorted. "It's rare for one of us to dance much past thirty."
"Is that why you don't go back?" L.D. asked. "Do you feel your career is over at twenty-five?"
"We're discussing Beth," she reminded him, "not me."
"Mysteries are intriguing, Judy." L.D. picked up her hand. "And a beautiful woman with secrets is irritable. Have you ever considered that some hands were made for kissing? For holding a… a man's cock? Yours are such hands." He brought her palm to his lips.
Judy's muscles seemed to go fluid at the contact. She thought about how those two lips had been pressed against her cunt, only a few hours before. They had been firm, warm and intoxicating. She brought herself out of the dream. "About Beth," she began. Though she tried to pull her hand away, L.D. kept it to his lips, gently sucking on each finger, one at a time.
"Bickford!" she suddenly said aloud, jerking her hand from his grip. "L.D. Bickford, the architect. It just came to me."
"Did it?" He seemed amused. "I'm surprised you've had time to delve into architecture."
"You name is very well known. All the world knows the man who built the first bridge over the Amazon at Iquitos, Peru. You were on all the front pages of magazines and newspapers, and on the telly. You've built bridges and houses all over the world. It just came to me." Judy was beside herself with newborn respect for the handsome man.
"Your memory's excellent," L.D. said.
Judy smiled. "I also recall reading several tidbits about you in one of the scandal sheets. It seems you are well known to a large portion of the female population. Weren't you engaged to some heiress to one of the European titled fortunes?"
L.D. twirled the stem of his glass between his fingers. "I've never been engaged," he answered evenly. "It tends to lead to marriage."
"I see." Absently, she chewed on a breadstick. "And that isn't one of your goals?"
"Is it one of yours?" he countered.
Judy paused, frowning. She took his parry quite seriously. "I don't know," she murmured. "I suppose I never thought of it precisely that way. Should it be a goal?" she thought aloud. "Or more of a surprise, an adventure?"
"So speaks the romantic," L.D. said.
"Yes, I'm a romantic," Judy agreed without embarrassment. "But then, so are you or you'd never have moved to this small town."
"My choice of real estate makes me a romantic?"
Judy leaned back. "It's much more than a piece of real estate. It's also… well, there's no delicate way to put this, it's also the way you make love to a woman. You're a romantic, and that's that. You can deny it, but it shows when you're between a woman's legs, like this afternoon."
"Why?"
"Because you are sensitive to the satisfaction or your partner. You just didn't stick your cock in and get off. You wanted to make it as good for me as I wanted it to be for you. A woman can sense those things."
"Can you sense what I want to do right now?" he asked.
"Yes," she said. "A blind person could see that you're hot to get it on with me again. But we can't do it here."
"It might be an adventure for you to get under the table and eat your desert," he said. "Then, when you've had your fill, I could do the same for you. But, you're right, it would be much nicer someplace else. Let's get out of here."
They hurriedly finished their meal and went to the parking lot. L.D.'s car was parked behind a row of trees and was secluded from all others. Laying her hands on his shoulders, Judy leaned forward to touch her lips lightly, quickly, to his.
In that instant of contact, everything changed. The bare brushing of lips was cataclysmic. Carefully she drew away, still keeping her hands on his shoulders as they studied each other.
Her heart was knocking against her ribs as it had when she had taken him deep inside her cunt that afternoon. But this time her feelings were even more demanding of her attention, demanding satisfaction.
They came together slowly, but there was an urgency as they slipped into each other's arms, a sense of old lovers becoming reunited. Their lips touched and parted, touched and parted, then the slow, experimental kisses became a desperate demand.
Her emotions began to swirl; she was discovering frailties she had not know she possessed. Judy brought her hands to his chest to feel his strong pecs through his shirt. L.D. freed her lips, though he kept her close in his arms.
"No, I…" Judy closed her eyes briefly, drawing on the strength she always had taken for granted. "It will be better if we get in the car. Not out here, anyone could walk up on us."
He watched her in silence for a moment, then unlocked the car door and opened it. She had him sit on the edge of the car seat with his legs outside in the night air.
"L.D." Her pulse was beginning to beat wildly in anticipation of the next few minutes. "I want you so badly." All the uncertainty of her emotions beamed from her eyes. She sank to her knees before him and reached for his crotch. He had already freed his cock in the dark. She found the throbbing shaft with her hands and squeezed it, gently stroking the hard prod before leaning forward to take it in her warm, wet mouth.
"Oh, baby, that feels so good," L.D. said, shifting forward a little to give her more of the throbbing shaft. "Suck it good. I'm gonna fill your hot, little mouth with my creamy desert. It won't take me long, if you keep that up. Ohhhhh!"
Judy didn't stop to answer. "Ummmmhuuuummmmm!" was all she said. It was all she could say with her mouth stuffed full of L.D.'s big prick. Her head slid up and down his shaft. Her mouth was slack, allowing her saliva to slip past her lips to moisten his cock and run down onto his hairy nutsac. Her tempo picked up as she sensed his climax building.
"Like that," he cried. "Don't stop it. Do it like that. I'm about to shoot."
Judy kept the same rhythm, desiring the taste of his hot jism. When her head bobbed down, her nose brushed lightly against his cockhair. As her mouth filled, the juices flowed freely from her cunt, soaking through her panties and staining the back of her dress. She didn't care. She wanted to taste his milk. She loved the feel of his cock, the taste of it.
"Here it goes. I'm going to shoot," he cried again. "I'm gonna fill your hot mouth, now. Uuuunnnggghhhhh! I'm cumming! Uuuunnnnngggghhhhh!" His balls tightened and a thick stream of gooey cum into her mouth. Judy swallowed as fast as she could but was unable to keep up with the flow. Wad after wad erupted from the jerking cork to flood Judy's mouth. The overflow ran out and down the shining shaft to puddle in his wiry pubes.
"Unnnnn," Judy mumbled. "Mmmuuuccchhh!" She finally felt the blasts began to lose the force of those first sharp eruptions and knew he was almost finished. Now she was able to keep up with the flow. She opened her mouth wide as her head bobbed down the shaft and then closed her lips firmly around the softening rod on the upward trip. This cleaned the shaft of all the excess cum. When it was spotless, she held it to the side and started vacuuming the pearly pools from his pubes. Lastly, she took his hairy nutsac into her mouth, one ball at a time and licked it until it was free of the gunk.
She sat back, letting his cock rest on his lower belly, and licked her lips. "Now, what do I get for that?" she asked.
"Just the best cunt lapping of your life. Let's trade places." L.D. stood up and straightened his clothes. He guided Judy to the car seat and had her sit on the edge. He pushed her dress up to her waist. Now she was exposed to him, only the wispy barrier of her panties was blocking his access.
Judy lifted her, hips and started to remove the sheer little bikinis. L.D. held her back, "No. I'll do that later, but first, I want to suck your cunt through the crotch of your panties and get all your juices out of them. No need to waste good desert, is there?"
"You got that right," she answered, laying back and spreading her legs wide. Her scantily clad crotch was shining in the moonlight. "Eat your heart out."
L.D. dove right in and started sucking the juices through her crotch panel. He fastened his lips to the material and could feel her slimy jism on the back of his tongue. Soon, he shoved the crotch panel to one side and drove his tongue quickly into her gaping hole.
"Eeeeeeiiiiiii! Oh, God, shit, hell, damn, eat me, eat my cunt!" Judy was wild. "You cuntlapper. You pussy eater. Eat my pussy. Ooooohhhhhh!" She drove her hips from the car seat and ground her cunt into his face. Her hands were locked behind his head, pulling him forward.
L.D.'s tongue dipped, licked and probed her silky tunnel. He felt her soft fuzz tickling his face, and her panty leg along one cheek, the ruffles were brushing against his ear.
"This taste so good. Much better than a deep-dish apple pie. It taste like honey."
"It is honey, you ninny. It's cunt-honey. It's my cunt-honey. Eat it. Suck it all out of my cunt. Lick me clean and dry."
Being the romantic man, L.D. did his very best to satisfy her. He was an experienced cunt-lapper and knew every trick that would drive her over the brink. From the amount of her flow, it wouldn't be long until she was gushing cunt erupted in one long hot lava flow of cunt-honey.
"Eeeeeiiiii! I'm cuuuummmmiiiiinnnnnnggggg!" Judy thrashed her ass on the seat and pulled him deeper into her cunt. "Eat me, honey. Eat all my cum!"
L.D. sucked her dry. When he finally lifted his head away from her sweet smelling hole, she was laying back, exhausted and completely drained of cum and energy. He slowly pulled the crotch panel of her panties back over her still gaping hole, worked her dress down over her thighs and turned her around so he could shut the door. Judy still lay back in the seat.
While he was driving her home, she lay her head in his lap, resting her cheek on the soft, thickness of his prick. It felt warm through his trousers.
"What a nice pillow," she said.
"You could sleep on the couch here, if you wanted to," he offered, reaching down to rub her face gently.
"As much as I'd like to, I have to get home," she said. "Maybe some other time."
"I'll take that as a promise," L.D. said.
"Please do." Judy scooted up to get her full cheek on the soft rod.
When they arrived at her house, he had her raise up before entering the drive. He walked her to the porch. She turned to see a wry smile on his face.
"What's funny?" she asked.
"I was thinking about the last time I walked a girl to her door with the front porch light shining behind closed curtains. Her mother was waiting inside, peeking at us. I think I was eighteen."
Judy's eyes brightened with mischief. "It's comforting to know you were eighteen once. Did you kiss her good-night?"
"Naturally. While her mother watched a few feet away."
"Mine's probably gone to bed by now," she said. Laying her hands on his shoulders, she tilted her head back waiting for her kiss.
Their lips touched. He could taste his cum faintly on her lips and tongue. He sucked hard, savoring the taste.
Judy licked the insides of his wet mouth, licking out the last dregs of cunthoney that might still be hiding there. She, too, liked the taste of her own juices.
"No, I…" Judy closed her eyes briefly, pushing herself from his arms. "I have to go in now. We have neighbors that watch my every move. We'll be the gossip of the town, if I don't leave now."
"I understand." He hesitated and then covered her mouth in a last kiss. "Tomorrow," he said, "you're going to have a personal tour of my house. I'll pick you up at eleven."
Judy watched his car's taillights disappear. Tomorrow, she thought and trembled in the chill of the night air.



CHAPTER FOUR



DAYTIME DELIGHT


Judy was determined to keep her visit to L.D.'s house casual and decided to wear a rust-colored jogging suit. Tossing the matching jacket over her arm, she bounded down the stairs just as the doorbell rang. Judy went to the door in a flurry of nerves. She had told herself that her response to L.D. had been normal, nothing special, except her inner reaction to the sex they'd enjoyed. It was important to remember who he was and how easily he drew women. And how easily he left them.
She was determined to channel their association into a careful friendship – albeit a close friendship. After all, there was Beth to think of. Judy knew that if she wanted what was right for Beth, she had to keep her involvement with L.D. amicable. Lightly friendly, no strings. Feeling herself settle, Judy opened the door.
L.D. wore dark brown chinos and a bone-colored sweater. His physical attraction hit Judy instantly. She had known one or two other men who possessed this elemental pull. The greatest dance partner she'd ever had, Alexis Bronff, was one, and a choreographer she'd worked with in the company was another. She recalled, too, that for them there had been women – never a woman – in their lives. Be careful, her brain flashed. Be very careful.
"Hi." Her smile was friendly, but the wariness was in her eyes. "How are you?"
"Fine." With a slight pressure on her fingers, he stopped her from continuing down the porch steps. They stood almost precisely where they had stood the night before. Judy could all but feel the lingering energy in the air. Looking at him, she met one of his long, searching gazes that sent a wet ooze from between leer cuntlips to dampen the crotch of her panties. "How are you?" he asked.
"Fine," she managed, feeling foolish.
As if satisfied by her answer, L.D. turned and they walked to his car. A fascinating man, Judy decided, more intrigued than ever.
L.D.'s house was three miles from Judy's and stood high above the town, on a sandy ridge, over looking the rich farmland. It had always seemed an abandoned mansion to Judy, but now she saw a living house. The windows sparkled, catching the sun. There were no flowers yet to brighten the serious face of the house, but the lawn was neatly tended.
It was as awesome as Judy had pictured. The ceilings in the entrance hall were 20 feet high. A wide staircase curved to the left, the banister polished to a mirror-like finish.
L.D. took her on a tour of the house. Although far from finished, enough had been done to indicate how thoughtfully the restoration was being done. Judy wondered who kept all the woodwork gleaming and the rooms tidy. She met the person in the kitchen. A small, trim man, his name was Dennis Biggs, his manner European, and his accent British. Judy was impressed.
As soon as they were out of earshot, she asked L.D., "He takes care of all this?"
"Perfectly," L.D. answered with a smile. "With a little extra help from time to time." He led the way to the parlor. "Well," he said, "what do you think of it?"
"Oh, L.D., it's perfect," she said admiringly. "You seem to know exactly what's needed."
He moved to stand close to her and she edged away. Too soon, she told herself. Too fast. Remember who he is.
Then his hand was on her waist and he turned her toward him. Involuntarily, her arms reached to circle his neck as he drew her close. Her mouth molded to his; their bodies were pressed together; his hands reached down and cupped her asscheeks through the soft material of the jogging suit. Her nipples were hard, like two tiny berries boring through her sweatshirt. A hot cream oozed from her cuntlips.
But then sanity returned and she struggled free. "What about Dennis Biggs? He's in the kitchen." Judy turned to move away, but he took her arm. "Please, L.D., we're not alone."
"He's going to town and will be gone for hours." L.D. went from the parlor to send Dennis on an errand. Soon the backdoor slammed and a car motor started. L.D. came back, "He's gone. Now we have all the house to ourselves."
She felt his hand on her arm, then on her hip, and she made no move of resistance this time. Then L.D. was moving closer, and Judy could hear his breath in her his body moved up in front of her. His hands ran up under her sweatshirt and cupped her firm breasts. He rolled them around on her chest, much more gently than the way Bill Johnson had handled her.
Judy felt the length of his cock slotted into the groove between her twin cheeks. His prick was thick and hot and hard already. He pressed harder against her. Judy, swore she could feel the huge head of his cock on the small of her back. L.D. humped his prickshaft up and down slightly, rubbing her with it through her clothes.
This was crazy, Judy realized. She had only known him for so short a time. Yet, he was so gently. Judy couldn't have stopped him if she'd wanted to try. She had no power of resistance. She wanted him to go further.
L.D. obliged her by running his hands down over her front as far as her thighs. He squeezed the taut flesh of her legs then slipped his hand quickly under the waistband of her jogging pants. He was pulling them, and her panties, down, hauling them down her thighs till they were stretched there between her legs. He tugged them down farther and let them drop to the floor.
Judy was so excited. She wasn't doing anything. She was just standing there quite passively. And she was letting L.D. pull her clothes off. She even stepped from the tangled mess obligingly. She sensed him falling to his knees behind her. He gripped her hips and turned her around to face him.
Judy let him do as he liked, a strange thrill running through her. She felt his breath on her furry triangle, then his lips. Suddenly, his tongue was all over her, licking, scraping. His mouth moved all over her lower belly and upper thighs, kissing, licking, sucking and nibbling lightly. His fingers dug into her swollen cuntlips and spread them wide. His tongue poked into her pink hole and licked up and down.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" she gasped, though she was trying her very best to keep quiet. His tongue had found her clitoris and was lapping at the little button.
Her knees buckled, and she was slipping to the floor. She fell on all fours on top of him, pushing him back. His face was now buried between her legs, licking, kissing, probing. His tongue lashed at her clitty and went lower, to the furry slice of her pussy. He slipped a finger quickly into her cunt.
"Ohhhhhhh! Mmmmmmmmmm!" she moaned, sagging forward onto her elbows. She rested her head on his coat and thrust her ass up high into the air. He spread her cuntlips wide and slobbered into the pink slit.
Judy could hear him grunting. She could hear the wet sounds of his mouth licking and sucking between her legs. But he didn't say a word. He didn't speak. He fingered her cunt and poked his tongue about on her furry cuntlips. He shuffled and snorted, driving her crazy with his wild mouth.
And then suddenly his finger was gone; he scooted out from under her. She heard him panting, and then she heard the unzipping of his fly. The hard wet head of his cock poked her thigh and she gasped. She spread her legs wider. Her pink slit winked at him through its fur-cover invitingly.
L.D.'s cockhead nudge about under her tufted cunthair. Then he was lodging his prick inside her and driving forward, burying four or five inches of cock at one thrust. He crawled closer behind her on his knees and rammed the rest of his big cock into her pussy. Judy sighed deeply, closed her eyes and breathed into the carpet. She knew she had eight or nine inches of cock inside her.
"Nnnnnnn! Mmmmmfff!" he grunted. He began fucking her from behind, driving his prick in and out of her cunt with even lunges. Judy kept her ass in the air, letting him fuck as deep as he wished.
Occasionally she heard distant voices. This momentarily broke her concentration until she realized it was the radio playing in the kitchen. She felt herself cumming already. The tell-tale sparks were flying in her thighs and belly. She reached under herself, poking a finger against her clit.
L.D. bucked and lunged against her, burying his cock time after time. But after maybe three minutes, he stopped, and much to her disappointment he pulled his cock all the way out of her aching cunt. Judy was about to protest when she felt him repositioning his knees on the carpet and then the cockhead pressing back into her fiery hole.
"Ohhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!" she gasped. She could barely believe what was happening to her. Her cunt seemed to be melting. She was cumming, over and over again, as he pumped in and out of her pussy.
A giant glob of molten cum burst free up her cunt, and another. L.D. was fucking her furiously, and his cock was spurting jet after jet of sizzling-hot cream. Judy whimpered into the carpet, flopping her face from side to side. And she accepted the globs of cum gratefully. It was exciting, getting fucked doggie-style in the house she'd always admired. She was loving every minute of the fucking she was receiving. It thrilled her to feel the hot jism squirting deep into her cunt tunnel. Her womb was bathed in the gooey liquid.
Another wad of cum broke free, and another. Each time L.D. buried his cock up her cunt, it spurted. Wad after wad sprang into her gaping hole. And as he pulled back, cum glistened and gleamed on his cock like silver paint. Cum poured from her cunt hole and rolled down over her taut clitty.
Strings of cum began to drool down the insides of her thighs. Her lovely golden legs were streaked with jizz, and soon her knees were sitting in puddles of the stuff. One elastic string dangled down from her open cunt, swinging and pouncing in the air as he thrust steadily into her hot cunt hole. It lengthened and stretched until it snapped across the carpet.
"Nnnnnnnnnn! Ggggnnnnnnn!" he grunted, and he bucked forward again, spraying her already clogged cunt hole with yet another hot jet of cum. He fucked his prick into her pussy roughly, and her whole body shook and trembled beneath him.
L.D. shot a couple more hot jets of goo up her cunt and then continued fucking her for the better part of three minutes. His balls smacked against her oozing cuntlips evenly. Then finally he came to a stop and sighed deeply in her ear. He sounded almost apologetic, as if he was sorry for what he'd done to her.
Judy tried to look behind her to let him know that she had enjoyed herself, and was still enjoying herself. That she had enjoyed getting fucked in the parlor. But he held her down, clung to the back of her neck with a loving hand. It was as though he didn't want her to look into his face.
He was pulling his cock from her cunt; as his prick slipped free, Judy felt the cool air swirling into her gaping pussy. Her cunt tunnel felt as though it measured over an inch in diameter. It was suddenly very empty. Cum slithered and oozed from her pink slit obscenely.
He was grunting and snorting behind her, and she could hear him rearranging his clothes, stuffing his cock and balls back inside his pants. He rubbed his hand up and down her back a couple of times, then stood up and without saying a word, helped her to her feet.
"Judy, do you really think we can walk away from what's already between us?" L.D. asked. "You're so perfect for me."
"Yes. I think we have to go slow, maybe not walk away from this thing between us. I feel an attraction like I've never felt before, but we have to slow down. The only real thing between us is Beth. Things would be simpler if we'd both remember that."
"Simply put our feelings aside. Is that what you're saying?" his voice was calm… almost too calm. "I don't think you're the sort of woman who'd be satisfied with simplicity."
"You don't know me," she retorted.
"Perhaps not, Judy," he agreed pleasantly, "but I will." The iron determination of his tone was not lost on Judy. She felt a familiar tingling between her legs and in her nipples.



CHAPTER FIVE



LATE NITE SHOWER PARTY


Nearly a month went by without Judy's hearing from L.D.. She saw Beth at the studio almost daily, of course, but the girl didn't mention her uncle. Only ballet occupied Beth's thoughts, and Judy was impressed with her progress. The longer Beth remained in the class, the more she stood apart from the others.
At the final class of the day Judy studied Beth critically. She's being wasted here, Judy thought. The now-familiar frustration overcame her, bordering on anger. Was it partly due to her "special" attraction to the young beauty? Could it be because when she would work the barre, Judy spent more time staring at the puffiness of Beth's cuntlips plainly visible through her tights? Or, maybe it was the way Beth's asscheeks were separated by the material crawling up into the crack?
Thoughts of L.D. crossed her mind again. Often she had caught herself wondering what he was doing – a sudden question when she was drinking coffee in the morning, when she was alone in the studio, when she woke with a start in the middle of the night. And always the memory of his touch – his mouth, tongue and cock – lingered.
I will not make a fool of myself over this man, she thought. Judy came back to the class with a start. The phone was ringing. No one ever called the studio during class. Unless it was an emergency.
She raced to her office and grabbed the phone. "Yes, Judy's Dance Studio."
"Judy? Judy, is that you?"
"Yes, I…" Her hand paused on its way to her lips. "Alexis?" There was no mistaking Alexis Bronff's musical accent. "Oh, Alexis, how wonderful to hear from you! Where are you?"
"In Montreal, of course!" There was a laughing lilt to his voice. "How's your school progressing?"
"Very well. In fact, there's a dancer I wanted badly to send up to you. Beth's special, Alexis, beautifully built, and… well…"
"Later, later." As he cut her off, Judy could almost see the quick brushing-away gesture that accompanied his words. "I've called to talk about you."
Judy's hesitation was barely a sigh. "Yes, what is it?"
"When are you coming back?"
"It's been too long, Alexis?"
"Nonsense. I need you. I've almost finished writing my first ballet."
"Alexis, that's wonderful."
"I have no one in mind for the lead female part… but you," his voice was definite, as usual. "I need to hold you again. Only your body had the stamina to calm my throbbing cock."
"Oh, please, Alexis." She had put the world he was offering behind her. But, secretly, when she was alone sometimes her cunt had a tingling sensation when she thought of his love-making techniques. She remembered well the sessions after practice.
"No argument, not over the phone. When I've finished choreographing the ballet, I'm coming out to see you."
"Here?" Judy asked. "You're actually coming here?"
"I'll be there in a week or so," he continued, "to show you the ballet. Then you'll come back with me."
"Oh, Alexis, you make it sound so simple."
"See you in a few weeks." The receiver clicked.
How like Alexis, she mused. For Alexis, everything is simple.
"Beth and I are going to get a pizza and take in a movie. Want to come?"
"Sounds great, but I need to do a little more work on the staging for the holiday pageant."
Then, unexpectedly, the door opened, and L.D. strode into the studio.
The jolt of eye contact between L.D. and Judy was quick and volcanic. The attraction between them was obvious.
"Hello. I've missed seeing you," Judy said. The statement came spontaneously, and without guilt.
"Have you?" He asked the question quietly, but the demand in his tone reminded Judy to use caution.
"You weren't coming for me, were you, Uncle L.D.?" Beth asked.
"No." He watched his niece pull on a bulky sweater. "I came to have a few words with Judy."
"Well, we'll get out of your way." Sandie and Beth grabbed their coats and were out the door in a flash.
Once they were gone, Judy turned back to L.D. "Well," she began brightly, "I suppose you want to discuss Beth. I think…"
"No." He walked to her, taking her firmly by the shoulders before she could move away. "You missed seeing me?" His hand trailed up the side of her neck to bury itself in her hair. He drew out a hairpin. "I like your hair down, where I can feel it."
"L.D., don't…" Her hair tumbled free in pale blonde clouds. He buried his face in its thickness. He lowered his mouth and feathered kisses along her jaw line until his lips met hers. His kisses were hot, desperate demands as his arms swept her closer, nearly bringing her off the floor.
Judy let out a long breath and burrowed deeper into L.D.'s arms. She ran a hand through her loosened hair, then her eyes lifted to his again. "I'm very attracted to you. It's beyond anything I've ever felt before, and I don't know quite what to do about it."
L.D. touched her cheek. "Do you think you can tell me that and expect me to go home alone? Come with me."
Judy shook her head and put a decisive hand to his chest. "I tell you that, I suppose, because I'm not sophisticated enough to keep it to myself. I don't believe in lies and pretenses." A faint line appeared between her brows as she continued. "And I don't believe in doing something I'm not sure what I want."
The tears that unexpectedly sprang to her eyes stunned them both. Astonished, Judy brushed at them. L.D. lifted a finger and trapped one on the tip.
"All right," he said. "But I'm not known for my patience."
She didn't respond but turned and fled into her office. Fleeing with her was the realization not only that she could fall in love with L.D., but that she already had.
In a few minutes, she felt another presence in the office. Judy raised her head from the desktop where she'd been resting and was surprised to see Beth. "What's wrong? Why are you here?"
"I told Sandie to bring me back. I wanted to see you so we could talk," Beth said, coming to the desk. "We've really never had the chance to get to become friends. We've always been to busy being teacher and student."
"I was just about to take a shower," Judy said. "Did you take one yet?"
"No, let's both get in the shower. It's a good place to talk. I love to feel the water run over my body." Beth turned and started to the shower in the bathroom adjoining the office. Beth smiled a nervous smile. She knew Judy was interested in her. She'd seen the way Judy looked at her sometimes when she was working the barre or changing into her tights. She knew Judy had wanted to make a pass at her, but for some reason, either because the opportunity hadn't been right, or some other reason unknown to her, Judy had held back.
"Are you sure?" Judy asked, finally catching her breath.
"Come on," Beth said, stripping off her sweater and tights. "You know you want to."
It was true. Judy had been wanting to get in Beth's pants from the first day she'd come to the studio. She was so cute, and her breasts were so large. Judy had fantasized about feeling them every time they were at the studio. Judy had watched them rise and fall when Beth would breath and wanted to take them in her mouth, sucking them to a sensitiveness only women understand.
"Okay," Judy said at last. "Let's go." Beth finished stripping first, and she went into the bathroom to start the water. By the time Judy got all her clothes off, Beth was already in the shower. Judy peeked around the shower curtain and watched the young student as the water dripped off her pendulous breasts and beaded up on her pubic hairs.
"What are you waiting for?" she said. "Come on in." Judy stepped into the shower with Beth, and shuddered as the warm water hit her skin.
"Are you sure you want to go through with this?" Judy asked her. "You don't have to."
"I want to," she said. "I want to know what it's like." Beth held out the bar of soap to Judy. "Now wash me," she said, her voice trembling.
Judy took the soap, and rubbed it between her hands, working up a lather. When her fingers were good and soapy, she reached out and touched Beth's shoulder. She felt Beth's body tense as she caressed the young girl's smooth, soft skin. She worked all over Beth's neck and shoulders and arms, then let her hands fall to Beth's breasts. The student's nipples were hard and excited as Judy soaped up the sweaty boobs. Beth sighed and begged Judy to rub the twin globes harder. "Oh, that, feels good," Beth whispered. "So good."
Judy let go of her breasts for a second, just long enough to grab Beth's hands and put them on her own tits. Judy took some soap off Beth's body and rubbed it on her own. Beth gently squeezed her teacher's small titties, pinching the nipples between her fingers. Judy moved her hands lower, lathering up Beth's curly bush and letting her fingers search through the cunthair until she found Beth's clitty. It was hard and elongated – showing its state of arousal.
"Oh," Beth cried as Judy touched the hard little button. "Finger me. Put your fingers in my pussy." Judy was surprised at how readily Beth took to the fun of woman-to-woman sex. Beth had always seemed so innocent. Judy ran her fingers along Beth's pussy lips as Beth cupped her teacher's own steaming mons. Beth was inexperienced but enthusiastic. Her fingertips played all around Judy's pussy, never quite finding the hole.
As Judy sank a finger into Beth's sweet honeypot, she could feel the heat inside her. She rubbed her thumb against Beth's clitty as she fingered the young girl's cunt, and pretty soon Beth was gasping and humping her crotch against Judy's hand. Judy leaned forward and took a cherry-sized nipple into her mouth.
Beth's hand stopped playing with Judy's pussy as she concentrated on her own pleasure, but Judy didn't mind. She wanted the student's first woman-to-woman sex to be an experience she'd remember as a pleasant one. Judy worked her fingers faster inside Beth and drummed her thumb harder against the girl's clitty. "Oh, God."
She felt Beth's pussy spasm around her fingers, and Beth's body tensed against Judy's lips, attached to the girl's nipples. Beth humped Judy's hand a few last times, then her body went limp. The two girls collapsed on the floor of the shower, the warm water pouring over them.
Judy kissed Beth, and the kiss was returned with eagerness. "I never knew it could be so good," Beth gasped, "with a girl."
Judy smiled and put her hand back between Beth's legs. "It'll get better. Let's dry ourselves and move to the hide-a-bed in the office."
Just as the girls were entering the office, the telephone rang. "Hello," Judy said, looking at Beth walk naked across the office floor.
"Judy?" the voice asked. "I need to see you right away on some business. I am in the neighborhood and thought I'd call to see if perhaps you were still at the studio. Oh, this is the representative for your ballet shoes and other dance articles. Can I come by?"
"Well… oh, sure, come on. How long will it take you to get here?" Judy looked at Beth with an apologetic expression.
"About five minutes. I'm at the edge of town."
"I'll be waiting." Judy hung up the phone and explained to Beth that she'd have to see the shoe and costume representative. He only came through their small town once every two months and there was so many things they needed for the upcoming Christmas pageant.
"I understand," Beth said, blowing a kiss at Judy. "I should go home anyway. We'll finish this some other time. Okay?"
"You'd better plan on it," Judy walked toward her and reached out to hold the young girl. "We must do it again, soon."
Beth reached up and pecked Judy on the cheek, a sort of sisterly kiss, not what. Judy had in mind, but she let it pass. Judy didn't want to rush Beth into anything she didn't want to do.
"See you tomorrow," Beth said and walked out the door just as the salesman's car drove up.
Judy had hurriedly thrown her robe about her naked body and was sitting at her desk when the salesman entered. She was looking at her notebook for the notes she'd made to help her when ordering the special effects and regular equipment for the pageant.
"Judy?"
"Yes, come on in," she said, looking up from her work. "I'll be right with you, I'm just now putting my order together. Make your self comfortable."
"Thank you," the man said. He looked at the robe Judy was wearing. It was evident that she had nothing on beneath it's light-blue cotton material. The robe had parted at Judy's neck and her right breast was plainly visible.
Judy looked up from her work in time to catch him staring at her titty. She smiled and trade no effort to close the gap. Judy had gotten Beth to climax in the shower, but she was left wanting… in fact, she was hotter than ever. She thought she'd go crazy if she didn't get the itch between her legs scratched. The man was handsome enough, she thought. Why not? With her mind made up, Judy set out to seduce the salesman. She was going to be bold… take the lead… get fucked!
She stood up, allowing her robe to fall completely open and expose her naked body to the salesman. His mouth fell open and a bulge sprang up firm and full in the crotch of his pants.
"I want you so bad," Judy said to the startled man whose name she didn't know because he wasn't a regular on the route. He smiled a devilish grin and gently pulled the robe from her shoulders. He leaned over and started planting kisses on her chest and throat, touching her lightly as a feather. While he was paying attention to Judy's tits, he was stripping his clothes off and dropping them in a pile on the floor.
He pulled her to him and sat on the edge of the desk. He ran his hand between her thighs with the other around her neck.
He kissed her mouth, forming a tight seal, sucking and then probing deeply with his tongue. Judy was so hot and wet that she thought she'd scream. She reached down and took his semi-hard cock in her hand, feeling it grow to full arousal in her grip. This sent a gush of cream from her cuntlips.
With his strong arms, he picked her up and placed her on the hide-a-bed on her knees. He spread her legs and kisses her breasts, sucking delicately on each nipple. Judy thought she felt the ground shake as she was about to cum. He made his way down her stomach to her navel, tickling me with his kisses. Before she had a chance to savor this ecstasy, he lay her out gently on the desk and pushed his head between her legs, licking and kissing her cunt. Then his tongue slid past her labia into her cunthole itself. Judy writhed with ticklish pleasure, unable to control her body.
"Relax and let me do my stuff," he whispered. He sat on top of her, making light circles around her nipples with his fingertips. He reached for his dark-pink cock and began to stroke it slowly. Clear drops of precum oozed from the mushroom-shaped tip.
He positioned himself on her, his cock slapped her thighs. Judy felt a rush of anticipation. He slid into her easily in one long, slow thrust, placing his hands on her shoulders as he drove his cock deep into her pussy. Judy throbbed with pleasure as he thrust and thrust again and again. She could feel him cumming as her own orgasm flooded her body, deep and slow like a river, cleansing her fevered body.
As he softened up and pulled out, he took his weight off her and lay beside her on the desk, placing his leg over Judy's waist. He held her in an embrace as they both drifted into luscious sleep, entwined together.
Judy woke with a gentle kiss on her cheek. They sat naked on the desk talking quietly. He reached for his order book and handed Judy her notes. While they were naked, they filled her order. He promised to deliver it personally. They kissed once more, got dressed in total silence, and Judy then walked him to his car.
"Be careful driving tonight," she said.
"I will," he replied. "I have to be in shape to deliver your order in a couple of weeks. Nothing could stop me from that."



CHAPTER SIX



HOT MEETING IN THE SNOW


The next two weeks were fairly uneventful for Judy. She spent most of her time with her students or at her desk working out the plans for the pageant.
Tuesday afternoon, snow began to fall. There was always something magical about the first snowfall, Judy thought. It was like a promise, a gift. By mid-winter, snow would bring grumbling and complaints, but now, fresh and soft and white, it brought dreams.
It was during a break between classes, where her students were changing shoes for tap class, that Judy noticed that six inches or more of snow had accumulated. It was still falling thickly. Too risky, she decided.
"No tap class tonight," she announced, and made sure the students had a safe ride home.
When everyone else had gone, she turned to Sandie and Beth. "Thanks. That exodus would have taken twice the time if you hadn't helped." She looked at Beth. "Have you called L.D.?"
"Yes. I'd already made plans to stay at Sandie's tonight, but I checked in."
"Good." Judy sat down and pulled a pair of corduroy slacks over her tights and leg warmers. "I'm afraid this is going to turn into a solid blizzard in another hour or so. I want to be home with a cup of hot chocolate by then."
"I like the sound of that," Sandie said and led the way to the parking lot.
Sandie's car refused to start, and the three piled into Judy's. Snow swirled outside the windshield and danced in the stream of headlights. "Here we go," Judy shifted gears, keeping her eyes on the road. They drove in silence until Sandie said, "Look!". She pointed off to the right. "You can just see the lights of L.D.'s house through the snow."
When they pulled up in her driveway, Sandie heaved a sigh of relief. "Thank goodness!" She let Beth out. "Stay here tonight, Judy. The roads are awful."
Judy shrugged off the concern. "They're not bad yet." The heater was humming nicely, and she felt confident. "I'll be home in fifteen minutes."
Judy backed slowly out of the driveway and headed up the road. Though her wipers were working at top speed, they afforded her little chance to see the road ahead before being covered with snow again. It took all her concentration and skill to keep the car from sliding. Just as she made the turn below L.D.'s house, a large black shape darted into the road. Her brain barely had enough time to register that the shape was a dog before she was shipping the wheel hard to the right to avoid a collision.
Once the skid had begun, she had no control. She lost all sense of direction as the car spun. There was only the blur of white snow. She panicked and slammed on the brakes. The car struck something solid and slammed to a halt. She felt a flash of pain, and then there was only silence and the dark…
Judy moaned and opened her eyes. Shapes floated, dimmed, then swam into focus. L.D. frowned down at her. She felt his fingers on the side of her head where the pain was concentrated. "What are you doing here?" she asked hazily.
He lifted her eyelids one at a time and studied her pupils carefully. "I had no idea you were a complete idiot." The words calmly spoken. In her dazed state Judy didn't detect the edge of anger.
She was, she discovered, on the sofa in his parlor. The same parlor where he'd fucked her for the first time. She could smell a hint of wood smoke from the fireplace.
"You ran into a tree, after going in circles for a while."
She reached gingerly to finger the lump at her temple. "Is that what I hit? It feels more I ran into the entire forest."
"Lie still," he ordered and strode from the room.
Cautiously, Judy persuaded her body into a sitting position. Her right temple throbbed fiercely.
"I thought I told you to lie still," L.D. growled. "I brought you some aspirin. Take them."
"What time is it?" she asked.
"It's barely nine." The hand on her shoulder was light. "Have you eaten?"
"No, I…"
"Let's get you out of those clothes and into a warm robe." He began undoing her buttons himself. As he slipped her coat from her shoulders, his eyes came back to hers. Gently, he touched a finger to the bruise on her temple. "Hurt?"
"Not much now." Judy's pulse rate had quickened. There was no use trying to blame it on the shock of the accident. Instead, she admitted to the feelings that were beginning to swim inside her and met his eyes directly. It was hard for her to believe how much she loved him – how complete and solid the love had already become.
And what do I do about it? she asked herself. Do I tell him? How embarrassing that would be for him, and how completely I would ruin what seems to be the beginning of a great relationship. Isn't love supposed to be unselfish and understanding? But is it supposed to hurt one minute and make you feel like-fucking his brains out the next?
"Where's your man, Dennis?" she asked.
"He away on business and won't return for a week or so," L.D. said, smiling at her as if he could read her mind.
She followed him to the kitchen and watched as he brought out a platter of roast beef, and a variety of cheeses. They ate companionably at the table and then returned to the parlor and the warm fire.
"It's wonderful, being here with you sitting by the fire." The words tumbled out without thought. The moment they had, Judy's cheeks went wild with color.
L.D. touched the back of his hand to her face.
"A blush is something I didn't expect to see on you."
Judy caught the hint of pleasure in his voice. She shifted away. "Maybe I'm feverish."
"Let me see." L.D. turned her back to face him. The mouth that lowered to her brow was gentle as a whisper. "You don't seem to be."
"L.D…" She let his name trail off into silence. She stared into the fire. If it were only simple, Judy thought. If only I didn't love him. Again her thoughts drifted. Before she knew it, she was snuggling against him and sighing with relief.
Conflicting emotions were warring in her breast. She moved closer to L.D., deeper into his arms. Tonight they would share the joyous fulfillment that their intimacy would bring. She would not be denied, would not allow this moment of happiness to be lost. The memory of their passion would be safe within her forever.
Slowly, her fingers began working the sweater up and over her head. Moments later the bulky garment slipped from her body and slid to the floor. From behind, L.D. placed his hands on her, fumbling at the clasp of her bra, pushing the thin straps off her shoulders until at last she was rid of it. Then tenderly he pressed his lips to the nape of her neck. A shudder of delight tingled up her spine. Judy did not resist when L.D. suddenly whirled her about and took her in his arms.
It seemed as though he kissed her forever, savagely, his mouth moving on hers until she was weak and breathless with desire and laughing too, for his mustache tickled her. He kissed her cheeks, her eyelids, her temples, the strands of her blonde hair. Then his mouth claimed hers once more. But this time his lips were gentle, tantalizing. Expertly they played upon Judy's senses, setting her blood ablaze, inflaming her until she was a fire burning wildly, longing to be quenched by the man who held her in his strong embrace. Her panties were soaked with her juices.
His tongue traced the outline of her mouth, parted it as he forced his way inside to savor the nectar within. Judy quivered at the intimate contact, for his tongue was rough and yet somehow as smooth as silk as it teased her, taunted her, demanded that she yield to him. It explored every crevice within her lips, entwined about her own tongue, imprisoning it, as he had imprisoned her, with love. Her breath mingled with his, coming in quick little gasps, as though she could not get enough air – and yet she did not care. Nothing mattered except L.D. and the things he was doing to her.
Her head was spinning, and she was sure she would have fallen, had he not held her so tightly. Moments later he lifted her, so she was cradled in his arms, and carried her upstairs to his bedroom.
He laid her down, then drew back to gaze at her as she raised her hips to remove her pants, tights and leg warmers, all at one smooth motion. He looked as though he could scarcely dare to believe that she was there, for real. His eyes dwelled upon her face, small and white against the disheveled tresses billowing out like blonde clouds upon the dark satin pillow case.
He stared lingeringly into the fathomless depths of her emerald-green eyes, noting the dark, half-moon shadows her thin lashes made against her pink cheeks when she closed her lids. He followed with pleasure the outline of her finely chiseled nose, its nostrils flared with arousal. He longed once more to taste her sweetly vulnerable mouth, now bruised and swollen from his kisses.
A small pulse beat rapidly at the hollow of Judy's throat. L.D. felt his cock grow hard and throb with desire at the sight. He wanted her – and he would have her. Now. Tonight. He would make this a night to remember.
He lay down beside her, covering her body, covering her body with his own. She could feel his white shirt and, where the front was open, the mat of dark hair across his chest, both damp against her skin where he pressed against her, molding himself to her, compelling her to give way to him.
He nipped her earlobe and whispered in her ear, words of love and passion she heard only dimly as tingles from his warm breath chased down her spine, making her shudder with excitement. Her arms wrapped around his broad back. Her fingers dug into his flesh, kneading the sinuous muscles that bunched and rippled beneath her palms, reminding her of a cat as it crouches, ready to spring upon its prey.
With a low cry of surrender, Judy flung back her head, exposing the length of her bare throat to her beloved's lips. They traveled down the slender column, and his teeth grazed her skin lightly before sinking into that soft place upon her shoulder where it joined her nape. Flashes of electric anticipation shot through her body as she moaned and instinctively arched against him, writhed beneath him, her loins taut and aching. Her pussy was gushing a steady stream of her hot juices.
L.D. laughed huskily, wrapping her cascading mane about his hands, his fingers tightening in the locks as he muttered something against her throat.
What had he said? Judy didn't know. The words escaped her, were swept away by the sheer, overpowering tide of desire he was wakening in her. Her earlier timidity vanished. She wanted him, whatever the price.
His hands roamed over her exposed naked flesh. Judy trembled a little, for it had been so long since she'd felt a man's touch like this. No man had made her feel so completely dominated. She tried to cross her arms to hide her bare breasts – but to no avail. L.D. pushed away her defense and cupped her small globes, ripe and full, that thrust eagerly against his fingers. Sharp circles of delight radiated from her nipples as his palms slid caressingly over the pink buds that soon grew hard and stiff with excitement.
Yet he did not cease the sensuous movement. On and on he fondled the rigid little peaks, teasing them to even greater heights. With exquisite finesse his thumbs flicked the tiny buttons that strained against his hands, begging, aching, to be touched. Then L.D.'s lips closed over one flushed tip, sucking, tongue swirling about it deliciously in a manner that made Judy feel faint.
A surge of primitive, instinctive emotion whirled up to engulf her as, without her even realizing they did so, her fingers crept up to entwine themselves in the thick rich strands of his dark hair, to draw him even nearer.
Lightly his teeth caught her nipple, held it fast for the quick, darting movements of his tongue as it fluttered like a butterfly's wings over the crest he had claimed as his. Over and over L.D. tormented her until Judy thought she could stand no more, would go crazy with wanting. And just when she believed her sweet torture was at an end, his mouth scorched its way across her chest, seeking her other breast and taking possession of it as hungrily as he had its twin.
Then suddenly without warning, L.D. released her. Judy's eyes flew open, her lips parted with a small sharp cry of surprise and disappointment. On, how cruel L.D. was to have aroused her so when he'd had no intention of sating the terrible craving that had seized her in its grasp. Didn't he know that she had become a wild thing with the passion clawing its way through her veins? Didn't he know that deep within the secret place of her womanhood – of her cunt, pussy, snatch, whatever the hell he wanted to call it… desire was coiled like a tight spring, just waiting to be unwound?
"No, L.D., honey, please don't leave me," Judy pleaded, her arms outstretched to him with yearning.
He lifted one dark brow and smiled.
"Do you think I would leave without fucking your cunt off?" he queried. "I'm just removing my shirt."
Naked to the waist, he again lowered himself over her, pressing against her own so she could feel his heart pounding rapidly, even as her own was.
L.D.'s cock throbbed and his nuts ached. His blood raced with an excitement that he feared, for an instant, he would not be able to control. He took several slow deep breaths to still the furious thudding of his heart, the trembling anticipation of his limbs. He must take her gently, for this act of love-making was a precious thing. It was their first time together where they could spend the entire night and he wanted to remember it – he wanted her to remember it.
No matter what happened in the future the love they shared between them tonight would never die but would endure to span the eons of time. L.D. would see to that, somehow, some way.
He stripped away the rest of his clothing. Judy shivered. His dark eyes grew even darker with passion and desire as he caressed her. Once more his mouth closed over hers, hard, demanding, yet filled with a fierce, tenderness that wiped away the last vestiges of her doubts.
Her hips arched against him provocatively as his hand trailed down to part her thighs, to stroke rhythmically at her cuntlips, the tiny bud of her clitty that throbbed achingly for his touch. His fingers slipped inside the warm wet core of her cunt, brushing aside its furry covering, fluttering lightly along the length of her. Then, almost before she realized what was happening, Judy felt him centering his hard shaft, felt the mushroom sized head pushing at her cunt hole, finding the dark chasm of her inviting hole, and piercing it swift in one mighty thrust.
"Eeeeeiiiiiii!" Judy cried out at his stabbing invasion until he muffled her cries with his lips, kissing her softly and murmuring words that soothed the surprised lust, assured her she was in for a good fucking.
He began to move within her, a steady in and out motion causing deliciously growing waves that swelled within her before they crested and broke joyously across the sands of rapture.
Again and again L.D. drove his thick cock into her sopping cunt, spiraled down into the beckoning cavern of her hot pussy, taking her to the heights of ecstasy – and beyond.
Judy reached down and gripped his ballsac. Her small fist was full with one of the plums of his manhood. She squeezed gently and pulled at the pouch until it was stretched to its limit. Finally, with one last, convulsive shudder of delight, L.D. moaned and began to pump jet after jet of his hot jism deep inside her cunt.
When she felt the first blast of his scalding juices, her own floodgates opened and she gushed blast after blast of her own cunthoney out around his shaft. Their hot juices blended in her honeypot, just as their bodies seemed to melt into one.
In a while, L.D. collapsed upon her body and lay still. After a short breather, he withdrew his softening prick. When its mushroom-shaped head popped out of her cunt, it was followed by a virtual river of cum – man and woman cum mixed by the act of love, stirred in her honeypot by his swizzle stick.
They lay quietly side by side, neither one wanting to move, lest they cause the hands of time to shift and find themselves in bed alone.
"L.D., you're wonderful," she breathed sweetly in the darkness.
As she was drifting into deep sleep, she was vaguely aware of him rolling over and wrapping his arm around her, dragging her so close to his body, she felt his soft prick stretched out along her back. She felt his warm breath on her neck and she thought he kissed her lightly. Soon the air was filled with their soft snores.



CHAPTER SEVEN



EATING AT THE "Y"


When Judy's car drove away from Sandie's house, the two girls went inside and watched her taillights disappear quickly in the driving snow.
"Let's get out of these cold clothes and into something warm," Sandie suggested.
"Go ahead, I'll stand by the fire for a moment," Beth said. "I will be right with you."
When Beth walked into Sandie's bedroom a few moments later, she was stunned by the beauty that greeted her. Sandie was standing at the end of a sofa against one wall wearing a short bathrobe. She turned upon hearing Beth enter the room. Her young, gorgeous face with deep-set eyes, waist-length hair hanging in curls and her incredibly sexy mouth struck Beth like a hot rock causing her to tremble.
Sandie reached out and took Beth's hand. Her touch was electric, all softness and warmth that went right through to Beth's very core, like nothing she'd ever felt before. Without letting go of Beth's hand, Sandie led her around so they could sit on the sofa. They started talking about dances, music and other chitchat common to girls who are nervous and sipped hot chocolate from cups Sandie had on the table next to one end of the sofa.
Little by little, Beth found herself opening up to Sandie, telling her about all the little things that were considered her most private secrets. Sandie was so open and easy to talk to that before Beth realized it, she was discussing her sex life in great detail.
Then Beth noticed that Sandie had shifted positions on the sofa so she was sitting Indian-style, facing her. Beth looked down and saw Sandie's robe had fallen open and her pussy was right there in plain sight. It had a small, neatly shaven triangle of hair over soft-looking pink lips that seemed to be almost glowing in the soft light. Beth tried not to stare, but then she noticed the sheen on the lips of Sandie's pussy and knew her host was wet, even soaked.
Sandie leaned further toward Beth and her robe fell open, uncovering her beautiful breasts in all their glory. They were very large and round – at least a C-cup, Beth guessed. Sandie's nipples were dark red, almost brown, and very large. They were also fully extended.
At that point the conversation flattened and Beth stared at Sandie's body, taking in all that sexual energy and beauty, seeing just how sexually attractive another woman could be.
"Am I making you uncomfortable?" Sandie asked, moving very close to Beth and staring deep into the young girl's eyes.
"No." Sandie took Beth's hand and placed it on her left breast. Beth felt the electric shock charge through her body when her fingers touched Sandie's hot, smooth skin. She let her hand fall away, but Beth's stayed, exploring Sandie's breast, feeling the heat from her body and the hard ridges of the erect nipple. Beth was totally mesmerized, moaning softly as she rubbed her friend's breast, and seeing Sandie's smile of contentment.
"Have you ever done anything like this?" Sandie asked.
"Almost," Beth said, thinking about the shower with Judy. "But we never got this far. We were interrupted before we could finish." She reached up and put her other hand on Sandie's right breast.
Sandie pulled Beth closer, drawing the girl's head to her breasts. Beth began to kiss them, slowly at first, but then with increasing fervor. Beth kissed and licked Sandie's hot skin, taking the nipples into her mouth and rubbing her tongue over the flesh, delighting in the soft/hard feeling of her nubs.
Sandie's moans grew more intense, and soon Beth felt her shift position so her pussy rubbed against Beth's bare leg underneath her short skirt. The wet flesh pressing against her was an incredible thrill and Beth suddenly wanted, more than anything else, to be naked next to Sandie.
As if Sandie was reading Beth's mind, she suddenly stood up and took the young girl's hand. They walked to the bed and Beth stood quietly while Sandie started undressing her. They let the clothes fall to the floor. Sandie reached around and unhooked Beth's bra, letting her 34-C breasts tumble free. Sandie reached up and cupped them in her palms.
Beth nearly screamed with passion as Sandie's soft, knowing hands caressed her titties. Sandie bent low and sucked Beth's nipples into her mouth, bringing them to full hardness in seconds and sending hot waves of pleasure coursing through her body. After a moment of this, Sandie slid to her knees and pulled Beth's thin, cotton panties down so she could step out of them. Sandie stared at Beth's pussy for a moment – the young girl had shaved her pussy bare. It was the thing to do when you wear some of the costumes or Beth would have had cunthair crawling out of the elastic leg bands.
The young dancer stared down at her body and knew that she might be almost 5 years younger than Sandie, but they were both beautiful – although her breasts were smaller than Sandie's.
The older girl moved closer to Beth now and blew her hot breath on the bare skin of the shaven cunt. "You're beautiful," Sandie whispered. Her hands slid up Beth's inner thighs slowly, setting the dancer's nerves on fire. Then she let her soft lips touch Beth's outer lips sending the most erotic charge racing through the dancer's body she'd ever experienced.
Sandie's warm tongue parted Beth's outer lips and slid along her inner lips, making her shake with lust. Sandie's lips sucked at the younger girl while her tongue rubbed and Beth's heart pounded.
Sweat broke out all over Beth's body, and her legs quivered as Sandie's fingers cupped her ass, and her tongue moved to the tight, gushing channel exposed to flagrantly. Sandie lapped at Beth's flowing juices with abandon, moaning and gulping as if she were in heaven. Beth felt herself soaring higher than ever before, her breasts were hot, molten points and her pussy absolutely beyond pleasure.
Then, without warning, Sandie's fingers spread Beth's cuntlips open wide and her lips closed over the girl's tiny clitty. Beth felt a light suction on her love button and then Sandie's tongue began to swirl over it. The young girl gasped and began to cum like she'd never cum in her life. Her entire body shook and, when she closed her eyes, she saw shapes and colors exploding. Her whole body felt as though it were being rubbed, held and caressed.
Sandie kept licking and sucking, extending and intensifying the pleasure until Beth pulled away and fell onto the bed, unable to stand anymore.
Sandie moved onto the bed and took her in her arms, holding her close while she calmed down. When Beth was more or less okay, she felt an overwhelming need to explore Sandie's sex. She untangled herself from Sandie's grasp and spread the piano player's long, tan legs. She must sunbathe nude, Beth thought, because there wasn't a white mark anywhere. Beth settled down between Sandie's legs and stared at her pussy for a moment. The lips were thick and puckered outward. Her juices were everywhere from her lips to her inner thighs. Beth breathed in the heady musk and nearly fainted.
The eager young dancer ran her fingers over Sandie's lips and was intoxicated by the warmth and softness of, the skin. Her lips opened like a flower, revealing the smaller, pinker inner lips that were softer and wetter.
Beth moved closer and flicked her tongue over the outer lips. She found the taste clean, sweet, like rainwater on her tongue. She bent closer for more. She lapped at the skin and felt Sandie's juices begin to flood out. She sucked the thick lips into her mouth, savoring the flavor and Sandie's moans of passion as she did it. Beth let go and moved farther in, exploring the tight softness of the cunt's inner walls with her tongue, and swallowing what seemed like gallons of Sandie's love juices. Sandie's clit was fully extended and angry red as Beth closed her lips over it. Her body squirmed under the younger girl's ministrations. Beth knew that Sandie was riding up the same incredible curve she'd just experienced.
She rubbed her tongue over Sandie's clit very slowly and softly, feeling the tiny nub in her mouth and noting the subtle circles of skin that surrounded it. Sandie's moans turned to screams and she quickly covered her face with a pillow. Her whole body was thrashing and gyrating like mad now, and Beth gripped Sandie's inner thighs tightly and licked like there was no tomorrow. The older girl's orgasm was very intense. Beth was licking and sucking, and all of a sudden, Sandie's entire body went rigid, and her screams chopped off instantly.
Beth could feel an electric anticipation, like you feel before a band comes on stage at a concert. The air in the room was charged and, as she licked even harder and faster, Sandie climaxed. The shivering started at her feet and traveled upwards until Beth couldn't hold on anymore. She moved up quickly and took Sandie in her arms, throwing the pillow away and locking her mouth onto Sandie's. The pianist's screams stifled in Beth's mouth, and their kiss soon became a liquid endless moment. Sandie's straining body slammed into Beth repeatedly as the unreal pleasure tore through her.
Finally, with a moan of pure contentment, Sandie fell back from Beth's grasp and smiled. "That was the best ever," she giggled. Her eyes got wide and she moved slightly.
"It was also my first ever," Beth said softly.
"You've never made love to a woman before?" Sandie asked, not believing it for a moment.
"No, but I have masturbated myself and have been masturbated by others. I mean, I've always enjoyed seeing other women's bodies, but I just figured that was normal. I guess I should have known I'd like it, since most of my friends seem to be uncomfortable in dressing rooms when they're nude."
"God, I love dressing room scenes. I try to be cool, but seeing all those bodies walk by always gets me crazy," Sandie admitted.
They talked for a while, but Sandie's glowing body soon had Beth horny again and it wasn't long before Sandie showed her the intense pleasure of an all-woman "69". As her tongue danced over Beth's pussy, Beth lapped at hers and felt as if it couldn't get any better.
Sandie's skin was even hotter and wetter than before, and Beth felt as though she were actually getting drunk on it. The longer she sucked and licked, the more she lost track of time and space. Of course, Sandie's tongue, fingers and lips were moving in and over Beth's body. The pleasure the girls generated was beyond the descriptive powers of either of them.
When Beth's first orgasm began, she felt Sandie's body go rigid again and knew she was about to be drowned in cunt-honey a second time. Beth buried her mouth in Sandie's pussy, her own orgasm exploding, making her shiver and shake as Sandie began to cum. Beth felt Sandie's screams vibrate against her lips as they melted their bodies into one. They rocked together, their shared ecstasy shutting out the world until all they could feel was pleasure, and the sweetness of their friend's pussy on their faces.
When it finally ended, they lay entwined in an embrace, letting their shattered nerves catch up with them. A drowsiness overcame them and soon they were sound asleep.
But their dreams were filled with each other. Some conflicting, some comforting.



CHAPTER EIGHT



A HELPING HAND


In the morning Judy awoke in bed alone. Changing into jeans and a flannel shirt borrowed from Beth's closet, she skipped down the main stairway. She could smell coffee and headed for the kitchen.
Turning, L.D. said, "Hi. Ready for some breakfast?"
"Wonderful," Judy murmured, suddenly aware of her hunger.
As they ate, she realized the snowfall had stopped. Outside, the world was a dazzling whiteness. Then the ringing of the phone shattered the silence. Judy watched L.D. as he answered. He stands so straight, she thought, and he so rarely uses gestures with his words. Gestures can betray feelings, and his are very private. He hardly spoke to me the whole time we were fucking our brains out last night.
L.D. hung up the phone and said, "Beth and Sandie are going to meet you at the studio later. I'll drive you when you're ready. I would stay, but I have to get some of my own work done today. Maybe I'll see you later this afternoon."
"I would like that," Judy said. She had a sudden outrageous desire to weep.
He drove her to the studio, promising to call the garage about her car. In the parking lot, before she could open her door, L.D. put his arm around her and pulled her to him. She raised her head automatically for the kiss she wanted to badly.
When they broke apart, she opened the door and got out. "I'll see you. Thanks for being there when I needed you. I… I have so many things to think about. We'll talk later," she closed his car door and stood back while he drove off.
Inside the studio, she changed into a yellow bikini that served as her warm-up outfit when she was alone. The studio was very hot, someone had left the furnace turned up, and her naked skin felt good free from winter's clothing. She looked around and decided to move the piano to the far corner so the stage could be decorated for the upcoming pageant.
She was standing looking at the heavy object, trying to figure out if it would roll easily. She didn't hear the door open and close, but something told her to turn around. When she did, she saw Bill Johnson standing there.
"I came by to see that you made it this morning," he said. His frank stare of admiration at her yellow outfit pleased her. "What are you doing?"
"I want to move this piano to the far wall," she said. "Think we can manage it together?"
"Oh, sure," Bill said, his eyes once more locked on her scantily covered titties. "I'll take this end."
"Okay, let's go," Judy said.
He was pulling and she was pushing. It was a big old piano, and she had to push very hard. They'd just got it moving, when Judy felt the strap of her bra ripping in half.
"Oh-oh," she gasped.
Without the strap to hold it in place, her tiny bra couldn't contain her shapely tits. They popped free, the bra sliding down to her waist. Of course Bill had never taken his eyes off her tits, so he got quite a view.
"Oh, my gosh," she laughed helplessly, "how embarrassing."
Bill didn't say a word. His eyes got enormous. His mouth dropped open. He turned red. But what Judy noticed most of all was the sudden swelling at the fly of his jeans.
Oh, no, she thought, Bill's got the hots for me. Sure enough, the crotch of his jeans was suddenly bulging with a big hard-on. Now Judy was staring, too. While Bill ogled her naked tits, she stared at his tented fly. She felt her pussy getting suddenly hot, wet and swollen. Obviously she still had a "thing" for Bill. It had been going on since they were kids.
But that was no reason to practically drool over him, who was almost like a brother to her. Judy fought to control herself, but all she could think of was Bill's rock-hard cock and hot great it would feel pounding inside her gushing cunt.
Bill obviously wanted her, too. He was almost paralyzed with horniness. He was starting to breathe hard as he stared at her luscious bit tits and lust-stiffened nipples. He wanted Judy as much as she wanted him.
Hell, she thought, why not? L.D. hadn't said a word this morning about them being committed in anyway. Fuck him!
Bill would not tell anyone. He wouldn't ruin her reputation. And she'd get what she so desperately needed. Judy really didn't see anything wrong with her and Bill getting together. They both needed it badly.
She walked over to him, her shapely, firm tits quivering. She walked so close that she could feel his hot breath on her sensitive tit-flesh.
"Want to touch my titties?" she teased him.
Bill tried to answer, but he only made horny croaking noises. Judy leaned back against the piano, and Bill started molding and exploring her fat-softened globes. He seemed a little nervous at first, but his lust quickly overpowered his shyness. He panted lustily as he squeezed the silky hot flesh.
"Mmmmmmm, yesss, Bill," she gurgled, "that feels so nice. Do you do this with all the girls?"
Bill reddened and said, "I've only done this with a couple of them. I touched their titties once, through their clothes, and they got hysterical. They said they wanted to wait."
"So, you're not getting any fucking?" Judy asked.
"Nope," Bill sighed.
She shivered and creamed heavily, soaking the crotch of her bikini. Bill hadn't had any pussy in a long time. He was so hot she knew she could do with him as she pleased. She could have him do the things she wanted him to do. This excited the hell out of her.
She decided not to rush things. Horny as she was, she might not get this chance again, so she'd work it for every drop of pleasure and excitement she could get. Her big nipples tingled and burned against Bill's squeezing palms.
"Bill," she said hoarsely, "I'd really love it if you'd lick my nipples."
"You would?" he cried.
He stuck out his tongue and started lashing it over her engorged tender nipples. Judy sobbed with pleasure. L.D. had done that to her last night and she'd loved it. She slumped against the piano and creamed like crazy.
"Mmmmmmmm, yesss, Bill, I love that," she gurgled. She felt like she could cum if she rubbed her thighs together, she was so hot. Bill was handsome, very sexy, and he was eager to do her bidding. She'd found the answer to her loneliness, at least for today.
"Suck them, Bill, suck them good," she moaned.
Bill went to work instantly. Obviously he would have done any crazy thing she asked him to. He slid his hot lips down around her quivering left nipple and started sucking it. Judy whimpered with lust. She creamed so hard that the hot sticky cunt-juice soaked through her bikini and ran down her legs.
"Oh, God, Bill, I love that!" she moaned.
He sucked her left nipple till it was swollen stiff, then went to her right. His greedy sucking made her whimper and shiver with excitement. She had a wild urge to pull his jeans down and fuck him silly.
But, no, she wasn't going to rush. This opportunity might not come her way again. She was going to take it slow, gorging herself on every delicious sensation. She thought about what she wanted to do next, and she quickly made a decision.
Bill was too delighted to speak. He just hurried after her as she went to her office. At the open doorway, she hesitated for just a second. This was the room she'd fucked the salesman in a couple of days ago.
"Come on, Bill," she said softly, taking him by the hand and leading him into the room. "Help me with the hide-a-bed."
When it was fixed, she drew him down on it beside her. He was a little bolder now, and his hands went right to her big swollen tits, squeezing and exploring. Judy gurgled with pleasure. She wanted to tell him how much she needed his touch, how horny she was. But Bill had been her friend and had wanted her too long, she knew better than to load him up with that. She decided just to give him a nice fucking.
Now he began licking and sucking at her stiff nipples, which were supersensitive to his hot wet lips. Judy gushed a steady stream of cream, and she writhed with horniness. She eyed the tempting bulge at Bill's fly.
While he went on playing with her tits, she unzipped his pants and started tugging them down. She helped him out of his jeans, delighted that he wasn't wearing underpants. She was actually shaking with arousal as she stared at his stiff cock. It wasn't as big as L.D.'s, but it was a beauty, long and thick and rigid. Her fingers trembling, she reached out and grasped his prick.
"Oh, Judy!" Bill gasped.
Judy grinned. Bill was out of his head with excitement, and she'd hardly done anything to him yet. She wrapped her fingers around his throbbing prick and began to pump it. Bill shivered and groaned. Thick hot cream began to bubble from his cocktip. Judy smeared the stuff all over the blue-veined column of meat.
"Do you like that, Bill?" she asked.
"Shit, yes," he sighed. "Oh, excuse my horniness. But I've wanted this for so long."
"I know," she sighed. "We should have been fucking since high school."
As she teasingly stroked his engorged cock and he played with her fantastic tits, Bill looked at her adoringly. He'd had a crush on Judy for as long as he could remember. He could hardly believe his good fortune. But his arousal was real enough.
He felt like he'd cum if she didn't stop. He didn't want to shoot while getting a hand-job, but every passing second he got more excited. Judy's little hand was hot and quick on his nearly-shooting cock.
She wasn't wearing anything but that skimpy bikini bottom. He could see the pout of her pussy mound and a few wispy pussy curls around the triangle of cloth that covered her crotch. He couldn't contain his eagerness.
"Judy," he said hoarsely, "could I take off your bikini?"
"Sure, Bill, go ahead," she smiled.
His cock gave a lusty jump in her fingers, and he damned near shot his wad. His hands shook as he untied the little bows that held her bikini together. He slipped off the skimpy garment and stared at the lush golden fur of her cunt bush. Judy felt just as excited as he did. She grabbed the bikini from him and tossed it off the bed. She parted her thighs a little and let him see the moist pink flesh of her cunt gash.
"Oh, Judy, I've got to touch it," Bill croaked.
Judy, took his hand and slipped it between her thighs. She rubbed his fingers back and forth over the slippery hot flesh of her cunt gash, showing him just the speed and pressure she liked most.
When she let go of his hand, he started petting her pussy the way she'd shown him. His hand was suddenly deluged with her sticky molten cunt-honey. Judy whimpered with each gush.
She'd meant to take things slow, but now, she felt she just had to cum. She sensed that Bill was barely holding back his climax, too. Well, there was an easy solution to their dilemma.
"Bill, finger-fuck me," she moaned.
She grabbed his hand and rammed it to her cunt. He slipped his stiff middle finger up her steaming hot cunt hole and began moving it in and out, prompted by her guiding hand. Then she pumped his prick faster and faster.
"Yes, that's good, Bill," she panted. "Keep doing it. Let's get each other off."
Bill was a little disappointed. He'd been wanting to fuck her. But he wasn't complaining. It was heaven for the perpetually horny farmboy just to be doing this much with his idol. He often dreamed of being so lucky.
He pistoned his finger stiffly in Judy's searing-hot cunt, while she pumped his cock wildly. He could hardly believe the heat on the inside of her cunt. It was so tight and juicy and hot, even nicer than any girl he'd ever had.
But he soon forgot everything but the incredible excitement of having her jack him off. He hammered his finger in her cunt, and, she raced her fingers up and down the hugely engorged shaft of his cock till he exploded with lust.
"Ummmmhhhhh, damn, aaaagggghhhhh!" he yelled.
"Oh, Bill, yessss, ahhhh!" Judy sobbed.
She was cumming hard around his jerking finger, and she saw the thick ropes of cream spurting from his cock. She aimed his jetting prick right at her mouth, opened her lips wide and managed to catch most of his delicious hot cream. "Mmmmmmm," she sighed.
They rolled apart, panting, and Judy propped herself on one elbow. She grinned at Bill.
"That was for openers," she said. "Are you ready for more?"



CHAPTER NINE



JUDY GOES COCK-WILD


Judy was laying on the bed, sighing, rolling her head from side to side. Her orgasm had drained her for a few minutes and she was drifting in and out of drowsiness. She hadn't, for a second, forgot the young, thick cock laying beside her.
Bill, his cock all wet was beginning to harden again. He reached down and took the hefty piece of man-meat in his hand and began to stroke it to a full, throbbing hard-on. His balls were working in their hairy sac, refueling themselves for the fuckfest to come.
"Judy, are you ready?" Bill asked.
"Let me rest a minute, Bill, I'm so exhausted," she mumbled.
"Come on, get up and show me how good your pussy can be. Get on your hands and knees. I want to fuck you doggie-style," he said, rolling to a sitting position.
"When I'm ready," she stalled.
"I want you up and ready, now," he said, falling into her game of stall and start. "Now get up on all fours."
Judy crossed her arms and yawned. "In a minute, Bill."
"Okay, you asked for it!" Bill suddenly straddled Judy's chest and neck, mashing her tits with his fuzzy asscheeks. As she opened her mouth to protest, in a silly gaming way, he stuffed his cock in it, ramming her words back down her throat. Judy smiled from around his shaft, her eyes aglow with delight. She raised her head and swallowed the remaining couple of inches of cock and buried her nose in his pubes.
"Mmmmmmm, yeah, suck my cock!" Bill croaked, gripping Judy's ears and fucking her face as fast as he could move his hips back and forth. "What a hot, wet throat! What a tongue! Eat it, Judy, eat my cock! Suck me off!"
Judy noticed how much confidence he suddenly was showing. This was more like it, she thought, as he drove in and out of her mouth. Spit leaked from the corners of her mouth. Her lips were stretched thinly around Bill's thick prick. Judy loved the way Bill was fucking her mouth and throat, she was soon drenched with sweat. She squeezed her legs together, squirming and shimmying, rubbing her cuntlips together.
Judy squirmed on the bed on the bed, her shoulders pinned down by Bill's weight, her mouth and throat stuffed with his sliding prick. As she squirmed, she appeared to be rubbing her swollen tits against Bill's asscheeks, stimulating her nipples by working them against him. She was sliding her smooth legs together, wiggling her ass and humping her loins, masturbating herself.
"I'm getting close, Judy," Bill said, rocking his hips rhythmically, sliding his prick in and out of her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Judy cooed as she smacked her lips around his cock. She munched it as if it were a succulent salami.
Then, without warning, Bill raised up and pulled his cock out of Judy's mouth. "I don't want to finish like that. Let's fuck. Are you ready?"
"You'd better know that I'm ready," she said.
"Get up on your hands and knees and let me see that hot pink hole of yours from behind," he said. "I love to fuck doggy-style."
Judy struggled dizzily to the position he wanted. Her, arms and legs felt rubbery. Her tits hung like udders swollen with milk. She arched her back, turning up her ass and shoving it toward Bill. The sunlight licking between the curtains outlined her gaping pussy lips in a bath of white light.
"Fuck me!" she gasped, panting, the pussy-cream gushing out of her raging, aching, burning fuckhole. "Fuck me, Bill!"
He chuckled as he descended to his knees behind her, although his face was flushed a beet-red – about the same color as his prickhead – and he appeared shaky, almost spent. As Judy watched him over her shoulder, she wiggled her ass, wanting more than anything to feel his throbbing cock slide into her cunt.
"Fuck me, Bill! Oh, God, drive your prick in my pussy!"
He rubbed the head of his dripping cock up and down her leaking pussy-slit, spreading her swollen cuntlips, kissing the hot meat of her pussy with the hot meat of his cock. Judy moaned and whined like an animal. She could hardly believe the desire she felt, the lust.
"Oh, Bill, I'm so hot!" she stammered.
He moved slowly, grinning at her, holding back by using all of his selfcontrol. Judy watched him jack his cock, saw his cock-hole in the tip gaping widely and thick, clear fluid dribbling over the knuckles of his rhythmically moving hand. He leaned forward, sniffing her cunt. His tongue came out and licked from one end of her pussy-slit to the other, tasting her juices. His tongue darted in the dark cunthole only once, then withdrew.
"Mmmmm!" he sighed, straightening up, smacking his lips and swallowing. "You taste good, Judy. I could lick you all day."
"Please, Bill," she begged. "Please, fuck me! Fuck me now!" Judy was on the verge of tears, she wanted fucked so badly. Her pussy was contracting, sucking air, like a fish's mouth.
Bill gripped her hips, digging his fingers into her fatty love-handles (something she found after leaving the stage). "You want it, huh?" He looked intense, the gleam in his eyes was burning. He pushed his prickhead against Judy's cunt. Her furry lips parted and let his mushroom shaped tip nestle between them. He held her steady with his powerful grip.
"Please, Bill, fuck me," she yelled. She wanted to break free of his grip so she could ram her ass back and drive his prick deep up her cunt.
"Okay, Judy," he said. "Hang on, here comes the fuckin' of your life." He rammed forward and drove his full eight inches of thick prick deep into Judy's pussy hole. "Ahhhhh!"
"Ohhhhh!" Judy sighed, her eyes turned back, every cell of her body tight and tingling, the flames of lust whirling through her stuffed cunt.
"Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!" Bill breathed, starting to slide his cock in and out. "Oh, yeahhhhh, it's so juicy and tight and hot! Mmmmmmm, yeahhh!"
"Ohhhhhh, Bill, I'm almost there," Judy whimpered, "but I don't want to stop now."
"Me either," Bill groanedd. "I wanner fuck you forever." He'd waited so long for this chance and now it was almost finished.
The couple were so involved in their fucking that they would not have heard a freight train run through the studio. Neither did they hear Alexis when he called her name. He had tried to find someone around the studio and failing, was about to leave when he noticed the office door open at the back of the building. As he neared the open door, he heard the strange noises they were making in their lustful dance of the ages.
Alexis tiptoed to the office and stood in the shadows, peering into the office. At first he couldn't believe what he saw. Judy… his dance partner and a young man were on a bed fucking up a storm. Alexis thought he knew the guy.
It was Bill Johnson. Alexis remembered Judy saying they'd been high school sweethearts. Well, Alexis thought, they weren't exactly enemies, from the looks of things.
"Onnnnnnhhh, Bill, that's so good," Judy was moaning. "Keep fucking me good and hard, I love it."
"I'll fuck you all day if you want, Judy," Bill replied in a hoarse blissed-out voice.
Alexis growled angrily. But he knew that he'd better play it cool. After all, he realized, Judy had the right to fuck any guy she wanted to. If he tried to stop her, she might refuse to dance in his ballet. He forced himself to hide back in the shadows and watch while he decided what to do.
His cock had already made a decision. It was swelling up painfully hard, straining at his fly, as he watched the sexy young ballerina fucking the young stud. Somehow he had to get in on the fun, but he didn't know how.
He watched Judy arching her back and driving her ass back against Bill to take as much of his cock as she could. Her gorgeous tits were shaking and bobbling between her arms. Her face was bathed in the throes of ecstasy. Her eyes were squeezed tight. Obviously she was loving every second of his fucking.
"Harder now, Bill," she groaned. "Give it to me as hard as you can."
Alexis gritted his teeth. He would have given anything to be in Bill's place just then, hammering his iron-hard cock into Judy's juice-spurting cunt and making her sob with pleasure.
Bill went into high gear, pounding his cock into her so hard that Alexis could hear their bodies slapping together. For a second he wondered how much of this Judy could take, but then he remembered her urging him to fuck her harder and harder. She loved it that way.
"Unnnhhhhh, uuuunnnngggghhhhh," Bill groaned, panting with effort.
"More, Bill more!" Judy squealed. She was going cock-wild and demanded her fill of hot, hard prick.
Alexis actually hoped Bill would fail, that he'd shoot his load too soon and leave the beautiful young dancer frustrated. Then Alexis could rush to her rescue. But it looked like Bill was going to hang in there and get the job done.
Bill was red-faced with effort, panting and gasping, but he was giving Judy what she wanted, a steady hammering. She let her head roll from side to side and bared her pretty white teeth in a snarl of lust. Alexis had to admit Bill was doing a good job with her.
But that didn't make him any less jealous or horny. It was killing him to watch another guy fuck Judy. Yet at the same time he felt a wicked fascination. Spying was a kinky kick for him, something he'd never done before.
Now Judy's hips were jerking with lightning speed, matching Bill's powerful thrusts. Alexis could hear an obscene sucking sound, the noise of Bill's cock reaming the thick hot juice from Judy's cunt. Like everything else he was observing, the noise drove him wild.
He couldn't leave here without fucking Judy. He'd just die of lust and frustration. But how was he going to get in on this scene? His prick tried to batter its way out of his jeans as he watched Judy and Bill fucking like rutting wild things.
"Ohhhhhh, Bill, I'm almost there," Judy whimpered, "but I don't want to quit."
"You've done told me that. Now I'm trying to fuck you silly," Bill said. "Let's get on with it." With that, Bill increased his speed and power to his thrusting cock.
Oh, terrific, Alexis thought.
That was all he needed, to stand here all day watching them fuck themselves into exhaustion. But he didn't know what else to do except watch and wait for his chance. Now Judy was squeezing her eyes shut and gasping, as if she was on the very verge of cumming.
"Ummm, Bill, you're doing it to meeeeee. I'm cummmmiiiiinnn'," she screamed. "Ohhhhhhhh, shit, aaaarrrrggggghhhhh!"
Alexis knew from his past fuck sessions with Judy that her steaming little cunt was going into hot hard spasms around Bill's prick. Not even Bill could hold out against that exciting sensation. And sure enough, he began to yelp and hammer his load into the ballerina's greedily sucking cunt.
"Take my load, Judy, unnnnhhhh, wwwwaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh!" the young man growled.
They rode out their climax, bucking and groaning together, till finally Bill collapsed on Judy's back, gasping for breath. Alexis noticed that Judy didn't seem nearly as done in. Bill might be through for the day, but she definitely wasn't.
"Come on, Bill," she panted. "Let's do it some more. I'll suck you hard again, okay?"



CHAPTER TEN



DOUBLE-JOINTED


Bill and Judy gasped and gawked at the unexpected guest. She had known Alexis was due to arrive any day, but she had no idea today was the day. What would she say to him? What would he think?
Alexis strode into the room, his eyes hot with lust, his fly bulging. It was clear that he'd been watching them for quite a while and had gotten wildly aroused. Judy quickly got over her panic. She was as glad to see Alexis as she'd been Bill. She was cock-wild today, and another hard, thick prick was very welcome.
"Why, Alexis," she cooed. "I didn't expect to so soon."
"No, I can see you didn't," he growled. "You were too busy fucking him. I didn't know you were making it with all the local studs since you left the ballet."
He sounded jealous, and Judy did her best to soothe him. "Alexis, I wouldn't mind if you told me about the other girls you're fucking. Remember, honey, I was in your troupe for a long time. I know how you throw the cock in any young ballerina who'll bend over for you. Remember the night you actually slipped your cock in my cunt while we were waiting to go on stage. When I made my entrance, the crotch of my tights were still pulled to one side. Half of Montreal got a good view of my slit."
"I remember," Alexis said. "I'm not mad, just hurt that I was cut out of the action."
Bill had finally recovered from his surprise, and now he glared at Alexis. "No way you're cuttin' in," he snarled. "I got here first, and I'm not leaving."
"No fair," Alexis snapped. "You've had your turn."
"I'm not finished yet," Bill countered.
Judy realized she was going to have a fight on her hands if she didn't do something. But how could she choose between these two cute studs? She wanted them both. She needed both of them to take care of her hot pussy.
So, she thought, why not have them both!
"Hey, guys," she said, "there's no need to fight. I can handle both of you. Let's just be friends and have a little party, okay?"
The two men looked at her warily.
"What do you mean, Judy?" Alexis asked. "You want both of us to stay?"
"That wouldn't work," Bill insisted.
"Yes it will," Judy smiled. "Keep your cool now. I don't want to lose either of you, and you don't want to leave good pussy like I've got, do you?"
"No," they chorused.
"Well, then, the only solution is for you to share me," Judy replied. "I'll give Alexis a turn now, and then Bill can have another try at drowning the pussy. It's the game we play. What could be more fair than that?"
The guys didn't like it, but they knew they had no choice. If they wanted to go on fucking the beautiful ballerina, they had to play it her way. Bill got up and plunked himself down in a chair, annoyed, but resigned to the situation. Alexis started throwing off his clothes.
"I'm so glad you two hot studs agree," Judy purred.
She watched eagerly as Alexis skinned out of his tight pants. His stiff young cock snapped free of its prison, engorged and ready for action. Judy gushed hard when she saw it.
True, she'd just been very well-fucked, but she was already dying for more. One fuck, two orgasms was never enough for her. The hot lust had been building in her for three years, and it was going to take an awful lot of fucking to satisfy her.
Alexis started toward her, his cock so swollen that he hardly twitched as he moved. Thick hot cream was dripping from its hole. Judy wanted to lick and suck and fuck him, all at the same time, but she had to make a choice.
"Let's try it the way you taught me when we were touring the States," Judy suggested. "Do you remember the fuck-position you called 'Fiddler On The Roof'?"
"I sure do," Alexis said. "It was my favorite." Alexis bounded across the room, his stiff cock wagging, and Judy pulled him down on the bed and rolled him onto his back. She briefly ran her fingers up and down his gorgeous blue-veined prick, then straddled him, her dripping pussy poised right over his stiff cock.
"Hey, that's wild," Bill grinned.
"Yes," Judy grinned back. "Alexis taught me this."
Bill stood over next to the bed to watch. He was curious to see how this new position worked. Judy was rubbing her slick pussy teasingly back and forth over the purple head of Alexis' cock. The man was shivering with excitement and aching to shove his prick into her, but letting her take the lead.
After all, Judy was on top. She was the dance instructor in this studio, the experienced one, and the guys were letting her have her way. She was like a jack-off fantasy come true to Bill, and he'd do anything to be a part of this scene.
"Okay, Alexis, go for it," she said at last.
With a happy groan Alexis rammed his rigid cock upward, impaling her on the thick rod. Judy gasped as she took it, and then a thick flood of cream gushed from her pussy and soaked his balls. She gurgled happily as he began jerking his, cock inside her.
"Yeah, honey," she panted, "fuck me nice and hard. You know how I like it."
Alexis sure did. He proceeded to give her the hard fast fucking she loved, while Bill watched with rapidly mounting lust. A moment ago he'd felt totally fucked out, but now he was feeling very horny again as he watched his friend's stiff cock pistoning in and out of Judy's juicy cunt.
For a moment or so, Judy just crouched there on top of Alexis, enjoying the deep hard thrusts of his steel-hard prick. But she could see that Bill was about to have a fit, he was feeling horny again, if the size of his growing erection was any indication. It was time to work him into the fun.
"What about me?" Bill moaned, stroking his stiff rod slowly.
"All right, Bill," she panted, "you stand in front of me, and I'll suck you off."
Bill's scowl changed to a blissful grin. "Oh, hey, all right!" he cried. "What a wild thing to do!"
He hurried to get in front of her, his drooling cock just grazed her lips, leaving sticky trails of hot cum. Judy stuck out her tongue and lapped at the tasty remains of their fuck session. Then she opened her lips and let Bill slide into her mouth.
"Ahhhhhhh, oh, yessss!" he hissed.
"Mmmmmmmm," Judy moaned, her mouth and luscious cunt stuffed to the limit. She felt as if she was a cock gourmet at a prick festival.
Never in her life had she imagined doing anything like this. Even when she was on tour with the ballet company she never had this much cock at one session. In her wildest fantasies there was; only one guy at a time – never two. Now she had discovered that she could expand her horizons.
I'm now double-jointed, she laughed to herself.
There was double the excitement, double the pleasure, of ordinary sex when she took on two guys at once. Alexis had his cock pounding in her greedy punt, and Bill's delicious cock cream was dripping onto her tongue. She creamed heavily onto one jerking cock and sucked hungrily on another.
"M m m m m m m m m m, uuummmmmmmmmmmm," she moaned.
"Unnnhhhh, damn, her cunt's so fucking hot," Alexis moaned.
"Jesus, she's sucking me good!" Bill sighed.
Alexis picked up his pace and increased the power of his thrusting cock to drive it deeper into Judy's smoking little pussy. He leaned around and could see Judy's pink-glossed lips zipping up and down the blue-veined column of Bill's hard shaft. It was crazily exciting to the little threesome.
Judy couldn't talk with her mouth full, but she was making all kinds of delighted gurgles and moans and whimpers as she took two stiff pricks at the same time. The guys could tell she was really getting off on it.
Judy was going out of her mind with the wild excitement. She hadn't realized just how arousing it was going to be, taking on the two of them and their cock at once. She sucked faster and faster on Bill's drooling cock, gulping up his juice, and she jerked her hips lustily to Alexis' deep plowing.
"Mmmmmmmmm, unnnnnnngggggggg," she moaned. Bill's eyes were rolling, and he was close to shooting his load. He spun out of control and started fucking her mouth, hammering his engorged prick over her slippery hot tongue. His balls were slapping against her chin with a resounding smack when he drove into her mouth.
"Ahhhhhh, damn, ahhhhh," he groaned.
Alexis was close to cumming, too, as he pistoned his incredibly swollen gut-wrench in Judy's deliciously tight pussy. With each backstroke, her cunt-honey would squirt out around his shaft and run down onto his belly and balls. There was a puddle of fuck-juices under him on the bed. The sheets were soaked with the mixture of cock and cunt creams. He started fucking faster and faster, until his belly was slapping her asscheeks loudly.
"Oh, Judy, darling, I'm gonna cum," he moaned. Judy was practically there herself, but she wanted it to happen in the most exciting way possible. She wanted all three of them to cum at the same time. She tightened her cunt around Alexis' deep-driving prick and sucked as hard as she could on Bill's swollen cock.
That did it for the guys. Bill let out a yelp and started jetting his thick hot cum down her throat. Alexis bellowed and flooded her pussy with an enormous load of molten jizz. And Judy was cumming right along with them.
"Uuunnnhhhh, uuummmmmmmmmm!" she sobbed. "Eeeeiiiiiiiii!"
"Eat it, Judy, aaaagggghhhh!" Bill yelled.
"Ohhhhh, darling, sweet, Judy, fuck me with your tight pussy!" Alexis bawled.
The three of them finally rolled apart, lying on the bed and catching their breaths. Bill and Alexis needed a rest, that was for sure. But as soon as Judy was breathing normally, she glanced over at them. Their limp pricks lay spent on their lower bellies.
"Look, you guys," she said. "I've really enjoyed the good fucking and sucking, but now I've got to get ready for my first class. You two will have to get dressed."
All three of them got up and scrambled for their clothes, that were strewn across the entire room. Judy snatched her yellow bikini top and bottom and threw them in the dirty clothes. She went to the shower, and after a quick cleansing spray, she dried and dressed in her tights and leg warmers, ready for business. The two guys were dressed. Bill said his good-byes and left in a hurry. Alexis wanted to talk about his new ballet.
"Let us go into the studio and dance," Alexis said.
She nodded her agreement and walked with him to the barre where they began to warm and loosen their muscles, as if they weren't limp enough after the fucking. She noticed Beth and Sandie come into the studio. They were standing at the edge of the stage silently watching them.
Alexis went and set the record on the turntable. "Come, dance with me, ballerina, for old times sake and for new." Alexis held out his hand. There was magic when they came together. Not the sexual ecstasy that had been prominent a few minutes before but a theatrical magic few are privileged to even witness in life.
Their fingers touched, then parted. Judy felt it instantly, the youth, the hope, the poignancy of first love. Her steps were instinctive. They flowed with the music and paired fluidly with Alexis' movements.
When he lifted her for the first time, she felt as though she were lost forever in the music, in the emotion.
Beth watched them, barely able to breathe. Although the dance looked deceptively simple, her training gave her a complete appreciation of its intricacies. It was romance in its purest form; a man and a woman irrestibly drawn together, testing the waters of new love. Beth couldn't move. She'd never in her life witnessed anything like this and she was hypnotized by the scene. The dance was turning her on like nothing else ever had. She felt her pussy moisten. She rubbed her thighs together, forcing a stream of hot cunt-honey into the crotch of her panties.
The music vibrated with the emotion of a love deep and doomed. It shone naked in Judy's eyes – a young girl loving for the first time. Beth's heart nearly burst with the glory of it. Beth squeezed her thighs tightly together and began rubbing them so it would work her pussylips against each other until she gushed her creamy load in her panties.
It was an easy way to jerk off and it didn't get her fingers all wet with her pussycream. Beth had jerked herself off like this in classrooms and other public areas many times. It was her secret formula for relief.
Far several seconds after the music ended, the dancers remained still, eyes locked, fingers just touching. Then Alexis turned to Beth and smiled. "What did you think of the dance?"
"She was wonderful," Beth responded, barely able to speak from the overwhelming emotions of her climax and the dance combined. "You were both wonderful."
Slowly, Judy lifted her head. When she looked up her eyes were brimming with tears.
Suddenly, without any hint of warning, L.D. flashed through Judy's mind. She wanted him again, to recapture some of the happiness they had shared last night. Yet she knew that once they'd spoken, he would know she'd been fucking Bill and Alexis. Would he take her with that load to bear? Was he really interested in loving, or only in the sex? Either way, the had to go to him… now.
She made her excuses to Beth and Alexis. She told Beth to audition for Alexis while she was gone, promising to return within the hour.
When she reached the door, she glanced back over her shoulder. Alexis was holding Beth in preparation to their first movements of the dance routine Judy had just finished. He'll be in her pants before he lets her go, she thought. Oh, well, Beth's a big girl… she'd better be to handle that rod of his. She went to her car and drove off. Carefully inspecting the work the garage had done to repair it. Everything seemed okay.



CHAPTER ELEVEN



IT'S LOVE IN THE END


Judy drove to L.D.'s house and he greeted her politely. "Judy. I didn't expect you so soon, but nevertheless, it's good to see you. Is anything wrong?" Judy felt his hands tighten on hers before he released them.
"I hope I'm not disturbing you." Turning, she walked to the fire, needing to warm herself. She felt strangely refreshed after the scandalous fucking and sucking party she'd had with Bill and Alexis; the dance; the shower. "I need to talk."
"You're not disturbing me at all," he said, staying a short distance from her. "What is it? Can I be of help?" His look was of concern and doubt.
"As a matter of fact," she said, nervously wringing her handkerchief she was holding in her hands. "You're the only one in the world who can help settle this feeling I have."
L.D. stood staring at her, studying the long slope of her neck until she turned back to him. "Tell me, Judy, what's the problem?"
"I've been offered a part in the ballet Alexis is putting on. It would mean traveling to Montreal. I've had the spotlight. I don't need it anymore. I need much, much more than fame."
"That's simple to say, but do you mean it?" he asked. "What if I asked you to stay here? What if I offered something completely different? There would be no limelight raising a family."
"What are you offering, L.D.?" she asked, her eyes almost brimming over. "What exactly is it?"
L.D. turned slightly so their eyes met. He didn't touch her. "I'm offering you marriage. Oh, I'm not doing it for the selfish reasons you may think. I'm offering you marriage because I'm in love with you, and I don't want to lose you."
Judy's eyes widened. Then she was in his arms, clinging with all her strength. Their lips met with mutual need, tasting and parting to taste again until the sharp edge of that need had subsided. She pressed her face into his shoulder a moment, hardly daring to believe what she had heard.
"I've missed touching you," he said. "I know it's only been a few hours, but I realized this morning, that I love you and want to have you by my side."
"Really?" she could not fathom such luck being hers.
"There is nothing else I can think of, but holding you," he said rapidly. "I can't work, or anything else until you marry me."
"Oh, L.D., I can't believe it." She drew her face away from his shoulder. "Tell me again."
"I love you." She felt his body relax as she heard his sigh. "I've never said that to a woman before."
"You really haven't said it," she said. "Have you?"
He pushed her away far enough so that their eyes could meet, then he held her there with a look deep and intent. "No one's ever reached me the way you have. I could say I've spent my whole life looking for someone like you, but I haven't." He smiled, running his hands up her arms until they framed her face. "I didn't know there was anyone like you."
Judy felt pretty pleased with herself. She'd found the answers she was looking for. She could get all the loving she would ever need from the man she loved. That way, she could take care of him and have his cock anytime.
The only catch was what to do about Beth and Alexis. She thought for a moment. The look on Alexis' face when he saw Beth told Judy that Beth would soon be traveling to Montreal. So, that would be no problem. But, would Bill keep their secret? She knew he would, although one day, she'd tell L.D. herself.
On the plus side, she would have the man she loved and get laid every single day – maybe several times a day. That was just the right thing for her.
L.D. was looking at her with an interest that went beyond waiting for her answer. She decided to give him a surprise answer. She quickly reached up and slipped her sweater over her head and before it had hit the floor, her jogging pants and shoes were flying to pile up in the corner. She now stood before L.D. wearing only her bra and cotton panties. The skimpy bra hardly contained her shapely tits. L.D. couldn't take his eyes off her.
"Where did I set my purse, L.D.?" she asked.
She knew right where her purse was, but she needed a moment to collect her thoughts. Could she really go through with it? It was an outrageous thing to do. But her mind was made up. Her pussy was on fire, demanding attention from the man she loved.
She took L.D.'s hand and led him to the couch, struggling to control her excitement. She didn't care anymore about the risk she might be taking. This opportunity came once in a girl's life, and she wasn't going to throw it away.
"Okay, Judy," L.D. said, "tell me what I should expect. Are you going to marry me?"
"In the first place, I want to give you my answer in my own way, but I want to get your undivided attention for the time being – and I know how to do that."
"Okay, do it your way," he said, somewhat amused by her antics.
Judy couldn't control herself a second longer. "This is what you need to know, honey," she said, moving in for a kiss.
She took L.D. by surprise as she planted a passionate kiss on his mouth. She put her arms around him and pulled him tight against her, her lust-stiffened nipples poking into his chest. She darted her tongue teasingly against his lips. The contact was electrifying.
L.D. moaned and shivered. His lips parted eagerly as Judy slid her tongue between them. He shivered even harder as she probed his mouth sensuously with her hot little tongue.
Then she drew back and said, "Did that keep you interested?"
"It sure as hell did," he panted.
She kissed him again, not hiding her lust. Her steamy hot tongue explored his mouth, and she caressed his shoulders and back. L.D. was shaking with arousal. She knew she was going to have no trouble seducing him.
Finally they came up for air. "Think you could kiss me like that every day?" Judy asked.
"I'd sure like to try," L.D. answered. "That's what I'm asking for… the opportunity to try."
He kissed her again. This time he was the one who took the lead. He was very good. Judy loved the way this handsome man kissed her. It made her pussy gush a stream of sticky, hot cum from her cuntlips. She slumped back and let L.D. run his tongue around in her mouth. She creamed right through her panties. At last they broke apart, flushed and breathing hard.
"Did you mean something like that?" he asked hoarsely.
"That was great, honey," Judy sighed. "Now let me show you another way to keep my interest at home."
She took L.D.'s hand and eased it up under her bra. He just about flew off the couch as he felt her hot tit-flesh. She let go of his hand and let him explore, her eater tits swelling and throbbing.
"You really like me playing with your tits, don't you?" he asked, barely able to speak.
"Mmmmmmmmm, I sure do," Judy gurgled. "You can take my bra off, if you want to."
He was so excited he was clumsy, but he got the job done. He removed the flimsy bra and stared at Judy's tits as if he'd never really seen them before. He went for them with both hands, molding and squeezing, while Judy slumped back and gurgled ecstatically. She glanced at the fly of his jeans and saw that it was enormously tented.
No, she wasn't going to have to worry about L.D. taking care of her. She took his hand and slid it down inside her panties. L.D. shivered as he touched the steamy wet flesh of her cunt gash.
"Did you ever play with a girl's pussy that was better than mine?" she asked.
"No," he answered. "I've never known a girl… or a cunt… like you."
Judy could hardly believe her luck. This was working out better than she could have hoped for. She loved being the seducer, for a change of pace. She would teach him just what she wanted him to do to her… above what he already knew.
"Take my panties off, L.D.," she grinned.
"It's either that or I'll rip them to shreds," he grinned at her and started to oblige her wishes.
As he eased the elastic waistband away from her skin, L.D. wondered if he was dreaming. This surely wasn't happening to him. He hadn't been seduced in years, if ever. He wanted Judy to marry him. She was like a centerfold, everything he had ever wanted, beauty, personality, talent and intelligence.
But here he was pulling off her panties, then staring at her pussy like he'd never seen a cunt before. She parted her thighs and let him ogle the luscious pink flesh of her legs, the delicate fringe of blonde curls. He stared at her enticing pussy gash and practically shot off in his pants.
"Touch it," she said.
He tried to answer her, but all that came out was a hoarse croak. So he nodded. Judy grinned and opened her legs wider, fully exposing her wet and swollen pussy. She took his hand and rubbed it back and forth over the searing soaked cunt flesh.
"Mmmmmmm, that feels nice," she sighed. "I love to be touched like that. Go ahead, try it."
L.D. didn't have to be told twice. He eagerly explored her hot cream-drenched pussy slit, and she shivered with pleasure. She juiced right into his hand. His cock tried to batter its way out of his jeans.
Judy noticed the horny lurches of his prick as it strained against his fly. The poor darling was going out of his mind with lust. But so was she. Maybe this seduction wouldn't be as slow and leisurely as she had planned.
While he petted her pussy, she reached for his fly. L.D. stared in wonder as she jerked the zipper down and eased his jeans off. Judy was pleased to see that he wasn't wearing underpants.
"Mmmmmmm, what a gorgeous cock you have, L.D.," she purred. "Or have I told you that before? Mind if I play with it?"
"Oh, no, I don't mind," he croaked.
He damned near shot his load as Judy wrapped her fingers around his prick and started pumping it. Thick hot cream gushed from his cocktip's large slit and dribbled down over her jerking fingers. She rubbed the hot liquid all over his cock. "I guess I'm making you pretty horny, aren't I, honey?" she grinned.
"Oh, hell, yes," L.D. groaned. "You're the most beautiful lady in the world, to me you are. I sure love doing all this playing with you."
Judy flashed him a wicked grin. "But you'd like to do more, wouldn't you?" she asked. "Go ahead, darling, and tell me what you really want. I need to hear it."
L.D. wasn't too keen on telling her all his desires, but he was willing to take the risk. He swallowed hard and said, "I'd sure like to fuck you, Judy, right here, right now."
"Why, darling, what a coincidence. I'd like to fuck you, too. Let's go to the bedroom."
Things were happening real fast, L.D. felt dizzy from the state of his excitement. Judy took his hand, pulled him off the couch, and led him down the hall to his room. There she pulled off his shirt, leaving him naked, then practically dragged him over to the bed.
"I'm glad you came into my life, L.D.," she said. "I'm so hot for you I could scream."
Then she was pulling him down on top of her, and L.D. sank between her eagerly parted thighs. She grabbed his achingly engorged prick and stuck it into a juicy hole, which acted as a sheath for his rod.
"Come on, darling, fuck me," she moaned.
L.D. delighted to oblige started pumping, only he didn't know exactly how she wanted it, slow or fast, gentle or hard. He shoved his prick into her as far as it would go, then lay there sighing blissfully, overjoyed that he was the one she chose to play her fantasy games with.
"Move it, honey," Judy groaned, "fuck me."
L.D. moved his cock jerkily up and down a couple of times, wondering if that was what she wanted. Judy groaned in frustration. Then she cupped his ass and started jerking her hips.
"This way, darling," she cried hoarsely. "Copy what I'm doing."
"Oh, I get it," he panted.
Judy sighed. Men were so much fun to train, to act out your fantasies with, but sometimes they could be maddening. L.D. was waiting for her every lead. At last, though, he got a good hard rhythm going, and Judy lay back and moaned with delight.
"Mmmmmmmmm, yessssss, honey!" she cried. "That's real good, that's just what I want."
"Unnnhhhh, yeah, awwwwwww!" L.D. yelled, suddenly shooting his load.
She should have expected it, of course. She'd gotten him so excited that he was out of him mind with lust. She couldn't expect him to last very long. But she was still aching to get fucked, aching to cum, and he was just lying there panting with satisfaction.
"Stay right where you are," she said.
L.D. felt her squeezing his prick with her strong cuntal muscles, giving it a very sexy massage. Her cunt seemed to go vise-tight around his soft meat, clamping and releasing and sucking at it. It seemed she wanted more fucking.
L.D. didn't take long to respond. He'd been thinking about sex and girls like her for years, but never dreamed he'd find one. She had him worked up so much, he figured he was the horniest man in the world. Judy's squeezing cunt soon coaxed him into a brand-new hard-on.
Judy felt his prick swelling inside her, stuffing her greedy pussy full. She soaked it with helpless floods of sizzling juice. Soon he was jerking his hips again, and she let him take over.
"Good, darling, real good," she panted. "Just keep fucking me nice and hard."
"I'm yours, honey, and I'm going to give it all to you, real hard and fast," he panted.
Judy closed her eyes and forgot everything but the incredible thrill of being fucked. His rock-hard prick was slicing deep into her pussy hole, giving her blast after blast of pleasure. His sawing cock shaft rubbed up and down over her hungry clit, and she rocketed toward climax.
L.D. was proud of his reaction to her fantasy. He knew what her answer would be, now that he understood her seduction game. He was driving his prick, deep into the woman he loved with pleasure. He felt like a fantasy stud. Snorting with excitement, he fucked into her faster and faster.
She responded with wails of delight, her jerking hips keeping pace with his hammering cock. He felt her soaking his cock meat with thick, hot blasts of cunthoney. She clawed at his shoulders and sobbed with ecstasy.
"Oh, honey, I love the way you're fucking me," she babbled. "Fuck me forever, L.D., don't ever stop."
L.D. planned on doing that very thing. He would gladly have fucked her till his cock wore out. But again his lust was reaching the point of explosion, and he knew he couldn't hold back his climax much longer.
Desperately he tried to get her off by fucking her as hard as he could. Without realizing it, he'd done exactly the right thing. She craved that merciless pounding. She'd gone completely wild about fucking, she needed all he could give her.
"Yesssssss, darling, fuck me," she wailed, "fuck my brains out. Unnanahhhhhh, darling, you're doing it to me now, honey, I'm cumminggggggg, eeeeeiiiiiiii!"
"Ooohhhhhhhh!" he yelled, exploding his load into her sucking cunt a second time.
"Cream meeeeee, aaaahhhhhhhh!" Judy sobbed.
She gurgled and writhed her way through the long hard orgasm. Now she had a lover who could take care of her incredible lust. It had taken her a long time to find him, but Judy was sure now that L.D. was the man for her.
"Mmmmmmmm, honey, thanks," she sighed. "You're a life saver."
L.D. looked at her adoringly. "I'll do it any time you want, Judy," he said. "Just let me be your husband."
"I can think of nothing else I'd ever want," she replied. "I'll marry you when ever you say."
"It's difficult to think you'd walk away from dancing. You're so good at it. It's been your life." He shook his head and looked at her deeply.
She smiled. It should be so simple, she thought. "Why can't you understand? You're what I want, not the stage. Not anymore. I want you. I want to be Mrs. L.D. Bickford, housewife."
With a sigh, he rested his forehead on hers.
Judy reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck. It was so easy to melt into his form. It seemed so natural to be next to him.
"I love you," he said.
"I love you, too," she answered. She let her hand drop down and gripped his cock, giving it a test squeeze. Yes, she thought, he's the man for me. He's already getting hard again. I think I'll have him fuck me doggie-style next time, but we've got the rest of our lives to experiment.
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