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CHAPTER ONE


Sally Winters, watched her husband Bill, as he drove down the driveway of their split-level home in Spring Valley, New York.
Rather than feeling a sense of loss, she felt a curious elation. Now that he was gone for at least nine hours, (and hopefully more), she could relax and plan her day, not his. Just thinking about the sexual encounters that were most assuredly hers made her clit jump between her cuntlips at a rapid rate, matched only by the beating of her heart.
She strolled to the bathroom and surveyed herself in the mirror. Her eyes, which were green, were bright and sparkling. A little mascara, discreetly placed, would enhance them even more. Her skin, which resembled that of pure, rich cream, would suffice with a little powder. Her full lips, nicely formed and alluring even to herself, needed only a glistener to highlight their sensuality. Yes, there was no question about it. Sally Winters was a magnificent specimen of human femininity, and she knew it.
Unfortunately, the clod who had married her was so involved in making his way to the top in the advertising agency he had joined after college, he was not that keenly aware of his wife's desirability.
At first this had depressed Sally. Brought up in the belief that one was faithful to one's spouse, Sally had suffered the torment of the faithful. But once she had gotten her head together about her own needs, Sally suffered no longer. In fact, Sally was far from suffering. She was one of the most contented, happiest suburban housewives on the block, and her husband had had little or actually nothing at all to do with it.
Giving herself a self-satisfied smile, Sally turned away from the mirror and began to make the rest of her body more pleasing to her lovers. She began with a hot, steaming shower. Then, with the help of an expensive perfume, deodorant and feminine suppository, Sally felt ready to engage the world.
Powdering herself and slipping into a colorful, coal and simple cotton dress, Sally returned to the kitchen where she enjoyed her second cup of perked coffee.
It wasn't long before the doorbell rang. Raising herself automatically from the breakfast nook, Sally tilted her head into a queenly posture and prepared herself for her first encounter. It mattered little that the person on the other side knew that he or she was in for a sexual bout, as Sally was always highly successful with her seductions. If the person met with her own high standards, there was no doubt in her mind that in a short while they would be lying between her legs, panting and begging for more.
She opened the door with a flourish, to the somewhat startled expression of a young man in his late twenties.
"Oh, hi!" he blurted, reaching for his head, as though to tip an imaginary cap.
Sally appraised the young man standing before her. She slowly raised and lowered her green eyes, letting them flicker sensually over the man's body, resting finally on his face. It was a very nice face. Smooth-shaven, well-formed and topped off by a shock of brown, wavy hair and light-brown eyes.
The young man did nothing but gape back at Sally. Her method of staring at him took him totally by surprise, though he was no novice in the encountering of horny housewives. In fact, it was the only blessing in his existence. He hated what he was selling, had no belief in the product and was merely passing time until some good luck struck him.
"I won't ask if your mother is home," he said, "because I would be very sorry to hear that she said."
Sally smiled at him. She backed away from the door, her movement a silent invitation to enter. The young man, Tom, wasted no time in correctly interpreting this gesture. He also moved automatically towards her. It was his natural reaction, for he really wanted to move so close to her that his cock would be shoved so firmly and high up into her cunt, she would feel as though she had died and gone to heaven.
They were inside now, still staring, at each other. Tom's lower lip began to tremble, without his being aware of it. Spittle was forming in his mouth.
"I was wondering…" he began, but Sally didn't want to hear any of his sales pitch bullshit. She had no interest whatsoever in whatever it was that he was selling. She was interested only in fucking and sucking him.
She reached towards him, her arms going directly to his waist, for all that she was interested in was what existed from the waist down. Her right hand came up between his slightly parted thighs and she caressed his crotch, fully covered by what society dictated the young salesman should wear.
As for Tom, his heart began pounding faster. He yearned to latch onto her, crushing her to his own body, feeling her ribs mashed into his, her tits pressing against his chest, but he did nothing. There was something about the way Sally had taken control of the situation. Something about the way in which she had made the first move that made Tom feel as helpless as a young boy.
He wanted to take her, yet was not against being taken. In fact, his whole body yearned to be swept away by this lovely woman standing before him. Though he was older than her, he felt that she was superior to him in age. Nothing in her physical appearance gave rise to this sensation in hit mind. Certainly, if anything, Sally resembled a virgin of fourteen. Nothing in her sexual history had left a visible mark on her. Each man who fucked her always was given the sensation that he was the first. Naturally, it wasn't true, but there was something in the way Sally made love to each of her men that left them with the impression he was the first. Her technique was so flawless, her desire for them so genuine, it was hard for most men to duplicate her performance with others.
Right now, Tom was drawn towards her like a man drawn to an angel on the other side of a fiery abyss. Not knowing whether or not her husband would appear at any moment, he was willing to forfeit life and limb for a chance to bury his head or cock between her steamy thighs.
Without even thinking about it, he fell to his knees and began to nose around between her legs for her cunt.
Sally felt Tom's breath blowing against the thin fabric of her summer dress and she resented the interference that the covering provided. Tearing viciously at her garment, she tore it to pieces and let it fall around Tom's head and onto the floor.
Now Tom was facing what he had longed to face. Her pussy hairs were tickling his nostrils. Fighting his desire to stick his moist tongue into her puffy slit, he rose from his knees and began to strip out of his own clothes.
Sally observed this with relish. With each exposing of a different part of his flesh, her heart quickened in excitement. He had the broad barrel of a chest covered with hairs that thrilled her. His slim hips sloped down to long, lean and muscled legs, and there in the center was what she hungered for – his exceptionally well-endowed cock.
Its thick, pole-like shaft, covered with swollen veins, strained towards her. Its broad, mushroom-like head sought her cunt out with its slant eye, glistening now with a drop of pre-cum.
And swaying gently in two well-formed sacs were his magnificent balls, sparsely covered with fine pubic hairs, plump with fuckjuice. Now it was Sally's turn to fall to her knees; though she would have preferred the comfort of her bed, her desire and lust for this handsome stranger was so overwhelming, she opted for the kitchen floor.
Opening her mouth with an agonized, small cry, and seizing his cock with her right hand, Sally began jerking his meat in and out of her wet mouth with such speed, Tom felt that if he got swallowed up like this, his whole life would have been worth it.
His blood began to race faster and faster with each new lick she gave his prick, each new gently pulling suck she exerted on his hot cock.
Tom spread his legs as far apart as he could and stood gently rocking back and forth on his heels, holding Sally's head between his hands. He had his cock sucked off by the best, but Sally's hungry mouth working out on his cock made all the previous attempts seem like the effort of amateurs.
He could feel his cock slipping easily in and out of her mouth, the tightness he desired created by the sucking motions she was making with her prick-stuffed cheeks. Her eyes were closed now, and her head was tilted back to allow easy entrance for his cock to slip down her throat. He could feel his cum begin to boil in his balls and he hated to shoot his load down her eager throat without fucking her first.
Jerking his cock unceremoniously out of her mouth, he began to force her back on her back, her lop high over her head, her cunt gaping and eager for his hot prick.
Squeezing his eyes shut in pleasure, Tom seized his cock and began nosing about the hairy pathway to Sally's hole.
He had wanted to eat her, too, but maybe later. How could he do everything at once when he needed to get his rocks off now? He wanted his cock buried inside her twat, clamped tightly by her cunt muscles, squeezing and milking his cock until he had shot all his hot jizz into her horny cunt.
As for Sally, she, too, would have enjoyed feeling his tongue slopping around her clit and juicy cunt. Getting eaten out was one of Sally's favorite things and foregoing it now only made her more determined to get it taken care of later.
Now, she could lose, herself in the wonderful feeling that swept her entire being as she felt the thickness of Tom's cock wedging more and more firmly up into her twat.
Her hips began bucking automatically, rising higher and higher off the floor, snapping back and forth like a crazed horse.
Tom rasped her around her plump buttocks, squeezing tighter and tighter, hanging on for all he was worth, a pleased smile on his face. Her fuck-rhythm seemed to meld with his. A primitive and pure kind of motion that cared nothing for what men would call it. They were fucking and enjoying themselves.
"Fuck me!" Sally suddenly yelled, loving the sound of the word.
Her hips rose and thrashed more urgently than before and Tom, who was doing everything in his power to satisfy this woman, wondered about her briefly for a moment. What the hell was the matter with her husband? he wondered. Couldn't he satisfy a hot-blooded cunt like her? Was she truly so insatiable that she had to fuck strangers to quench her endless lust? If so, he was glad she had chosen him. Try as he could to remember the last time he had enjoyed himself so much, it was difficult. The only experience that even came close to what he was enjoying right now was the time his mother sent him to Mrs. Martin's house to collect her dues for the Grange.
Tom had hated those errands. He always felt that he was doing his mother's dirty work, and he was. But Mrs. Martin had turned out totally unlike the other women he normally encountered. To begin with, he couldn't believe a woman like Mrs. Martin was even living in their hick farm community. Much less that she would be interested in joining a dumb outfit like their Grange. Tom himself hated the Grange. But Tom forgot how much he had hated the Grange when Mrs. Martin had let him in the house.
"I don't have the money right now," Mrs. Martin had said.
Tom lowered his eyes. He had heard that bullshit so much, it was getting to be boring to him.
"Yeah," he said listlessly.
"But I will have it tomorrow," Mrs. Martin had gone on rapidly. "You see, George, my husband, is off on the Alaskan pipeline, looking for work. So far he hasn't been able to get any, but he sends me what he can, when he can."
Tom had risen at this point. He didn't want to hear any more tales of grief.
"Wait!" Mrs. Martin had blurted. "Don't go yet. Won't you stay and have some cookies?"
Tom tried not to laugh aloud at this awkward gesture to treat him like a child. He was not a child any longer. He took satisfaction and secret pride in the fact that when he jacked off, he was able to hit the light bulb in his bedroom with his sperm; as far as Tom was concerned, he was a man.
"No," he said, rudely, "I'm not interested in cookies."
His abruptness startled both of them. "I… I mean," Tom stammered, "I'd rather have a beer."
Mrs. Martin laughed aloud at this and Tom noticed for the first time how white her teeth were and how pretty she was when she smiled.
"I have plenty of beer!" she said cheerfully. "In fact, I wouldn't mind having one myself!"
Tom was quick to follow Mrs. Martin into the kitchen, in an effort to help, but she didn't need his help. She cracked two beers open with all the flourish of a professional barmaid and handed him a very cold one.
Tom had taken the beer, feeling the coolness of the frost-covered aluminum melt underneath his already sweaty palms. Raising it towards her in a mock toast, he said aloud: "To your husband finding work in Alaska!"
"I'll drink to that!" Mrs. Martin agreed loudly. "Shit! It's hell not having any money," she added, looking out the window.
Tom realized suddenly that Mrs. Martin also didn't have any children. This was odd in their farming community, and he wondered if she used birth-control devices. He hoped so. Suddenly, more than anything else in the world, Tom wanted to fuck Mrs. Martin.
"Let's go back and sit in the living room," Mrs. Martin said, scooping up the rest of the six-pack. "I hate the kitchen!"
"Why?" Tom asked, when they were seated once again in the living room.
"Oh, it's always so hot and boring out there. No relief at all," Mrs. Martin said. She glanced meaningfully at Tom, but it went right over his head.
Mrs. Martin sighed. "Actually, I wouldn't mind cooking if it was for someone other than myself."
Tom thought to himself how his own mother never let him snack on anything when he came home from school, often ravenously hungry. "If you get bared," he offered, "you could cook something for me after school. I'll eat it!"
Mrs. Martin seemed to flush at the term, "eat it". She lowered her eyes before facing him directly after a big swill on her beer can.
"Do you like to eat?" she asked.
Tom laughed self-consciously. "I don't think I got to be this size by starving myself to death!"
Mrs. Martin looked at him long and lingeringly. "Yes," she mused. "I see what you mean."
Then she abruptly stood up and yawned. Tom stared at the way her dress hugged her shape, biding nothing of her beautiful form, her high big tits jutting into the front of her dress deliciously.
"Well," he said anxiously, "I guess I'll be off." She had turned then. "No," she said quickly, "don't go. Let's have another beer."
Tom looked at his watch. He had several other calls to make. If he ran through the other calls, he might be able to make it home in time for dinner.
"Well, maybe I have time for another beer," he said.
"Good," Mrs. Martin had said. "And call me Vickey, please."
"Okay, Vickey!" Tom had said loudly, emboldened by the beer and her closeness.
She had turned towards him then, touching him lightly on his biceps and the contact had sent a thrill right to his cock. "That's much better, isn't it?"
Then she was gone and Tom was left standing there, feeling the way her touch had seared into his arm and made his cock get larger and larger in his pants. He hoped that his hard-on wouldn't show when she came back, but a peculiar thing was happening in his brain. Somewhere, slowly it was dawning on him that should he get a hard-on that was visible to Vickey, she wouldn't mind at all.
With his second beer coursing into his blood stream, Tom began to perceive his whole situation as remarkably different from when he had first entered Mrs. Martin's house.
Mrs. Martin was now appearing closer to reality than before. Tom allowed himself to perceive how really pretty she was. How much superior her attitude towards him was, as opposed to the assholes in high school. Though Tom was a handsome dude, by any stretch of the imagination, he always seemed to be attracted to girls that wanted to wait until they were married to "do it".
Though part of Tom's brain had been conditioned to believe this was only right, an enormous part of him wanted to fuck! And now, not in some fictional future when he would be much, older. He had taken to whacking his meat off, alone in his room, his head dancing with visions of some very fuckable girl.
Now was different. Mm. Martin, Vickey, as he lad to force himself to call her, was a whole new ballgame. She obviously wasn't a virgin and she wasn't about to go through that whole Mickey Mouse number of wanting to save herself until she was married. She was married and Tom was glad.
Fuck her husband, what's his name? What kind of man would leave his wife for a strange part of the country that only a fool would go to? Tom felt his bitterness toward Mr. Martin grow in leaps and bounds. The more his guilt grew over the fact that he wanted to fuck Mrs. Martin, the deeper his hatred for the missing Mr. Martin grew.
"What's the matter with you?" Vickey suddenly asked. "You look funny!"
"Fuck you!" Tom shouted, suddenly coming out back to reality. He lunged towards Vickey as though to silence her, but he crushed her into his young strong arms instead.
Not a word of protest escaped from Vickey's lips. She returned his kiss as passionately as it was laid on her lips.
Tom could feel the parting of Vickey's lips beneath his, feel her tongue dart into his mouth, feel her saliva flow with his. He could also feel her prominent tits jutting into his chest, her nipples taut and perky, hard as nails.
He began grinding his pelvis slowly into hers, feeling her flesh give way beneath his pressure. He felt dizzy and powerful at the same time. He was like an animal at the kill. Nothing, but nothing could have distracted him from the joyous task he had set himself about. All he wanted was to feel his cock buried in a warm, tight cunt. To experience that which he had heard so much about and longed to know first-hand. Now when, it was so close to his grasp, he felt as though he was beginning to understand for the first time what life was all about.
He began tearing at Vickey's clothing. The fabric was all a hindrance to him and he wanted to do away with it, even if it meant hi destruction.
Vickey heard her dress being torn to shreds, and, though she couldn't afford another, she didn't give a shit.
All she cared about right now was getting fucked by this handsome stud.
Tom felt himself for the first time being overcome by a tidal wave. He felt as though he were drowning in a sea of lust and desire. He trusted those elements and asked only that they would have mercy an him. That's how vulnerable he felt.
And Vickey was the best.
Tom would always maintain a warm place in his heart for her generosity of spirit and patience. She made his introduction to the arts of fucking and sucking so wonderful, he became an insatiable cunt-lover and big fucker from then on. She sucked his prick. She nibbled and gulped and swallowed every bit of jizz he had to give her. She let him fuck her up her tight, lonely cunt and she let him bugger her asshole. She licked contentedly away at his own shitter and sucked his balls to his heart's content.
In short, Vickey was a delightful introduction to the arts of heterosexual love and Tom was never to duplicate his experience with her, nor did he want to!
And now, here with Sally, the memory of Vickey came flooding through his brain.
He had Sally on her stomach now, her tits pressed into the cool linoleum of the kitchen floor. Her tight little asshole was presented to his cock, which yearned to make its entrance into this highly prized tight area. With a few grunts and shoves, Tom's prick was inside her shitter to the balls, and Sally began bucking her his up and down, her buttocks slamming into his belly with undisguised glee.
"That's it, baby!" he kept saying with each new slam of his own cock into the tight grip of her asshole.
As for Sally, she could feel his cock worming its way into the deepest recess of her bowels and she wondered where it would all end. Sometimes, when the guy was unusually huge, Sally was under the impression his cock would pop out of her mouth and she could give him a blow-job at the same time she was fucking him. Of course that had never happened, and Sally was content to receive his cock up her ass at one point and down her throat at others.
Then Tom's body began shaking and shuddering with the effort of his orgasm. It seemed to Sally that they were on a roller coaster that was fast descending only to suddenly spurt uphill again and around dangerous curves that shook them both.
She could hear Tom's breath rasping in her ear.
"Oh, baby!" he gasped. "Oh, you fucking whore!"
And with that, Tom shot his load high up into Sally's asshole. They lay still for a while, and Sally could feel the excess sperm leaking out of her butt and running down her thighs. Then Tom rolled away from her. She didn't move right away, but then, when the cool of the floor turned to a sweaty puddle from her own perspiration, she, too, sat up.
Tom glanced at her sheepishly. Their encounter had been too hurried, too casual for him to feel relaxed around her. He tried to gauge what her feelings toward him were, but she averted her eyes and went into the downstairs bathroom. Tom hung around foolishly for a bit, wondering if she would return and invite him back, or what. Just as he was about to give up on her ever returning, she opened the door to the bathroom and re-entered the kitchen, a red towel around her nudity.
"Well," Tom said. "I guess I'll be going…" He let his voice trail off.
"Stop around and see me again when you're in the neighborhood," Sally invited.
She smiled at him, but it was not the kind of smile that invited any further intimacy. Tom left then, feeling good that he had gotten his rocks off so unexpectedly, but feeling oddly hollow at the same time. He would return, he vowed, and things would be different.



CHAPTER TWO


An hour or so after Tom had left, Sally was on the phone with her best friend, Lisa. The two of them shared a world of secrets so remote from their husbands' lives that, either spouse known what his wife was up to, he would have either murdered or divorced her on the spot. Unlike Sally, Lisa had two kids. This made Lisa mildly resentful of Sally's freedom, but they had so much in common in other departments, it was easy for Lisa to squelch the occasional feelings of jealousy.
"No shit!" Lisa squealed. "He just fucked you up the ass and left?"
"Yeah," Sally said. "And I'm horny as shit again. I don't know, Lisa. Sometimes I think something is wrong with me!" Lisa laughed. "If there's something wrong with you, there's something wrong with me, too! And I'm not about to buy that bullshit. We're just two young healthy women who aren't getting enough cock from our husbands!"
Lisa was married to Paul, an engineer with a firm in the city. Bill and Paul often rode together to work, but they were not close friends. At least not to the extent that their wives were.
"Where's Jane?" Sally inquired, referring to Lisa's little girl.
"At my mother's," Lisa said. "I was hoping that Jack would come by today, but so far, nothing. If you think you're horny, you ought to see the state my box is in!"
"Yeah?" Sally teased. "Tell me about it!"
This was one of her favorite games, getting each other aroused on the phone until they eventually found themselves together in bed. Though neither one of them considered themselves lesbians, they were so sexual in nature, it didn't really matter to them where their pleasure came from.
"Well," Lisa continued. "I'm sitting on the sideboard talking to you on the phone and my cunt feels so wet I have to keep my legs crossed to stop a flood!"
"Oh, come on!" Sally said.
"No kidding," Lisa went on. "There's like a itching or burning sensation down there and I can't keep ray fingers out of my box!"
"Are you playing with your cunt while you're talking to me?" Sally purred.
Lisa swallowed. "Yes," she said in a low voice. "Right now I'm pretending it's your tongue that's down there, licking and sucking on my clit!"
Now it was Sally's turn to squirm and squeeze her own firm thighs together.
"Why don't you come aver?" she asked. "Or is your mother bringing Jane back this afternoon?"
"I could call her," Lisa teased. "I'll get right back to you."
Sally hung up the phone and lit a cigarette. She had known Lisa for years, yet it never ceased to amaze her how Lisa was able to wrap her around her finger. However, Sally didn't resent this terribly. Lisa's tongue had gotten Sally through many an otherwise boring afternoon. So absorbed was Sally in the memory of Lisa's tongue sucking on her clit, the ringing of the phone startled her.
"I'll be right over," Lisa whispered, and hung up.
Lisa didn't live that far away from Sally, so it wasn't too long before Sally heard the back door open mid Lisa's footsteps.
At the sight of her friend, Sally was struck by her prettiness. Lisa's black hair and green eyes made her look something like Elizabeth Taylor, but it was her tits that turned Sally on. They were as high and as plump as a teenager's, and despite the fact that Lisa had borne two children, her body was not marred in any way.
While Sally was staring at Lisa, Lisa approached her and took her into her arms. Their tits mashed together, causing their nipples to pop forth. Wanting even closer fleshy contact, they broke away from each other momentarily to remove their clothes. Sally noted that Lisa had dressed, or rather underdressed, for the occasion. Underneath her short-shorts, she wore nothing, and under her tank-top T-shirt, no bra restrained her tits.
They moved quickly into the bedroom. Sally always took some kind of perverse enjoyment in making love in the bed she shared with her husband. She suspected she was working out some kind of hostility toward him, but this only made it more fun for the horny housewife.
Sally and Lisa often took turns playing the dominant partner, but as it was Sally's bedroom today, she took the initiative.
"Oh," Lisa murmured, feeling Sally's mouth close around her right nipple. "Lick it, honey!"
Sally needed no encouragement. She enjoyed making love to Lisa as much as she enjoyed going to bed with anyone. She moved her mouth slowly and teasingly around the pink tip, flipping her tongue with such relish that Lisa's tit fairly bounced around in her wet mouth. She had Lisa on her back now, spread before her like a delicious breakfast and Sally was determined to eat the whole thing.
While her mouth moved around Lisa's tits, her hands were busy on the rest of Lisa's body. Bringing her right hand between Lisa's spread thighs, she moved her finger up and down the moist slit. Finding Lisa's large clit without any trouble, Sally massaged the cocklike bud with pleasure. Lisa was beginning to move her hips slowly up and down now, in rhythm to Sally's finger. Sally would massage Lisa's clit, then bring her finger down to Lisa's cunt-hole and push it up inside.
Now Lisa's hips lost their rhythmic bouncing up and down. Her movements were becoming frantic, matched only by her hoarse breathing.
"Eat me!" she moaned. "Suck my cunt, honey!"
Sally smiled to herself. All in good time, she thought. Right now she was enjoying dominating Lisa. She could do anything she wanted to do to Lisa, and she would. But she would be in control of Lisa's pleasure, not the other way around.
She was lying between Lisa's spread legs, her mouth going from one tit to the other, but then she took both her hands and began kneading her tits while her mouth moved down to her stomach.
Circling the indentation of Lisa's belly-button with her tongue, Sally dug in, an indication of how she would soon plunge her tongue into the brunette's cunt.
Sally's hands caressed Lisa's two beautiful, plump jugs with such studied sensualness, Lisa's hurried movements to seize Sally's head in her hands was almost jarring. But Sally didn't care. She would rather have Lisa fumble in her excitement than lie there like a dead horse. She could feel Lisa's fingers digging into her ear now, then moving outwards to grab at her hair.
"Go lower!" Lisa commanded. Her voice had taken on an entirely different quality than normal, and Sally wondered again at the vast mystery of the sexual act and how it reduced its participants to animals.
Now Sally took her hands away from Lisa's tits and placed them under her thighs. Pushing hard against the underside of her trim thighs, she soon had Lisa's legs high over her head and was facing her wet, hairy box.
With a groan that was matched only by her friend's need, Sally began licking and sucking on Lisa's snatch as though she was trying to swallow her entire cunt. With each new flip to Lisa's clit, she began, battering it back and forth with renewed fervor. Lisa kept raising her legs higher and higher now, her hands digging into Sally's hair, her heels beating in the air.
"Oh!" she cried, a strange strangled quality to her voice. "That's it! Right there! Oh! Faster!"
Sally increased the movements of her lips and tongue on her cunt, until Lisa's body went rigid. This was it, Sally knew. In a few seconds it would be all over for Lisa and then it would be her turn to get her cunt lapped.
She hoped that Lisa would have the energy to eat her out as nicely as Sally had given head, but this wasn't always the case. But regardless of whether or not Lisa would be as generous with her tongue and time as Sally had been, Sally was not about to hold back in her efforts to bring Lisa to a screaming climax.
Sally inserted two fingers into Lisa's hole and felt the way Lisa's cunt muscles clamped down on them, almost breaking them in two. While she continued to suck and lick the pink crack of Lisa's cunt, she pushed her fingers in and out of her hole. With one massive shudder, and a fierce grip on Sally's head, Lisa subsided into a few spastic movements before lying still underneath Sally.
Sally then raised her head from the sopping-wet cunt to look at the peaceful expression that had settled on Lisa's pretty features. A half-dazed smile split the bottom half of her friend's face, and Sally was filled with a sense of satisfaction hard to beat. She waited a few moments for Lisa to catch her breath and then she said: "Now, do me, honey."
Lisa's eyes came open to stare at Sally. She seemed moved by an inner force that drove her mouth to Sally's cunt, and Sally lay back on the soft bed, feeling as luxurious and as lazy as possible. She closed her eyes and waited for the first contact that would send her body into a combined feeling of excitement and contentment.
With the first stab of Lisa's tongue in her box, Sally sighed and began moving her head from side to side on the pillow. Her hands reached down to her friend's head, liking the feeling the soft curls gave her as she directed Lisa's movements with her hands.
Lisa liked the feeling of Sally's hands on her head, covering her ears and shutting out all realities except this one – eating cunt. It was times like this when Lisa felt she was a lesbian, regardless of the fact that she was married with two children. When she was eating cunt, sucking out a musky-smelling box, Lisa felt she had come home. It had occurred to Lisa that one of the reasons she enjoyed giving head to her friend Sally was that Sally was so appreciative of her cunt-lapping efforts. Her cries and moans were like that of an audience of one, but this was enough for Lisa. Her tongue swung into long licks that went from the tiny puckered opening of her friend's asshole to the tip of her clit and then tickled the button, sucking and licking until her entire face was covered with Sally's twat-juices.
Sally enjoyed getting her cunt eaten out by a woman so much that she often wondered if someone hadn't done it to her when she was a child. It gave her a feeling of security, of being totally loved and admired.
"Oh, Lisa!" she moaned. "I love you when you suck on my clit!"
Lisa didn't answer Sally, but her renewed efforts to bring Sally even greater enjoyment were received by her friend as exquisite communication. Lisa knew that whatever Sally might say while they were engrossed in making love was not to be taken literally but she liked hearing a response from her partner. It enabled her to lose that sense of loneliness that suffused most of her waking hours with the kids and her husband. At least with Sally, she felt as though she was touching her in a memorable way. A way that would not end in the routine chores of taking care of a household. What she enjoyed with Sally was so special, she hoped that Sally would never come, for that would end everything. Unfortunately, at the rate she was sucking and licking her friend's cunt, it was hard for Sally to sustain this kind of enjoyment forever. She felt her body start to convulse and knew that her orgasm was near.
"I'm going to come!" Sally announced with surprise and wonder. "I'm going to fucking come! Don't stop, dear!"
Stopping was the last thing Lisa had in mind but Sally had no insurance that this was so. When she was so close to orgasm, her greatest nightmare was that the source of pleasure would be withdrawn and she would be left with a throbbing, unsatisfied feeling that would make her go crazy. But Lisa's tongue, eager to bring her to the brink of climax and beyond, never ceased in its efforts. Sally rode the crest of the most exquisite feeling imaginable until she was left gasping and worn out on the bed. They lay quietly together for a while.
Lisa was the first to speak.
"I wish we had more time," she said. "But I really have to pick up the kids."
Sally kissed her lightly on the mouth, smelling her own cunt-juice and beginning to get all excited again. "I know," she said. "It's only the end foi now."
After Lisa had left, Sally felt as though she still wanted a cock shoved up her cunt. Though the day had brought her a dynamite eating-out session and one fuck up the ass, what she really wanted was not on the horizon. Pretty soon her husband Bill would be home, but that was about as exciting as the arrival of an I.R.S. audit team.
Sally had thought many times about divorcing Bill, but her situation was too comfortable for her to allow it to become a reality. What would she do if she divorced him? At best, without any children to support, she would have to go to work, and that was unthinkable. Not that she was lazy, she just preferred to spend her time in different pursuits. Like the search for a big cock. She could become a hooker, that much she had considered, but then she would become enslaved by her desires, forced to take on men she didn't really want.
As Sally busied herself in the kitchen, she glanced at the clock over the stove. Bill should be home any second now, expecting dinner to be on the table. If Sally had been a bit braver, she would have left him, but as yet she had only the courage to seduce men, not to leave them.
The next hour flew quickly by as Sally pretended to be the average housewife. Then she heard Bill's car in the driveway. She had already had several drinks so that the disappointment of his arrival would be cushioned by the alcohol.
When Bill entered the kitchen door, Sally was struck as she always was by his average good looks. She would have found it a lot easier to dislike him had he been less attractive.
Bill's cold blue, eyes surveyed the activity in the kitchen.
"Boy!" he began. "What a day!" He threw his newspaper on the kitchen table and took several deep sniffs.
"Smells good," he commented. "What are we having?"
Sally always had mixed feelings around Bill. She attributed part of it to her guilt, but suspected it went a lot deeper. Sometimes she wondered if he fucked around on her, if that was the reason their sex life was so bad. She told him what they were having for dinner and Bill shrugged. "Okay," he said without enthusiasm, "Call me when it's ready."
Taking his newspaper with him, he disappeared into the living room. Sally knew it was his signal to her to mix him his drink, and she set about this task with a vengeance. If she could get him drunk, really drunk, maybe he'd hang loose and give her a good fuck.
She mixed an extra powerful Scotch and brought it to him in the living room.
"Here," she said, standing in front of him and feeling for all the world like his fucking slave, "I've got your drink."
Bill lowered his newspaper and peered over the top of it at Sally.
"Oh," he said, as though in surprise, "thanks."
Don't mention it, Sally thought to herself, but she said nothing aloud and returned to the kitchen. She hated waiting on him, but she knew it was her duty. The only way she had arrived at taking out her hostility at him was in her fucking around on the side. She often felt that had he been interested in her as a person, she might have remained faithful to him.
While he sat in the living room, Sally mixed herself another drink. She could hear the rattle of his paper and she wondered why he didn't find time to read it elsewhere. Why was it that he never let up, that his desire to succeed in advertising was so overwhelming he had no private or social life?
How on earth had she ended up with him? Sally knew a lot of the answers lay in her own failings as a person, yet she wasn't in any mood to question her motives. As her mother would have said, "You made your bed, now lie in it."
Sally bated that expression. The only bed she wanted to lie in was an occupied bed. Bill was coming into the kitchen now, cutting into her private thoughts.
"Make me another, will you?" he asked, extending his empty glass towards Sally.
Sally yearned to suggest that he make his own drink. But she didn't. As she set about refreshing his glass, it occurred to her that he really did very little for her. Handing him his new drink, Sally smiled demurely and, announced: "Dinner is ready whenever you are."
"Let me finish my drink, will you?" he asked with some annoyance, disappearing back into the living room with his paper.
Sally stared at his disappearing back. She would have loved to have told him what had happened that day, but decided against it. What would be the point? If she would divorce Bill, she wouldn't have a house to operate out of. She would no longer be a horny housewife with countless opportunities to fuck. She would be a single woman again, busy supporting herself in some office.
It wasn't too long before they found themselves seated at their dining-room table, eating. Sally stared at Bill, waiting for him to say something. Finally, Bill spoke.
"I'd be going out of town for several days," he told her. "We have a client meeting in Ohio and I have to go. Could you make sure I have enough clean shirts and socks to take with me? Pack my bag tonight. I have to leave tomorrow."
"You know," Sally replied, "sometimes I feel as though I'm nothing better than your mother."
Bill's eyes flashed into alertness at this unexpected remark.
"What's that remark supposed to mean?" he asked dryly.
Sally smiled sheepishly. "Oh, you know what I mean," she said, trying to cover the intensity of her remark with a smile. "We never go anywhere together. We never have any people over. It seems to me that all I do is pack your bag, do your laundry and say good-bye."
"Look," Bill said with the exasperated air of an adult talking to a child; "You're my wife. You should have understood when you married me that my career was important. Why are you trying to hassle me about it now?"
Dinner was finished, but Sally was reluctant to leave the table until she had made some contact with her husband.
"Oh, you know what I mean," she aid. "I'm not making any of this up, you know. I just wish our relationship was different."
"Is there something you want?" Bill asked, seeming to reach for his wallet.
This guy was really dense, Sally found herself thinking.
"No, there's nothing I need," she admitted. "All the bills are paid."
"Then what are you talking about?" Bill wanted to know. He seemed bored and uncomfortable with the conversation. He looked around the room, as though checking out the nearest exit.
For, a few wild moments, Sally toyed with the idea of telling this jerk that she wanted a divorce.
"Bill," she said, "does our marriage seem normal to you?"
"Goddamn it!" Bill exploded, pushing his chair back from the table and knocking over his empty Scotch glass. "Why do you have to bother me with dumb questions like this? Don't you think I'm under enough pressure at work as it is without coming home to listen to your bullshit?"
"Fuck you!" Sally said. "I wouldn't mind so much if you'd just fuck me once in a while but being married to you is like being married to a fucking eunuch!"
And she left the table in tears, flinging herself into their bedroom. Bill stormed in after her.
"I don't know why you have a bug up your ass, but you'd better straighten out in a hurry!"
Sally turned to look at him as he framed the doorway. Bill was massive and powerful and for one fleeting moment, Sally felt the desire to receive his large cock up her cunt. If she had to throw a scene to get it there, so be it. At least for the first time in many months, she had his complete attention.
No amount of playing the sweet, docile housewife had gotten her anywhere. This was a desperate ploy, but Sally was that desperate for a thick cock. Only then, after he had shot his huge wad of creamy cum up her box would she feel as though she could relax.
"Why don't you go fuck yourself?" she asked him, knowing the shock value this obscene language would have on her up-tight husband.
She was correct. Em's rigid jaw went slack and his blue eyes widened.
"You can't drink," he announced, as though that explained everything. "You simply cannot hold your liquor."
"Fuck you," Sally repeated. In all the years she had been married to Bill, she had never seen him so nonplussed.
"I ought to smack you for talking to me that way," Bill threatened. "I ought to tan your hide, but good!"
Hearing her husband finally say something other than "Where's my dinner?" made Sally's cunt grow even hotter and her desire to fuck her husband even stronger.
"Maybe if you were half a man, you might," she taunted, fear that he would actually beat the shit out of her filling her eyes, if not her voice.
Bill paused. He couldn't believe that his wife was defying him.
"Don't tempt me," he growled, moving towards her.
Sally tried not to flinch, but she knew she had gone too far. Why not go all the way?
"Up your ass!" she told him.
Bill paused for one more minute. If his wife was asking for something, she was going to get it right now. He had enough problems in the agency, what with people going behind his back trying to do him m. The last place he expected a confrontation was in his own home. The home that he worked so hard to keep. Mutiny here was unforgivable.
When Bill moved, he moved like a cat. Swiftly he reached his wife on the bed. He grabbed her by her neck and jerked her up off the spread. Quickly flipping her over his knees, he said.
"I ought to beat the living shit out of you!"
Then he ripped down her panties and stared at her white buns that were jutting up at him. They seemed so capable of taking on his anger, that he raised his powerful palm high over his head and brought it down with a swift smack.
"OW!" Sally cried out in alarm. Her buttocks were stinging and though she couldn't see them, she was positive that they were red.
But Bill, hearing her cry out, couldn't stop. Again and again he brought his palm down on her ass, raising welts in the process. However, Sally was aware of something else happening to Bill. His cock was growing larger and larger, digging into her side, showing his desire and pleasure over what he was doing to her.
"Don't you ever speak to me that way again!" Bill shouted, punctuating his remarks with another cruel crack. "I have enough problems without you." And he smacked her again.
Though her ass was on fire and she knew there would be mined welts the next day, Sally couldn't stop now.
"I hate you!" she screamed. "You're fucking useless!"
Bin had had enough. Though he couldn't understand why his cock was getting bigger and bigger in his pants, all he knew was that it was. He wanted to get his rocks off, but he wanted to discipline his wife as well.
He tossed her off his knee as easily as if she were a feather so that she was now on her back, staring up at him defiantly. Her bush was spread out before him and as he looked at her juicy gash, Bill's cock was filled to the bursting point.
Maybe I should fleck her more, he suddenly thought. Maybe she's not getting enough. He figured this would account for her strange ways, but he still couldn't excuse her foul mouth.
Quickly unzipping his fly, Bill's cock sprang out in full bloom, nosing towards her cunt as though it knew that was its natural home. He pushed his hand against her throat in order to keep her still and, with the other hand, grabbed his cock and began seeking out her cunt-mouth.
"I ought to fuck you until you're blue in the face!" he hissed, not realizing that this was exactly what his drunken wife desired.
"Fuck you!" was all Sally allowed herself to say. With one mighty thrust, Bill heaved his cock into her narrow fuck-hole, feeling that he wanted to hurt his wife the way she had hurt his ego.
With her snapping cunt closing around the head of his cock, Bill wondered if this was the right approach after all. Though it felt heavenly to him, her muscles were so powerful, he felt as though she might bite his cock off in the process.
No, he told himself. That was impossible! And he gave another jerking heave. Now he started rutting in and out, feeling her cunt-juices lubricating his thrusting prick.
How could he have forgotten how good it was to fuck Sally? As the sensations of his throbbing cock and her pulsating cunt overtook him, Bill reminded himself that he would have to fuck her more in the future.
Why was he denying himself this kind of exquisite pleasure only to think of his job?
"Oh, you little bitch!" he hissed, slamming his cock came harder into her cunt.
Sally writhed underneath him, her cunt being assaulted by her husband's prick in ways she had never dreamed of. His ass stung still from the slapping he had given her before their fuck, but its glow was not that unpleasant to her. Strange, she thought. But maybe his need was for violence, something Sally had never explored before.
She could feel his cock brushing against her clit, and though it was a more brutal caress than that of her friend Lisa's tongue, it was still good. She had her legs up in the air now, so that her heels could beat her desire for more and more pounding on his back.
"Fuck me!" she demanded hoarsely. "Fucking fuck me!"
Shit! Bill thought to himself. I am fucking her! What the hell more does she want? But her dirty talk turned him on even more.
"Oh, baby!" he roared at last. "I think I'm going to come!"
Sally knew she was ready, too. She could feel her horny cunt go into spasms that she no longer had any control over. They were like warm waves, complete with the foam of Bill's cum, washing her womb and bathing her in a warm satisfied glow. She heard her husband make the final grunt that announced he had shot his last wad of sperm into her cunt, and then she felt his sweaty body flop heavily onto her.
One of these days, Sally vowed, now that their fuck was over with, she was going to get back at Bill for forcing her to go to such extremes just to get laid by her own husband. Yes, one of these days…



CHAPTER THREE


The minute Bill left for Ohio, Sally felt as tough she had been given a new lease on life. Just knowing that Bill would be gone for a week was like a vacation for her. She wouldn't have to worry about getting dinner ready for him, or being interrupted in her love-making with whomever happened to be in the house. It was a sense of freedom she hadn't experienced in a long time, and Sally was as grateful as she was horny.
She decided to go out. Going to a bar was a pleasure not often available to Sally. How on earth could she explain her absence? But now, knowing how long Bill would be gone, she could find someone to suck and fuck with to her heart's content. She considered inviting Lisa to join her, but Lisa would never be able to leave either her kids or her husband. Sally would have to go by herself.
The night after the morning that Bill left, Sally dressed carefully. When she had put the finishing touches on her make-up, she surveyed herself in her mirror.
Sally, you look good! she told herself without modesty. I could almost eat you myself! And she laughed at the impossible idea. Don't worry about getting your box eaten out tonight, honey, she chided herself. There'll be someone more than happy to do it for you! With one last fond smile at her image, Sally got into her car and drove towards The Den.
Though she felt a little self-conscious about going to a bar by herself, Sally had enough confidence in her appearance to carry her project through. She had been to The Den before, but with Bill. Tonight was the first time that she had attended the place unescorted.
When she entered the bar, some of the men turned to look at her. Sally accepted their stares in good grace. After all, it was a compliment to her appearance. She sauntered towards the bar, her tight slacks accenting the high roll of her ass.
The bartender perked up as Sally slid onto her stool. "Hi," he began. "What can I get you?"
Sally toyed with the idea of saying a big, fat prick and changed her mind. Though she was obsessed with sex, she knew everyone else wasn't. Why, she didn't know. But she still wasn't about to come on too strong in this bar.
"Give me a Beefeater Martini," Sally said at last. "Very dry."
Pete turned away to mix a pitcher of martinis, and Sally lit a cigarette. She wondered how long it would be before the pianist showed up. She knew the minute live music filled the room, people would start to get bold. Just then, Pete set her martini in front of her.
"Enjoy," he advised.
Sally smiled at him before taking a sip. He was handsome, but that did not surprise her. Very seldom had she seen an ugly bartender. It wasn't good for business.
Sally sat sipping her drink, trying not to look too obvious. Pete returned once and placed some cheese and crackers in front of her. Soon the martini began to go to her head, making her personal problems fade into an alcoholic haze. She began to feel competent again, sure of her femininity and anxiously confident that she would meet someone that very evening who would dispel the loneliness of her life and make her feel alive again.
She no longer felt self-conscious sitting at the bar. She felt as though she belonged in The Den as much as anyone else. Let them assume she was meeting someone there. She was, in a way. Though it was not prearranged.
Several couples were moving on the tiny dance floor now and Sally watched them, smiling. She saw how the women brushed against the men and how the men in turn rubbed against the women. It was all a kind of ritual, and Sally enjoyed watching it. She only wished there was someone who she wanted to dance with. But a quick appraisal of the room disappointed her. She turned back to her drink, polished it off with one neat swallow and ordered another one from Pete.
He was busier now, and it took him a few minutes to mix her a fresh drunk. Placing it in front of her with a smile, he also put her tab down. Not having anything better to do, Sally flipped the bill over with her fingers and glanced at it. As Sally sat idly staring at her bill, she became aware of someone sliding onto the next booth. She could smell his masculine scent even before she heard his deep voice ordering a drink. Not daring to look directly at her new companion, Sally stared straight ahead, sipping her drink daintily.
"When you're through with that, let me buy you another one," the voice offered.
She turned with a wide smile. She liked men who were generous before, not afterwards!
"Why thank you," she replied brightly. "That would be very nice!"
She was relieved to see that he was very handsome. She gauged him to be in his mid-forties, but he had the kind of well-kept body that turned her on.
His smile provided a white contrast to his tan, and she assumed he played golf or tennis. His hair was black, but beginning to grey at the temples. Sally liked that, also. There was something so irritatingly boyish about her husband Bill, that she welcomed the presence of authority, even if it only meant age.
He raised his glass towards her and said: "To the young lady on my left. Whomever she might be!"
They drank deeply of their poison.
"I haven't seen you here before," the man went on. "By the way, my name is Ziggy."
"Sally," she demurred, careful to leave off her last name.
She noted that the suit he was wearing was expensive and grey. The idea that this man was wealthy turned her on. Though Sally had nothing against fulfilling her insatiable sexual desires with any attractive person that was available, she always flashed faster on people with money.
Pete approached them then, and Sally noticed how Pete seemed to defer to this man. Ziggy merely pointed to Sally's glass and Pete was quick to whisk it away. When he returned with the fresh martini, he made no move to either pick up her tab or ask Ziggy if the treat was on him.
Just then, the pianist entered the place. Shortly after he had set up his music sheets, the small bar was filled with the kind of tinkly music Sally thought went out with cocktail parties in the forties. Even the pianist nodded to Ziggy. As Sally sipped her drink, she felt as though she had met someone who could take care of her. Not only in bed, but in other ways as well.
She was facing him now, having swiveled around on her, stool so that her legs were between his spread ones.
Ziggy put his hand on hers as she went to take a fresh cigarette from her pack.
"Here," he offered. "Let me."
Sally wasn't about to argue with him. She welcomed the fact that he was so willing to run the whole show. She could feel her panties getting wet with cunt-juice.
Not only did he reach for her cigarette and light it, he inhaled deeply on the slender white stick before placing it between her lips. Sally looked long and deep into his eyes. She knew the cigarette was only a symbol for his own prick. Though she could have saved a lot of time by advising him she would be happy to suck him off, she enjoyed the game as much as he did.
"I know it sounds corny," he began in his deep voice, "but what's a girl like you doing in a place like this?"
Silly laughed. "What's wrong with this place?" Now it was his turn to laugh. "Nothing," he agreed. "I own it!"
Far-out! Sally thought, though somewhere deep inside her she wasn't surprised.
"Are you waiting for someone?" he asked delicately, his dark-blue eyes boring deeply into hers.
Sally shook her head. "You don't mind if unescorted women drink alone in your bar, do you?" she countered.
Ziggy smiled. "Not when they have as much as you!" he told her.
Sally's legs began swinging slowly back and forth between Ziggy. "You sure have a knack for making a woman feel good," she told him, lowering her eyes.
"Did you eat yet?" Ziggy wanted to know. He looked around as though to catch the eye of a waiter.
"I'm not hungry right now," Sally admitted. She wanted him to ask her more questions. She liked men to take their time with her, if she had plenty of time. And now, with Bill gone for a week, she had plenty of time.
"Maybe later we can have a bite to eat," Ziggy offered. He let his voice trail off.
"Sure," Sally said.
She took another sip of her drink. This was it, she thought to herself. If she had another drink, she'd be on her ear. She had a real good buzz on and that was all she sought. She didn't want to become soddenly drunk. She wanted to be a complete sex partner. Especially for someone like Ziggy!
"Look," Ziggy said, "I don't like to make time in my own bar," he admitted. "Too many people notice my behavior, if you know what I mean. Do you have a car?"
Sally said that she did and Ziggy suggested they meet someplace else. Sally was disappointed that he didn't suggest his own place, but figured that he was as married as she was and that they would have to make it in a motel.
She left shortly after that and drove to the designated restaurant. Ziggy joined her a short time later and they didn't exactly dawdle over their meal. He was quite frank about his status, confessing that he was, married to a woman that he no longer loved, but felt obligated to stay with, for the sake of their two sons.
Sally explained her situation, and the two of them felt secure in the knowledge that neither one was better off than the other.
Sally considered the possibility of inviting Ziggy over to her house, but nixed that, idea on the rare chance someone might stop by. But Ziggy solved their dilemma by suggesting they spend the night at the Motel on the Mountain.
This was one of Sally's favorite places. To begin with, the motel was situated on a mountain high over Suffern. Discretion was one of the hallmarks of the place and chances of anyone seeing her car were so remote, they would have to be guilty parties themselves!
Sally followed Ziggy's Mercedes up the long winding road that led to the motel, seeing the lights of the New York Thruway beneath. She parked outside the office, watching as Ziggy flashed his credit cards at the manager. In a few moments he appeared at the window, and Sally opened it.
"Room 1400," he said briefly.
Sally started up her car, thrilled by his curtness and wondering what kind of fuck he would be once the two of them were locked limb to naked limb in bed.
Once the two of them were inside the lavishly appointed room, there was a knock on the door. Sally's eyes flew to Ziggy's face in alarm, but he laughed.
"In ordered a bottle," he told her. "Don't get all panicky!"
While Ziggy mixed their drinks, Sally retired to the bathroom to prepare herself for some heavy fucking. She glanced at herself in the mirror. Several drunks and a good steak dinner had given her face an unusual flush. Also, she thought, the idea of getting a stiff cock shoved up her cunt turned her on, too!
Sally smiled in anticipation. Then, stripping out of her clothes, she waited until she heard the door slam and the lock snap in place. Ziggy had turned on the radio and soft music now leaked under the bathroom door. When she made her entrance, she was shocked to see Ziggy sitting nude on the bed.
"Here," he said, gesturing towards the drink he had poured her. "Drink up!"
Sally smiled and took the proffered glass. Drinking half of it down in one gulp, she sat on the edge of the bed, next to him. Sue could feel her clit jumping up in excitement, and squeezed her legs closer together. This kind of squishing movement only served to increase her clit's desire to be stimulated by something else – like a warm, fat tongue, or a stiff, hard, prick. Sally knew both options were available to her, so she thought she would torture her hungry clit awhile longer.
Just then, Ziggy placed his drink on the night table and made a move towards Sally. She welcomed his desire, as it coincided nicely with her own and she, too, placed her drink aside. She no longer desired any artificial stimulation, she wanted the real thing!
As Ziggy's arms drew her to his chest, her arms went around his broad back, thrilling to his muscled body with its hairy chest and nudging prick. His mouth opened to cover hers, and Sally gladly gave up her tongue to battle with his own.
They were swapping spit, their bodies mashing against each other, their minds racing with the joy that was in store for both of them.
Sally could hear Ziggy's breath rasping in his throat and knew from the hoarse way he was blowing in her ear that he wouldn't be able to sustain this kind of temptation any longer.
His hands seemed to be everywhere on her at once and Sally wished he would slow down, though she welcomed his passion. As she explored the outlines of his frame, so did he seek to know her curves better.
Now he had her on her side, his broad hands tickling her as they moved from her cunt to her ass. His mouth was on her tit, sucking its perky pointedness.
Sally's hands traced the magnificent outlines of his body, thrilling when she felt her nails catch in the pubic hairs that surrounded his full balls.
"Oh!" he moaned, loving the gentle, yet insistent way she handled his sensitive nuts.
Sally was torn between sucking his joint off and letting him go down on her. Ziggy solved this with one swift move of his body.
Before Sally even had to think, she found herself staring at his swollen prick, a few inches any from her mouth.
She gazed at its broad mushroom shaped head with its piss-slit that seemed like an all-seeing eye to her. She noticed his thick shaft, almost eight or nine inches long it seemed to her, and then took his full balls into her hand.
"Suck me!" he begged, pushing and groaning as he strained to get his cock in her mouth.
Sally didn't hesitate forever. Cock-sucking was one of the things she enjoyed the most and she could hardly wait to get on with it! She opened her mouth wide, and Ziggy's prick slipped inside as easily as a hot knife into warm butter.
"Oh!" he gasped once more, prior to wrapping his down eager lips around her prominent clit, full now with blood and desire.
Sally felt his first lickings and lappings on her cunt and almost came right there and then. With each new tonguing of her box, she squirmed more in delight. There seemed to be no apex to her pleasure, though she knew it would all end with her orgasm. Therefore, she concentrated on giving him head, hoping to postpone her own enjoyment until he was ready to come with her.
Ziggy felt his cock casing its way into her warm, wet throat and almost creamed right there and then. But he controlled himself and began thrusting deeper and deeper into her throat. Though it had occurred to Ziggy on many an occasion that he might possibly choke a girl to death with his huge prick, he never stopped. His pleasure was so keen, so intense, that he decided he would create whatever havoc was necessary if it felt this good!
Now they were writhing on the motel bed like a snake that had turned on itself, both carried away by their own sensations and pleasure.
Ziggy was a skilled cunt-lapper, there was no doubt about that, Sally thought wildly to herself. She could feel each new dip and twist his tongue gave to her cunt as it battered away at her clit and then went deeper to penetrate her hole.
His tongue seemed to be everywhere, and it was. He flicked her on her clit, buried his tongue in her hole and then continued on down until he was licking away at her asshole.
Sally could never remember feeling this sensational before. But that was always the way she felt when she was in bed with a man who really knew how to muff-dive.
The more he sucked and lapped away at her cunt and asshole, the more she tried to show appreciation for his technique by pushing his cock deeper and deeper into her own throat. Though she felt there was a very real possibility that she might choke, she no longer gave a fuck. All that mattered was NOW!
But Ziggy knew he was about to shoot his sperm into her mouth and he wanted to fuck her first. Rudely he jerked his cock out of her mouth with a loud pop. Turning, he quickly mounted her, forcing his cock into her well-lubricated cunt.
Though Sally would have preferred him to suck her off to climax, she couldn't complain about this turn of events. Ziggy's cock had turned her on so much, she longed to feel it battering against her womb.
Ordinarily, she would have helped guide the prick into her cunt, but her twat was so slippery now, Ziggy needed no more than one powerful push to jam his cock balls deep inside her tight fuck-hole.
Now Sally began squeezing her cunt muscles on his prick, as though trying to milk the cum right out of his balls. Ziggy responded to this kind of special treatment by rotating his thrusts and withdrawals in a method designed to make her cry out for more.
Sally was well aware of what he was trying to do. She had fucked around enough to realize there were few techniques she hadn't already been fortunate enough to experience, but she appreciated the effort just the same. Wa teasing method resulted in contractions along the walls of her cunt that cried out for more and more stimulation.
Ziggy began battering and ramming away at Sally's cunt as though he was trying to break down the walls of her pussy. Sally was so turned an, her legs flew high in the air, offering Ziggy even closer access to her cunt.
Meanwhile, her hands were clawing at his back as her heels pounded on his ass, and Ziggy closed his eyes. His body began shuddering and shaking. Sally knew he was about to explode inside her cunt and this increased her excitement even more. Her body took on such a frantic heaving and bucking that Ziggy had all he could do to keep his cock in her quivering cunt.
"Oh, baby!" he shouted. "I'm going to come!" And he sent load after load of hot sperm gushing inside her slit. So much, in fact, that spoonfuls leaked out and stained the sheets.
As for Sally, one last brush against her clit by Ziggy's thick cock, and her body went into uncontrollable spasms. She gasped and moaned and seized Ziggy so fiercely, he felt sure her nails would leave long trails for his wife to see. Fortunately, her clawing and animal-like behavior didn't last too long and the two of them subsided into a contented silence that lasted for almost fifteen minutes.
Ziggy was the first to speak.
"You're some little wildcat," he told her. "I'd like to fuck and suck you a lot more!"
"Tonight?" Sally asked. She really hadn't planned on spending the whole evening out, just in case Bill should call.
Ziggy gave a grunt. "You're a lot younger than me," he told her. "No, not tonight. But I would like to see you again."
They dressed, and Sally left her number with Ziggy with careful instructions on when was a good time to call.
"Here," he offered, giving her his card which was wrapped inside a hundred-dollar bill. "Let's not lose touch with one another."
No chance of that! Sally thought as she drove back down the mountain towards her house. Gosh, she had enjoyed the shit out of herself this evening. More than ever she was grateful that she was married and had the kind of freedom, yet protection most single girls didn't enjoy. She knew when she took the money that Ziggy had reduced her to the status of a whore, but this was not at all offensive to the horny Sally.
That night, as she lay alone in her marital bed, fingering her sore cunt and remembering what a great fuck Ziggy had been, Sally vowed to keep her marriage up as long as Bill remained in the dark. He was necessary to her survival. But not in the usual way most husbands were.



CHAPTER FOUR


Bill had the idea that his wife was playing around on him for a long time. But this hadn't really bothered him. As long as he was free to pursue the only thing that was important to him, he didn't give a shit what she did with her time.
He needed Sally as his wife. She was presentable, vivacious and not a bad cook. In his profession, having an acceptable wife was an asset, and Bill, in his pursuit of higher ambitions, didn't have the time or the energy to go and replace her.
That didn't mean, however, that he didn't enjoy fucking around on her. He thought to himself that Sally would probably die if she knew what her supposedly up-tight husband did on his business trips!
Right now Bill was riding along in a plane with Fran, the copywriter on his account. Fran was in her late twenties, a black-haired girl with a perfect heart-shaped face and a sparkling personality. Bill hadn't fucked Fran yet. But he was sure this was possible. To begin with, she had just been assigned to his account and he knew she was as ambitious as he was. Bill liked ambitious people; he could relate to them. One of the things that turned him off to Sally was the fact that she seemed to be content in her role as housewife. For Bill, who functioned in the so-called "real" work world, the women who took on the same challenges as men were more exciting to him. As long as Sally confined her extracurricular activities to the small town they lived in, Bill didn't feel threatened. However, if she so much as dared crass the line that separated this world from hers, there would be trouble.
"You're married, aren't you?" Fran was asking. Bill glanced at her. He wondered if she was making idle chit-chat or if it was really important to her.
"Yes," he told her. "I don't wear a ring, because the whole idea turns me off."
"The idea of being married, or the ring?" Fran asked.
Bill smiled. "Both, I guess," he admitted. He knew they were scheduled to stay in the same hotel, and it was his hope that maybe they could get together later that evening. However, he had to check her attitude out.
"Why do you want to know?" he asked her, trying to keep the bluntness out of his voice, if not his question.
Fran smiled easily. "Let me put it this way," she said. "If you weren't married, I'd wonder about you. That's one of my problems," she lamented. "Either all the men in the agency are married, or they're faggots!"
Bill was shocked, yet pleased that she could be so openly sexual in her opinions.
"You think so?" he asked, lighting a cigarette. He offered her his pack. Fran shook her head before continuing. "Oh, come on!" she protested. "Don't tell me you don't know that!"
Bill couldn't figure it out, but something about Fran made him want to fuck her. She was too confident, too positive that no one could ruffle her feathers.
"You mean to tell me that you don't go with anyone because of that?" he asked, his voice heavy with disbelief. "You're not a lesbian, are you?"
He figured if she could bandy the word faggot around, she shouldn't be too offended if he used a word like lesbian. He watched her closely for her answer.
Fran laughed easily. "No," she said. "I hardly consider myself a lesbian!"
This was encouraging news to Bill.
"What's your wife like?" Fran asked.
Bill wasn't sure if he wanted to discuss Sally, but he saw no way he could avoid what was seemingly an innocent inquiry. After all, Fran's work on his account was very important and he didn't want to alienate her.
"Sally?" Bill mused. "I guess you could say she's your typical housewife. Blonde, pretty, no children. I'm probably the envy of a lot of men," he added, seeing Sally differently than he had in a long time.
They chatted along these lines for most of the flight, Fran's head busily calculating the chances of seducing Bill later on at the hotel. She concluded that it wouldn't be a huge problem, but there was something stuffy about him she couldn't put her finger on. Fran normally preferred so-called "creative" types. Other art directors and writers in the agency, compared to the "enemy", the account people.
She suspected that Bill's reluctance to talk about his wife actually indicated that he wouldn't mind having an affair with her at all, though Fran wasn't too turned on to the fact that he made no mention of being unhappily married. Then again, she thought, this might be a good thing. She had suffered through many an affair listening to how misunderstood her lovers were and it was terrible boring after a while.
Drifting off to sleep, she allowed her head to slip onto Bill's shoulder. Though her eyes were closed, she was aware of the slightly uncomfortable move Bill made over this close contact. Smiling inwardly, she took that as a good sign. If her close physical presence meant nothing to him, he wouldn't have shifted at all. She decided that Bill wanted to fuck her as much as she wanted to fuck him.
As for Bill, he glanced down at the pert, pretty face sleeping on his shoulder. He could feel his cock getting hard in his pants from the closeness of such a pretty girl and hoped that he could control himself at least till they were through with their meeting at the clients!
As they left the airport, Bill drove in the rented car they had reserved. Fran sat by the window, staring out at the city, grateful she didn't have to live here instead of New York.
"Our meeting isn't until three this afternoon," Bill said. "Why don't we go to the hotel and freshen up?"
"Good idea," Fran said. Her pants suit had gotten a bit wrinkled, and she knew the importance of being presentable. Also, it occurred to her that she might have time to sneak in a little fuck before the meeting. That would make her really dynamite in her presentation, and there was a lot about this campaign she didn't really believe.
"I see they put us on the saint floor," Bill observed as they rode up in the elevator of the hotel together.
Fran smiled. "And in rooms directly opposite," she added. She wished they had adjoining suites but opposite rooms weren't too bad, either. At least they weren't on different floors. That would really have been a drag.
They parted in the hallway, each looking at the other, trying to express their desire without being too obvious. It struck Fran that she would probably have to make the first move. Though she thought Bill fancied himself a wild swinger, he was a mere babe in the woods when it came to seduction.
"We have several hours," she said, slipping her key into the lock. "Why don't you pop by when you're cleaned up and we can have, lunch together?"
"Good idea!" Bill boomed, trying not to show the nervousness that made his limbs almost quake.
Once inside his room, Bill realized that of all the girls in the agency, he had never heard any men's room chit-chat about how good Fran was in bed. He decided she must be either very discrete, or a puritan who simply didn't fuck. That appalling idea he put out of his head instantly.
She must fuck! he thought desperately. She will fuck! he decided.
Then Bill showered and wrapped a towel around his waist. Lying on his bed, he called Fran in her room.
"Why don't you come over here and have lunch in my room," he suggested.
Fran hesitated. "I have to get dressed," she explained, standing nude talking to him on the phone.
"I could come over there," Bill offered, holding his breath.
"Give me five minutes," Fran said, and hung up the phone. She returned to her bathroom to splash cologne all over her body. While she was scenting herself deliciously up, there was a knock on her door. Hastily wrapping her body in the largest hotel towel she could find, Fran walked barefoot across the thick carpet to her door.
"Yes?" she asked. "Who is it?"
"Me, Bill," came the voice.
Fran looked around the room. Her suitcase lay open on the small rack, but she didn't want to hastily throw on her good dress now. Taking a deep breath, she opened her door.
"Come in," she said in a hurried voice. "Quick!" Bill's mouth fell open when he saw Fran's tits pushing up over the towel. He entered her room quickly and Fran hastily locked the door.
"I'll be right with you," she said, turning to go into the bathroom for her robe. But as she moved away from him, Bill reached out for her towel. With one yank he held it in his hand while his eyes beheld the sight that was Fran in all her naked splendor.
With a gasp, he dropped the towel and made a grab for her.
No sooner were his arms around her soft, warm flesh, than his mouth went directly for the nearest tit. Closing his eyes and making a moaning sound deep in his throat, he began sucking and licking her nipple.
Fran froze. She threw her head back and closed her eyes. Though she would have preferred a less hurried approach, the sheer force of his passionate desire for her was an instant turn-on.
She took his head in her hands and held it to her tit. Now Bill sank to his knees, his thick cock throbbing inside his pants. Not moving his mouth away from her tit, or missing one lick with his stroking tongue, he unzipped his fly so that his cock sprang out. Then he began pushing Fran gently back towards her bed. When she felt the edge of the bed hit her behind the knees, she collapsed backwards, her spread legs forming a wide V for Bill to lie between.
Bill's mouth went to her other tit now, while his right hand squeezed the other one. He had never felt tits like hers before. Though the skin was soft and sweetly scented, her jugs were so firm and jutting, he wondered if she had had silicone treatments. Then he no longer even cared. He had both his hands an her tits now and was moving his head down lower and lower. He wanted to stick his tongue inside her cunt so much, a dull ache began in his groin. But Fran reached out for his cock and murmured: "Take your pants off, Bill. Please!"
Bill sprang to his feet, his head reeling. Within two seconds flat, his trousers lay in a wrinkled heap on the floor. Then he was on her like a shot. Feeling his prey weaken beneath him as his mouth once again took up its position on her swelling belly. He could catch a faint whiff of cunt, mixed with the delicate perfume she wore, and his desire to bury his tongue in her cunt was almost overwhelming.
"Eat me!" Fran was pleading. "Let me feel your tongue sucking up my juice!"
Her own hands fluttered desperately towards his cock. But Bill didn't want to go sixty-nine right now with ha. He wanted to be the sole giver of pleasure and control the entire situation.
As his tongue plunged between her outer labes and dug around in search of her swollen clit, Bill thought to himself how much he had mined eating pussy. But it always seemed to him that by the time he got home, he was too tired to go down on his wife. Now that his whole, face was becoming wet and sticky with cunt-juice, Bill promised himself that he would allow himself more times to indulge in such pleasures.
"Oh, that's so nice!" Fran told him, moving her hips back and forth and pumping them up and down.
Bill's head joggled with her pumping motion and he dug the fact that she was fucking his face. He gave a little cry and pushed her legs higher over her head so that his tongue could explore all her crotch with ease. Her cunt tasted so good and clean to him he almost creamed all over the sheets!
Fran could feel herself building towards climax, but she wanted to come with Bill's cock inside her. There was nothing, as far as she was concerned, like a good rattling fuck to prime her for a confrontation.
"Fuck me!" she cried. "Stick your prick inside me!"
The last command was almost a muffled scream. Bill raised his head from her sopping-wet pussy to gaze at her face. She seemed to be in some sort of pain, one would think, from the distortion of her facial features. When she wondered why he had paused, her eyes opened wildly, settling on Bill's wet face.
She reached forward and grabbed him by the head. As she kissed him, she could smell and taste her own cunt.
"Fuck me! Fuck me now!" she repeated, bouncing her hips up and down.
Bill moved up between her legs and guided his cock into her hole. He hoped she was tight. Her inhibitions were nonexistent, leading him to believe she had fucked and sucked around so much, the inside of her cunt might resemble the Suez Canal. But her snatch was surprisingly tight, and Bill gratefully rode into her narrow fuck-hole with several hard thrusts. He could feel the sweat on his own chest mix with hers and their bodies slipped together as their grunts and groans drove them further along the road to climax.
Fran pumped and thrust her hips higher and higher in a seeming effort to buck Bill right off her body. But her tightly gripping arms around his back insured her that he would never escape her grasp until she had exploded with him.
She felt as though his cock was a battering ram that was trying to punch out her womb, and though it was a violent thought, the sensations from this beating meat were exquisitely pleasurable to her.
She knew she would positively glow at their meeting that afternoon. Her cheeks would be flushed with a blush no amount of rouge could duplicate. Her eyes would sparkle with the memory of her pleasure. It had always been this way for her. From the time she had been named homecoming queen in high school. The principal, Mr. Briscoe, had called her into his office with the news.
Fran had always been attracted to Mr. Briscoe, as had half the girls in the school she went to. He was very young for a principal and, best of all, unmarried. Jokes in the girls' room would abound about who would be the first to seduce him.
Fran was fond of saying that Mr. Briscoe wasn't stupid enough to forfeit his career for a fuck, but she secretly felt that had she the opportunity, she could get him to drop his drawers. How she would engineer that opportunity was a mystery to her, but Fran had always felt if something was meant to be, it would happen.
As she stood in his office that late fall day, she knew the opportunity was staring her in the face. Or rather, at her tits.
This was an encouraging sign to Fran, who studied the way Mr. Briscoe's long dark lashes almost hit his cheeks as he averted his eyes from her tits.
"Homecoming queen is an honor few girls can look back on," he began, pointing to a seat opposite his desk and indicating that she should sit down. Fran had slid into the chair, careful that her legs should be slightly sprawled so that her beaver might be readily seen by Mr. Briscoe.
And when Mr. Briscoe thought he had seen a flash of pussy hair, he almost came right on the spot. Girls in high school were a lot different these days, he thought to himself. They seemed to have no shame and always to be on the lookout for some sexual encounter. He wished he had had those experiences for himself when he was in high school, but, his memories consisted mainly of groping in the back seat of his father's car for a cheap feel.
Fran smiled boldly at Mr. Briscoe.
"I'm flattered," she told him, letting her eyes give more meaning to her remark than her simple words.
"We've instituted a new policy far homecoming queens," Mr. Briscoe went on, clearing his throat in an effort to assert to assert his fast-fading authority in the situation. "The winner must give a speech at assembly, stating why she thinks she deserves this honor."
"When?" Fran wanted to know. She wondered if she would have time to think up a speech, or if she would have to improvise one.
Mr. Briscoe glanced at his watch. "I'm calling a three-thirty assembly for this afternoon," he said. "For all the teachers and the student body."
At the use of the word body, he allowed his eyes to once again caress Fran's form.
"What time is it now?" Fran asked.
"Two o'clock," he answered. "I might add that I'm interviewing several girls for this honor, in case your speech doesn't quite measure up to the standards I've laid down."
Shill Fran thought. How the fuck am I going to come up with some sort of winning speech in an hour and a half?
She felt the tension build throughout her young frame. Oddly enough, an itching and throbbing occurred in hey cunt as well.
"You look nervous," Mr. Briscoe observed. "Are you feeling well?"
"I'm all right," Fran said quickly. "It's just that you took me by surprise!"
I'd like to take you by real surprise! Mr. Briscoe found himself thinking. He had personally selected Fran as the winner, exercising his power of veto over the student body without their knowledge. In the five years he had been principal he had never seen a girl so sexually precocious (at least in appearance) as Fran. He wondered if it was her European heritage that gave her the look of a ripe woman when in actuality she couldn't have been more than sixteen or seventeen. Whatever it was, Mr. Briscoe wanted to fuck the shiv out of her, but he had to be careful. If she was as smart as her grades led him to believe, he hoped he could count on her discretion as well.
He glanced again at his watch. He would have to hurry. Mr. Briscoe didn't like the idea of fucking Fran in his office too much, but he didn't have any other choice. Suddenly he came out from behind his desk and locked his door. The gesture was the making of the situation. If she expressed alarm, she would have read her wrong.
Fran heard the bolt snap, but with a feeling of relief. No other act could have told her so clearly what she wanted to know. She turned to face Mr. Briscoe now with more authority.
"You know something?" she asked the older man. "There are plenty of girls in this school who would give their eye teeth to exchange places with me right now!"
Mr. Briscoe smiled broadly. This little cunt would soon be impaled on his prick.
He came over to where she sat in the chair and put his hands under her armpits. They were dry. Raising her gently, he brought his mouth down to hers and prodded open her lips with his searching tongue.
Fran felt his tongue enter her mouth and a thrill shot throughout her entire body. She could smell his male scent and her heart began to pound. Her hands fluttered around his back, yearning to pull him close, yet afraid to show such hunger. But Mr. Briscoe's desire for Fran gave her own new confidence.
"My God!" he murmured, breaking away from her and peering down into her face. "Where did you learn to kiss like that?"
Fran smiled. Her silence showed him she was learning how to become a woman.
"We don't have much time," Mr. Briscoe said in a low, urgent voice, and his hands moved up underneath her short skirt. Instantly he found the patch of her beaver and stuck his index finger into her cunt. Slowly, very slowly, he began to caress her clit, massaging the thickening button around and around with his carefully clipped finger.
"Oh!" Fran gasped, spreading her legs even wider. She began moving her cunt back and forth on his finger, her back arched and humping.
Mr. Briscoe was grateful that he didn't have to spend a lot of time to get her cunt lubricated. In fact, he had never felt a juicier snatch.
Fran's hand was now grasping his fly, her deft fingers unzipping Mr. Briscoe's pants expertly. As his dong shot out, Fran gasped at the size and thickness of his prick. She fell to her knees and put his rod in her mouth, sucking away like a contented child.
As much as Mr. Briscoe loved a blow-job, he knew they didn't have, a lot of time for foreplay. He raised her to her feet again and pushed her back towards his desk. Fran felt the cold wood underneath her back and though she flinched for a second, their body heat was so intense she soon found herself comfortable again.
"I'm going to fuck you!" Mr. Briscoe was saying, as though Fran didn't know this. "I'm going to stick my prick up in your juicy cunt and fuck the shit out of you!"
It thrilled Fran to hear a grown-up speak this way, especially the high-school principal who had a reputation for punishing students who used foul language!
"Yes!" she moaned. "Fuck me, you bastard!"
Mr. Briscoe didn't flinch at her choice of words at all. Though this was the first time he had fucked a student, it certainly wasn't going to be the last! He rammed his cock high into her tight cunt and began rutting in and out as though trying to beat a stop-watch.
Fran began shaking and shuddering. The ramming and battering technique employed by Mr. Briscoe was to set a precedent for all her future lovers. She could feel the blood surge to her cheeks and her face take on a feverish glow.
"Fuck me!" she screamed. "Fuck the hell out of me!"
Mr. Briscoe had the good sense to bring his mouth down on hers to muffle any more out thrusts like this and he swallowed her spit in lieu of her cunt-juice. The awareness of what he was doing and the short time he knew they had together, all sewed to speed Mr. Briscoe's cum on its trek from his balls to her cunt. Just as her own orgasm shot through her, Fran felt her womb being washed by a hot, sticky fluid, and she felt her excitement burn higher.
It was several moments before they came to a stop.
Mr. Briscoe stayed on top of her, his eyes closed, his head reeling with the enormity of what he had done. He could feel his cock retreating back to its normal size in the confines of her tight cunt and he sighed.
"You'd better get cleaned up now," he advised her with a gentle kiss. "Get ready for your speech!"
Fran opened her eyes and peered into his handsome face. "I wish I could stay here forever," she told him.
Mr. Briscoe smiled and disengaged himself from her arms. He noted his desk was being stained by his excess jizz and he removed his white handkerchief from his pocket. Wiping his desk neatly, he said: "Don't worry, sweetheart, I'll be back for seconds!"
That afternoon Fran stood on the stage of the large auditorium and faced the faculty and student body. Her spirits were soaring from her fuck with Mr. Briscoe and the fact that she had been chosen as homecoming queen. Her voice rang out confidently over the masses as she spoke: "Most of you might be wondering why I should deserve the honor of the vast hall. I wondered that myself," she continued, thus endearing herself to all the jealous chickies who were staring at her with thinly veiled hatred. "But now, after an in-depth interview with our principal, Mr. Briscoe, I no longer doubt that I deserve this award!"
There was a shocked silence while the little honeys and female teachers tried to interpret her meaning. As for the boys, there was not one among them who had fucked around who didn't recognize the look on her face and what had, caused it.
"Mr. Briscoe has made me feel that I am ready to take my place in the adult society of our nation. Under his careful tutelage, I feel eager for the challenge and I say to you that you have not misplaced your choice!"
With a self-satisfied smirk, Fran had sat down to much applause. She glanced towards Mr. Briscoe to see how he had received her speech, but he now had his back to her as he led the auditorium in the school anthem.
Thus, until she graduated, Fran not only enjoyed the privileges that went with being a high-school star, she was also able to avail herself of the finest cock in the school. She went on to become a debating star, being careful to always get fucked prior to speaking in public, and enjoyed the acclaim that she received.
Now, as Bill battered and rammed away at her cunt, Fran knew her heart was pumping adrenaline and blood into every fiber of her being. And when she exploded with a powerful orgasm that kept her pussy twitching for almost five minutes, she knew her meeting with the client that afternoon was bound to be a success.



CHAPTER FIVE


Lisa called Sally the next day after Sally's fuck with Ziggy and suggested they go to the beach together.
"What abut the kids?" Sally asked warily. She didn't have anything personally against children, but they certainly cramped her style. If she wanted to put up with that kind of interference, she would have had her own. And that simply was not on Sally's agenda for some time.
"I can put them with my mother," Lisa was quick to say. She was aware of Sally's feelings about having kids around, and though this hurt her, she also understood why.
They agreed to meet at Sally's house and within a half-hour, Lisa honked outside the door.
Gathering her beach bag and her dark glasses, Sally raced out of the house, disappointed that no new friends had come to her place of abode and that she had to search one out at a public beach. Well, she rationalized, she could use a little sun and a change of scenery.
Lisa drove quickly towards Long Island. It seems that they weren't simply going to the beach, but to a friend's house on Fire Island. Sally's heart quickened. She had never been to Fire Island before and she bombarded Lisa with questions all the way over on the ferry.
"It's more fun on the weekends," Lisa admitted. "But it's still fun during the middle of the week!"
Sally hoped so. She had heard about the wild sex orgies that went on in some of the more hip communities, and she certainly hoped Lisa's friends lived in one of them.
"Cherry Grove?" Sally asked Lisa as they trudged through the sand towards a neat row of odd-shaped houses. "Isn't that where all the faggots are?"
Lisa admitted that the homosexual population was heavier in Cherry Grove than in some of the other communities, but the house they were going to had a mixture.
"How come they're not working during the week?" Sally wanted, to know. She glanced around at various men on the boardwalk who were hardly her idea of masculine examples.
Lisa explained that Ed and Mike were unemployed actors collecting compensation and that Ralph was a writer who always spent his summers on the island.
"They're not gay," Lisa said, "but they have friends who are. They only stay in this community because they can't afford a house in The Pines."
The two young women stopped at a grey clapboard house with an American Flag on a pole in the front. All around the house were flowers brightly blooming.
"Sure is pretty," Sally said. Thank God she remembered her dark glasses. She couldn't remember the sun being so bright. Right now it was burning her shoulders and she was grateful when they knocked on the front door.
"Yes?" a male voice rang out. Sally was grateful the voice had no trace of a lisp, though it was beyond her why three straight guys would live in a gay community.
"You're too up-tight sometimes," Lisa chided. That was one thing she couldn't figure out about her friend. Though liberal to a fault in her, own sexual excesses, Sally was sometimes a downright puritan when it came to others' preferences.
The door opened, and there, framed against the darkened living room, was one of the best-looking dudes it had been Sally's pleasure to ever meet.
They entered the house and Lisa introduced Sally to Ralph.
"My pleasure," he boomed, extending his broad hand to Sally and looking her over.
"Where are the others?" Lisa asked, setting their tote bags down on an empty chair.
"They'll be back," Ralph explained. "They went on a beer run."
Sally sat down self-consciously on the old couch. The house smelled of the sea and she found that sexually exciting. No wonder people were always fucking around on the beach, she thought to herself. The whole ocean smelled like cum!
"Can I get you girls anything?" Ralph asked, looking from one to the other and trying to decide which was the prettier.
Lisa wiped her sweating brow. "I sure could go for something tall and cool," she said. "Whatever you have is fine with me! How about you, Sally?"
Sally nodded in agreement. She watched Ralph, she rose from his chair, all six feet three inches of tanned and muscled man. His tight ass-cheeks barely moved as he walked to the kitchen to get the booze and mixers. But his back fairly rippled and Sally found herself getting that old familiar twitch between her thighs.
"Put on some music if you want!" Ralph called in to Lisa.
Lisa rummaged through the albums, selecting Herb Alpert. As the brass hit their ears, Lisa winked at Sally.
"Nice, huh?" she asked, gesturing towards the kitchen.
Sally winked. She knew Lisa got a big kick out of fixing her up with handsome men when she wasn't out on the prowl for herself, or when they didn't just pop up on her doorstep.
Ralph returned then with the drinks and handed each girl a glass.
"How about you?" Lisa asked him. "Aren't you drinking?"
Ralph shook his head and produced a joint from a plastic vial.
"Nope," he said emphatically. "This is my summer for grass and nature! No artificial anything!" And he smiled at Sally.
Sally flushed, though she didn't know why. She was as real as shit!
As she listened to the conversation Lisa was having with Ralph, it dawned on Sally that Lisa must have met Ralph before she got married. Certainly the restrictions her husband and children placed on her didn't allow her as much freedom as Sally had. She would ask Lisa later for details. Right now, she was just happy that Lisa knew such a handsome dude.
Her thoughts were interrupted as the screen door banged in the back and Ed and Mike bounced in.
"Hey!" they cried in unison upon seeing her. "Long time no see, honey!"
And they toned her high in the air, doing a little dance in the process.
"So this is your friend Sally!" Ed cried.
He peered down at her as ho stood over her chair. Sally thought to herself that he was handsome enough to be a movie star, certainly much better-looking than the pudgier Mike who seemed used to playing the clown.
As they sat around drinking and making small talk, Sally thought with a little ruefulness that she wasn't getting much sun. In fact, if they didn't move out to the deck pretty soon, she would return in the same condition as she had arrived.
Just then, Lisa asked if there was a phone.
Mike pointed it out to her in the bedroom and Lisa disappeared. Sally suspected that she was calling her mother with some excuse why she wouldn't be home until later, and when Lisa once again reappeared, she announced that she could stay awhile longer.
"Why don't we go on the deck?" Ralph suddenly suggested.
The group moved outside and Sally was grateful. Though it was cooler in the house, that wasn't the reason she had come to Fire Island.
From the deck, they had a great view of the narrow strip of land that was the island. As the gin and tonic began to mellow her out, Sally refused Mike's offer for another drink. All she would have to do was get drunk and be carried to the ferry. As it was, Lisa was drinking so heavily, Sally feared it would be she who ended up driving them home.
"Here," Ralph offered. "Try this," and he pushed his joint upon her.
Sally took a deep drag on the acrid smoke, her eyes smarting.
"Just hold it in your lungs for a long time," Ralph instructed. "You'll feel it in a few minutes."
Sally did as she was told. She welcomed any excuse to remove herself from the reality of her life and trying grass was just one more way out. Ralph was sitting in a deck chair next to her now, his long brown leg dangerously close to her own paler one.
"Feel anything yet?" he asked curiously. Sally smiled into his light-brown eyes. She could see yellow flecks in them now that she hadn't noticed before.
"I don't know," she admitted. "Maybe it's the drinks."
Ralph smiled. "Sure," he said. "Maybe it is!"
And he took a deep drag on the joint himself before extending it to her once again.
Sally took the smoke as deep into her lungs for as long as she could stand it before passing it back to Ralph. Her whole body seemed to be suffused with a wonderful kind of dizziness. Her nerves seemed close to the surface of her skin so that even the rays from the sun were like a kiss. The closeness of Ralph was comforting to her, and though she desired him, she felt none of the eagerness to get on with the fucking as she normally would have.
"You're a very pretty lady," Ralph was saying. His voice sounded near, then far away, but very familiar.
Sally sprawled on the deck chair, her hands resting on the arm rests, her toes moving back and forth. Her eyes were closed and she could feel the faint breeze from the ocean side brush against her face. Then, wondering what had happened to the others, her eyes flew open.
"Where's Lisa?" she asked.
Ralph chuckled. "Probably getting it on with Ed and Mike," he said. "You know, double your pleasure, double your fun?"
Sally smiled. "Yet, right," she said.
Then she felt something hairy brush against her arm. It was Ralph's arm as he pulled his chair closer to hers.
"How about it?" he asked her. "Want to join the others?"
Sally thought about it. With three guys, she could take one cock in the mouth, one up the ass and one up her cunt. Though normally this idea would have held enormous appeal for her, she felt as though she couldn't move out of the chair.
"Not right now," she told him, holding her breath for his reply.
"Good," Ralph said. "I wouldn't want to share you."
The next thing Sally knew, she was being lifted off the chaise lounge and being placed on an air mattress on the deck. Then she could feel Ralph's fingers fumbling around on her bikini, swearing softly to himself as he struggled with the bottom half.
Now Sally enjoyed the luxury of lying nude on the deck, her two tits jutting up towards the sun, her blonde beaver getting even blonder from the powerful rays.
Ralph let out a low whistle. "I can't understand any man letting you out of his sight," he told her. "If you were my wife, I'd keep you chained to the bed!"
Sally smiled to herself over the compliment.
She raised her hand to his he ad, letting her fingers drift through his dark hair lazily. The house wasn't exactly secluded; in fact, it was possible to see other decks with people on them, but Sally no longer cared if everyone in the world watched Ralph fuck her. She was so carried away by the grass, sun and this male next to her, she almost wished she was being watched.
Sally need not have worried about that at all. Several people in the surrounding houses has flashed on her blondeness and had gathered around to watch the proceedings.
"You know what I'd like you to do?" Ralph asked her.
"What's that?" Sally replied, knowing very well what he wanted, but preferring to hear the words from his own mouth.
"I'd like you to suck my cock," Ralph told her. "I'd like you to swallow my cum, every last drop!"
Sally opened her eyes to see Ralph standing now and stripping out of his trunks. It was instantly obvious to her that he must have sunbathed nude quite often. Except for the pinkness of his cock and balls, his skin was evenly tanned.
Sally reached out with her hand for his swollen prick and began jerking its velvety skin back and forth in her soft hand.
"That's nice," Ralph told her. "But get on your knees!"
Sally felt almost too lazy to move, but the idea of sucking off his beautiful prick was incentive enough to get her up off the air mattress. Ralph spread his legs and took his cock in his right hand. Then, with his left hand, he brought her head to his prick and thrust it into her open mouth.
"That's it!" be told her as he began to rock back and forth on his heels, plowing his prick deeper in her throat.
Sally relaxed her throat muscles in the way she had trained herself to do after seeing Linda Lovelace's famous performance. She prided herself on the fact that she could take just about any cock up to the hilt, but she didn't always like to do this right away. She pulled Ralph's cock out of her mouth and held it up to his stomach so that she could suckle his balls.
Ralph felt her pink tongue licking and sucking away on his fuck-sac and his face grimaced with intense pleasure. Now she was forcing both his nuts into her mouth where she rolled them around on her tongue like the prized jewels they were.
Ralph felt himself weakening, his heart racing faster and faster, and he tried to control himself from shooting his jizz all over her head. But Sally had moved on now to his asshole and was licking the opening to his bung with relish.
"Holy shit!" Ralph cried. "I love that, you bitch!"
And he began thrusting his hips back and forth uncontrollably.
With a satisfied smile, Sally then returned to his cock, concentrating on the broad head, digging her tongue into the piss-slit and lapping the underside where the big vein was. She loved to give head to someone who was as vocal about his enjoyment as Ralph. He was carrying on now with such guttural sounds and groans that she feared it would be over before they had even begun! But Ralph exercised an enormous amount of control in not splashing his load until his cock was firmly anchored in her mouth.
Sally felt she had to move faster now. Her fear that he would prematurely pop his wad prompted her to shove the entire dick in her mouth, sucking it deeper and deeper into her throat. When it felt as though his huge cock was tickling her tonsils, Sally began bringing her head in and out and back and forth on his prick the way her own cunt would work on his loins.
Ralph didn't know how long Sally could stay on the island and he deliberated over whether or not to shoot his load now and recuperate for some heavy fucking later, or what. The hell with it, he thought. If she could stay, the wouldn't be sorry, but he had to come!
He seized her head in his hands, pushing it back and forth on his dick more and more furiously.
"Oh!" he grunted. "I'm going to come!"
And before he could even think twice about it, he felt his jizz unleashing itself in hot heavy spurts down her willing mouth.
When the first blast of sperm bit the back of Sally's throat, she almost gagged, but experience had taught her to relax and swallow as swiftly as she could. She knew this gave the impression that she was gulping down his very essence, as indeed she was, but she didn't mean to appear greedy. It was a matter of survival.
When Ralph had shot the last of his jism into her mouth, Sally held his prick there between her lips until she had drained his balls thoroughly. Only when his giant cock began to retreat to its normal size did she relax the pull she exerted over his rod. Now Ralph sank to his knees next to her on the deck. His mined cock was dangling between his legs, forlorn-looking to Sally. She reached out to hold it, but Ralph pushed her back and stuck his tongue down her throat. He could taste his own cum on her tongue and it excited him. Her tits were pushing into his chest and her beaver was caressing his thighs. Though Ralph never thought he could get it up so soon, his cock rose without manual stimulation and began nosing its way between Sally's thighs.
Sally felt the thickness with delight. Her hand reached down to seize his cock and guide it into her box as she continued to kiss Ralph deeply. Ralph sighed and pulled her closer to him. They were on their sides now and Ralph made no move to mount her. Gently and lazily they began to rock back and forth, in and out as Ralph's cock penetrated the interior of Sally's box.
He noticed with pleasure, how her cunt contracted around his shaft, as though trying to squeeze more cum out of it, and his cock retained its thickness despite her manipulations.
Sally's box was throbbing now. Her cunt was like a gaping hole that opened and closed without any directions from her. She wanted to devour his cock, keep it inside her forever so that she might never feel horny again, but she knew his cock wouldn't be any good without his body thrusting it deeply in and out.
Her hands squeezed his buns, marveling at their muscle tone, their seeming ability to take all kinds of abuse from her yet still spring back into place. She wanted to leave some kind of mark on him because of her inability to have his prick fucking away inside her forever, but she didn't know how.
Ralph was aware that he was fucking some kind of animalistic bitch, and he wondered about her heavy needs. However, he was very happy she had chosen to exercise them on him, and he rutted away back and forth in her cunt, his breathing labored and strained.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Sally cried in rapid succession.
Despite her intentions to fuck Ralph forever, it was about to end. She would fuck again, she told herself wildly. It was only ending for now! And she heaved and bucked and thrust her hips around so fiercely her cries were of agony as well as ecstasy.
Ralph felt her snapping box going wild on his prick. It was like a game their genitals were playing with each other and Ralph felt he had as much at stake as she did. Though winning was really coming together, coming by himself was important, also.
"Are you coming?" he asked homely.
He knew it was a mindless question, especially considering the outrageous way her cunt was mapping at his cock. But he never could think very clearly when he was having sex, and why the fuck should he?
For an answer, Sally made one last snap with her cunt and refused to let go of his cock until she shuddered into nothingness. They lay still for, a long time on the deck. Sally could feel a puddle of sweat underneath her naked body on the plastic air mattress and she felt sticky. She groggily got to her feet and staggered towards the house.
Inside, the coolness was welcomed by her and she went into the bathroom to shower. As she left the bathroom, she could hear giggling from the next room and peered through the half-opened door. Lisa was getting taken care of pretty royally by Ed and Mike. Sally watched Lisa sucking off Ed while Mike fucked her. Normally this would have turned her all on again, but she was too exhausted from her bout with Ralph.
Ralph passed her then on his way into the bathroom and made a playful grab at her ass. Sally danced easily by and went onto the deck to retrieve her swimsuit. Glancing at her watch, she hoped Lisa wouldn't be too long with Ed and Mike. Though she didn't know how long the ferries ran, she suspected they didn't run all night long.
When Ralph rejoined her on the deck, she asked him how long he thought his friends would be occupied with Lisa.
"God only knows!" Ralph smiled. "I've seen them keep chicks inside there for days!"
Sally wondered about this, but she wasn't about to argue with Ralph. She found him pleasant company and gave him her address in case he should ever be in her neighborhood. Ralph solemnly tucked the information away in his brain, though he doubted he would ever use it. He had big plans for himself, and a continuing relationship with this married chick was not on his agenda.
"Let's take a walk," he suggested. "Maybe by the time we get back, Lisa will be ready to go."
"I wonder!" Sally mused, but she was glad for the opportunity to see more of the island. Not bothering to ask Ralph where they were going, she strolled with him down the narrow wooden sidewalk to a large building sitting right on the beach. For as far as her eyes could see, Sally saw nothing but men. Golden bronzed men wearing skimpy suits. As she had gotten plenty of sun on the deck with Ralph, Sally was grateful when he suggested they enter the casino.
Inside, the juke-box was blaring away, even though it was only four o'clock in the afternoon. Ralph led Sally to an empty wooden table and they sat down. She was fascinated by all the people drinking and laughing away as though life was one continuous cocktail party. A bored waiter came by to take their order, and Ralph asked Sally if she wanted something to eat. Sally realized she was starved and ordered a hamburger.
While they waited for their food, Sally tried hard not to stare, but it was difficult. Several girls were in the bar dancing with the men and each other. Sally wondered if she would get up in public and dance with Lisa and decided that if there was one place she would dare to do this, it would be on Fire Island.
When their food came, Sally wolfed her hamburger down so quickly, Ralph couldn't help but comment on how hungry she was.
"I should think you'd be filled up by now," he said slyly, and Sally felt a hot flash between her legs.
But it was no longer for Ralph. One thing, Sally decided, she couldn't stand to do was to repeat herself in the same day with the same man! She canvassed the floor for a new conquest.
Just as she spotted a tall, blond man nude to the waist, the doors swung open and the gang from the house came in. Lisa's face was flushed and happy and she greeted Sally with a big hug.
"I can only stay for a drink," she said. "And then I think we'd better go."
Sally didn't really want to leave right there and then, but as she was riding in Lisa's car, she had no choice. Ed and Mike went to the bar and got the drinks before sitting down at the table. Sally watched them carefully to see how they related to Lisa. They seemed in as high spirits as she was, and Sally was pleased that her friend had had a good time.
They left a few minutes later, with kisses all around and Ralph offering to walk them to the ferry. Once again, Sally repeated her invitation to Ralph and he promised he would take her up on it.
As he watched the two girls waving from the departing ferry, he even thought that he might. Sally was a really beautiful chick and she sure as shit was a great fuck!
"Why didn't you come into the bedroom with us?" Lisa asked as they drove along the Long Island Expressway.
"I was too busy on the porch," Sally admitted. But she was curious all the same, having never been to bed with more than one person at a time. "What was it like?" she wanted to know.
Lisa's face split into a wide grin. "It was fantastic," she said. "I really wished you were there!"
"Maybe next time," Sally said.
Lisa was driving faster than usual and Sally knew she was anxious to get the kids back from her mother's before her husband got home. As for herself, Sally felt positively luxurious with the absence of her Bill. She had several more days left in which to amuse herself, and she departed from Lisa with promises to get together shortly. Lisa kissed her fondly on the cheek and Sally got out of the car.
At first she didn't notice the light on in the kitchen, as the kitchen was in the back. But when she went to stick her key in the door, she looked through the window with astonishment. A man, with his back to her, was helping himself to something in the refrigerator. At first Sally thought Bill had come home, but when the man turned to put a piece of watermelon down on the counter, she realized he was a stranger.
Sally freaked. Who could it possibly be, and what on earth was he doing in the house? She glanced quickly at the doorknob to see if it had been broken into. Though the door was slightly afar, it showed no signs of illegal entry. She pushed the door open and walked into the kitchen. The man still had his back to her and was now carrying the watermelon to the kitchen table. Sally saw that he was about her husband's age, over six feet tall with blond hair.
"Hello!" Sally said, taking the bull by the horns.
The man whirled, startled.
"Oh!" he said. "Hello!" And his eyes raked her up and down.
"Who are you?" Sally asked. "And what are you doing in my home?"
The man's face spread into a broad grin. "Don't go getting your balls in an uproar," he cautioned. "I'm a friend of Bill's. An old Army buddy actually, and he told me I could stand here."
His eyes took on an imploring look that went straight to Sally's heart, but she still wasn't convinced he was on the up and up.
"Really?" she asked coldly. "And where did you see my husband?"
"In Ohio," the man replied. "I'm Jason Hedges," he added extending a broad palm in her direction.
Sally didn't take his hand. A long time ago someone had told her a woman offered her hand to a gentleman, not the other way around.
"Look," Jason said. "I'm not a common thief, so why can't we just talk and be friends?"
Sally edged her way closer to the table. "I'm surprised Bill didn't let me know you were coming," she said.
"I guess that's my fault," Jason admitted. "I'm kinda down on my luck and there's a possibility I might get a construction job in these parts, so Bill gave me an extra key and told me to nuke myself at borne."
It was odd, but had Sally met Jason under any other circumstances, she would have been highly pleased. But the fact that he was a friend of her husband's didn't sit too well on her conscience.
"How do you know my husband?" Sally demanded.
"Bill and I were in the Army together," Jason said, taking a bite of his watermelon.
There was nothing intimidating about his behavior at all, and despite her better judgment, Sally began to relax.
"Here," Jason said, jumping up from the table and pulling out another chair. "Have a seat. Do you want some watermelon?"
Sally wasn't too thrilled being offered her own food, and she shook her head no.
"Don't worry," Jason said. "I'm not a free-loader. I intend to pay for my room and board as long as I'm here."
"And how long might that be?" Sally asked, lighting a cigarette. She peered coolly over the smoke as she exhaled.
Jason gave a short laugh. "Hard to say," he admitted. "But as soon as this job comes though, I'll be able to get a place of my own."
Sally wondered why he wasn't married. He was about Bill's age, and though their occupations were very different, she could see Bill hanging around with someone like Jason very easily.
"Excuse me," Sally said. "I've just come back from the beach and I'd like to change and shower."
She felt full of sand as well as cum and wanted to face this new prospect refreshed and with her wits about her.
"Go ahead," Jason said warmly. "I won't get in your way!"
His cheerful insolence was getting on Sally's nerves. Upstairs, standing under the hot spray of her shower, Sally wondered if perhaps Bill hadn't sent Jason back here to spy on her activities while he was away. It was such a real possibility, Sally had to fight down all her natural attraction to the handsome lawn. This, too, didn't make her feel too swift. But come what might, Sally was confident she would be able to handle this fresh twist to her suburban life.



CHAPTER SIX


Fran and Bill were riding back on the plane from Ohio. Bill put his hand on her thigh and gave a warm squeeze.
"You were dynamite!" he told her. "Just fucking wonderful!"
Fran smiled. "You weren't too bad yourself!" she told her account executive.
It was hard to tell whether either one was talking about the client meeting or the time they spent in bed! Actually, both of them were referring to both encounters.
Although Bill had expected a long series of meetings to convince the client to promote their new product, their presentation the first day had been so overwhelming, there was no further need to stay in Ohio. Bill was aware that Sally wasn't expecting him back for a while. He planned on spending more time with Fran in New York, if that were possible.
As for Fran, she was thrilled that the meeting had gone so well. It was another feather in her creative cap and Fran was at the stage in her career where these things could mean big bucks to her later on. Having Bill in her corner was an asset not to be treated too lightly and she had no intention of doing so.
Though Fran wasn't too keen on having an affair with a married man, she remembered the night they had had dinner with an old Army buddy of Bill's. The way Bill had talked to this man made Fran wonder exactly what the hell kind of marriage he had with Sally.
They were in a restaurant famous for its steaks, and flushed with the success of their client, meeting, both of them were in good spirits. Suddenly Bill had stopped his praise of her performance to say: "See that guy at the bar?"
Fran had swiveled her head around.
"What guy?" she had giggled. "I only have eyes for you!"
Bill smiled in appreciation at her flirtatious manner. "That guy there," he said. "The one with the blond hair."
"Oh, him!" Fran said. "Wow! He's really cute!"
Bill grimaced in annoyance.
"I think that's Jason Hedges," he said. "An aid Army buddy of mine. Excuse me. I'll be right back."
And he left the table for the bar. Fran took another gulp of her Tequila Sunrise. She was higher than a kite and she felt nothing could spoil the way she was feeling.
In a few minutes, Bill returned to their table with the blond man and introduced him to Fran.
As they ate, Bill and Jason yapped about their Army days, much to the annoyance of Fran who preferred the conversation to center around her. But despite her alcoholic haze, she did gather that Jason was up for a construction job not far from where Bill and Sally lived.
"Here!" Bill announced. "Take this key. Stop in my house and make yourself at home. If my wife hassles you, just set her the fuck straight!"
Fran sobered up instantly at this remark. Bill had possibilities!
"Gee," Jason was saying. "That's very generous of you." And he pocketed the key.
For the rest of the evening, they continued their man-talk and Fran was relieved when Jason finally split.
"I'll be seeing you back home," he told Bill. "I hope your wife doesn't mind me being there too much."
"Fuck her!" Bill said raucously. "You think I'm going to worry about that bitch? She's lucky I feed and clothe her and keep a roof over her Goddamn head!"
Jason left shortly after that, nodding at Fran and telling Bill he would catch him later.
"Your wife sounds interesting," Fran said as they enjoyed their after-dinner brandies.
Bill snorted. "Maybe to you she does!" he said.
Fran was smart enough not to pursue this conversation in-depth, but she was anxious to take advantage of the fact that Bill had had too much to drink and might therefore reveal his true situation.
"Come on," she said softly. "You must love her if you're married to her."
Bill laughed shortly. "She's the coldest fish I've ever known!" he said.
Fran listened, with both ears flapping, while Bill recounted how hot his wife had been prior to their marriage and how she had turned out to be frigid.
"I'm not worried about sending Jason there," he said. "She doesn't fuck around at all. Believe me, in the town I live in I'd hear about it."
Fran doubted this. She knew how many long hours Bill worked in the agency. In fact many times she had wondered why he was so reluctant to go home when the other men did. But she didn't comment. She was just pleased as shit that the two of them seemed to have something going that might be promising.
Now, riding back on the plane with Bill, she nestled closer to him. Bill thought how differently they were relating to each other now compared to the flight out to Ohio, but he was too grateful for the change to comment about it.
"Are you going back into the agency tomorrow?" he wanted to know. "We could just pretend we were still out in Ohio and have some time together, you know."
Fran knew this, but she didn't want to appear too easy.
"It's something to consider," she said.
Bill looked around the plane. They were flying first class since the agency was picking up the tab. Hardly any other passengers were sharing their cabin.
"I'd like to fuck you right here and now," he told her. "What do you say?"
"I say you're, out of your mind," Fran shot back, but the idea had appeal for her.
"Come on," Bill insisted. "If you don't want to fuck, why don't you give me a blow-job? I'll just cover your head with the blanket!"
"You're crazy!" Fran said, but the idea of sucking on his cock while they flew 22,000 feet in the air struck her as exciting.
Bill was already covering the two of them with the brown, scratchy blanket.
"If the stewardess comes by, I'll just tell her you're taking a nap," he assured her. "Come on. Don't be such a fucking prude!"
Fran allowed him to cover her head with the blanket and found herself snuggled next to his cock.
"Take it out," she told him. "I want you to present it to me as though you were nursing a baby!"
"And you said I was crazy!" Bill said. But he was happy to do as she asked.
Now Fran's mouth was being brushed by the head of Bill's prick. Though it was dark under the blanket, she found the roar of the engines comforting in her ears and she opened her mouth to receive his prick. It slipped in easily enough and Fran began sucking and nuzzling his cock like a child starved for a lollipop.
"Oh," Bill groaned. "You're the best, baby. The fucking best!"
Fran wondered how this might appear to the stewardess or any other passenger that might be passing by. She knew her head was bobbing up and down under the blanket and it was all she could do to keep from moaning aloud in enjoyment.
She was holding his cock in her left hand now, pushing it in and out of her mouth faster and faster. It tasted so fucking good to her, she had to restrain herself to keep from biting its head off, but that would defeat her whole purpose so she fought against this cannibalistic tendency on her part, contenting herself with the rubbery, velvety taste and feel of his prick. Meanwhile, her own cunt-juice was growing, her twat itching for a cock to plow through it, but, this she knew was impossible. At least here in the seat.
Meanwhile, Bill was trying to maintain same expression of normalcy on his grimacing face. He jerked open his day-old issue of the newspaper and tried to cover his lap and Fran's bobbing head with it. Just then, the stewardess came by.
"Oh," she said. "Where is your companion?"
At that particular moment, Fran (under the blanket) had taken both his nuts into her mouth and was sucking and licking away at them furiously.
"My WHAT?" Bill shouted.
"The young lady who was riding with you," the annoying stewardess insisted.
"I guess she's in the john," Bill croaked. "Why?"
"I just wanted to see that everything was all right," the stewardess replied. "Here," she added, grabbing for the blanket. "You don't need this, do you?" And she tried to jerk it off his lap.
"Yes!" Bill practically shouted. "I DO!" And he found himself engaged in a tug of war over the blanket with the stewardess.
"Well!" she sniffed. "Some people!" And she waltzed down the aisle.
Fucking bitch! Bill thought to himself. Her interruption had almost cost him his hard-on, but Fran's busy tongue and lips soon had his cock twitchingly erect once again.
This had to be the best, Bill found himself thinking. Getting a blow-job by just anyone wasn't his cup of tea. But getting this brilliant young copywriter to suck his cock off, fist-class, was something else!
"I'm going to come!" he told her in a choked voice. "I'm going to come!"
Fran heard his strangled voice and sucked his cock even harder. Come! she wanted to shout, but she held her peace. In a few moments she was rewarded by Bill's hot, tasty fuck-sauce shooting deep into her throat. Swallowing his sperm in quick little gulps, Fran stayed close to his withering prick. When she was able to stuff it back into his pants and zip up his fly, she emerged into daylight once again.
"That was nice," Bill told her in a weakened voice. "Real nice."
Fran wiped her mouth and gave him a great smile.
"I enjoyed it, too," she told him. "Really!"
It was true, but Fran was now so horny, she was glad it was a short flight to New York.
"Why don't you have dinner over at my place this evening?" she suggested. "That is, if you're not in any hurry to get back to Sally and Jason."
"Fuck Sally and Jason!" Bill said. "I'm coming with you!"
"Good," Fran said, straightening herself up in the narrow seat. "Because you have to do me now, honey. I want you to eat my pussy until it's raw!"
"It'll be my pleasure," Bill assured her. "My pleasure!"
After they had landed, Bill was able to get a taxi to take them both to Fran's East Side apartment. As he entered the apartment, he thought to himself that suburban living sucked. He decided right then and there to spend a tad more time at Fran's place.
"Do you want a drink?" Fran asked when they had set their bags down in the foyer.
"Not unless you do," Bill said. He was tired of drinking. No longer did he need an artificial stimulus to get it on with Fran. Just the idea of sucking her cunt was enough for him.
"I'll be right with you," Fran said, going into the bathroom. "Make yourself at home!"
"I intend to," Bill told her. He looked around the living room. It didn't surprise him that a copywriter making at least twenty thousand a year should live this well. It was his pleasure to share her comfort.
He strolled into her bedroom, pleased with the fact that she had a huge waterbed. He could hardly wait to go down on her with the sensation that they were floating on a raft.
When Fran reappeared, she had showered and changed into a thin, white nightgown that did nothing in the way of making her look modest. Bill let out a low whistle.
"You look good enough to eat," he told her.
"I'm glad to hear that," she teased, "because that's exactly what I want you to do to me! Eat me until I come, honey!"
She got onto the waterbed instantly and whipped up her white nightgown. Bill stared at her spread beaver. Though he hadn't even made a move towards her, he could see the moist secretions leaking out of her horny cunt.
With a little cry of lust, Bill jammed his face into her box. Whatever perfume she had used was like a heavenly scent to him. He mashed his face between her hairy cunt-lips and began licking away at her box like a maniac.
"Oh!" Fran moaned. "That feels so good, honey! Don't stop! I love it!"
Bill liked it when a woman expressed her desires and pleasures to him verbally. It only served to increase his own desire and pleasure.
"I could eat you forever!" he told her. "You taste so fucking good!" And he dug his tongue even deeper into her hole.
"Not there!" she protested, spreading the lips of her cunt wider apart far him. "Up here!" And she flicked her clit with her finger.
Bill started sucking on her passion-bud with such fervor, Fran feared she might blow right then and there without the long drawn-out sensations she preferred.
She grabbed his head so that she might better guide his tongue. By pushing and jerking gently his head all around, she soon had Bill covering her entire cuntal area with his thick, wet and warm tongue.
"That's nice!" she told him. "Now you've got it!"
Bill began licking faster then, feeling as though he wanted nothing in the world better than to give her as much pleasure as he was receiving from simply sucking her cunt. It was times like this that Bill thought he was born to eat pussy. He was flooded with her scent, with her juices and with the whole idea that he was going down on a chick.
If his mouth wasn't stuffed with her snatch, he might have told her that, but words seemed insufficient now to him. All he wanted to do was suck her to orgasm! He was making such headway, giving head, that Fran's hips were humping up and down in his face, slamming into his nose and bruising his eyebrows, but Bill didn't care. This was it! She was worth going down on, after all, she had shown no hesitation in giving him a blow-job back on the plane in a relatively public area.
Just then, interrupting his own senseless train of thought, Fran cried out.
"Oh my God!" she shrieked. "Don't stop! I'm coming! COOMMIINNCGG!"
And she heaved and bucked and shook all over the bed until she couldn't move any more.
Bill raised his head from between her thighs, his face covered with her cunt-juice, a dazed grin on his face.
"Are you all right?" he asked her.
For an answer, Fran reached down with both hands to drag his head towards her mouth.
"Oh, God, yes!" she moaned. "That was just wonderful. Really, Bill! Just fantastic!"
And she kissed him deeply.
While she was kissing him, she thought to herself what a terrific person he was in bed. Why his wife couldn't get along with him was beyond her. But then, since Fran had never been a frigid person, how could she expect to understand another? To her, Bill was the complete man. Sensitive, ardent, intelligent and a great fuck. There was surely something wrong with Sally!
Well, if there was anything wrong with Sally, Fran would have a hard time convincing Jason!
After Sally had showered and changed, she found herself once again comfortable in her own house. If Bill was so foolish to send this attractive man to her, even to spy on her activities, she would give them both a good report!
When she descended the stairs to face this new challenge called Jason, she found him lounging on the couch, watching television.
"Anything good on?" she asked in an effort to communicate with him.
Jason turned to face her. "Naw," he told her. "It's just the same old shit!"
He yawned and stretched his tall body and Sally flashed on the way his muscles seemed to ripple up and down the entire length of his frame. If there was one thing for sure, Bill's sit-down type of job hadn't done anything toward keeping him in shape. The contrast Jason's lean and muscled body presented to her was so stark, she almost came right under her lounging gown.
If being in construction kept you that well-preserved, Sally thought, maybe she ought to become a crane operator!
She was, in a sense, she reminded herself, remembering her afternoon with Ralph on the sun-deck. She was the best Goddamn crane operator in the fucking state!
As a matter of fact, she realized, it was nice to have a man around the house. Bill was never home this early, and she usually watched the evening news by herself. Now, with the very male presence of Jason, she felt content in a way she hadn't experienced in a long time.
When she had first been married to Bill, she had the illusion of being contented. He was attentive in those days, but this period had been brief. No sooner had she tucked her wedding gown away than her own body needed mothballs.
Fuck that shit! Her first reaction had been. What was she, nothing more than a receptacle for those times when he felt like watering her? Sally was romantic enough at heart to desire more than that! And though she had chosen the only alternative open to her, she had been able to salvage her marriage only through the liaisons site kept burning on the side.
Now, a new one was presenting itself to Sally and as she was never one to turn down anything presentable, she looked with new interest at the muscular man on the couch.
How would he react to her, knowing that she was married to his best friend? A man who had given him a home when he needed one, a place to stay when he had little money? She hoped that Jason would realize that Bill's relationship with her wasn't all that great, but she had no guarantee that he was aware of these personal facts, or that they would make any difference. Maybe she would have to become the aggressor. But was that a good idea? She decided to just take it as it came.
When Jason's interest in television seemed to wane, she decided to jump into the breach.
"Have you ever been married?" she asked him.
Jason gave her his flail attention before answering this question. "Yes," he said. "Once."
"Oh," Sally said. What else was there to say?
She hoped that he would pick up the conversation, and not leave the burden of discovering their mutual needs on her, but she didn't know if he would do this. If he didn't, it wouldn't necessarily mean he didn't want to pursue this line of questioning, only that he wasn't up to contributing on his own.
But then Jason said something that cheered her immensely in her desire to get to know this man who was now living under the same roof.
"Yeah," he continued. "I got married when I was in the Army. I was lonely, guess. Married some chick I met in a bar. Not like Bill!" he was quick to add. "I understood the two of you had dated quite a bit before you got hitched."
He looked questioningly at her.
Sally gulped. It was true they had dated. But they certainly hadn't spent much time in getting to know each other! She was eager to get out of her house, and he was eager to get out of his. So, in essence, the two of them had merely set up residence apart from their restrictive parents.
"Yes," she replied. "We dated for some time before getting married."
"Bill always talked about you," Jason volunteered. "He adored you."
"No kidding?" Sally asked, genuinely surprised. "Yeah," Jason went on easily. "He said you were the greatest."
"Oh?" she asked. "That was flattering."
"More than that, I'd say," Jason continued. "There were plenty of guys I knew that got married, but none seemed to care about his wife the way Bill did."
"Well, I'll be damned!" Sally said cheerfully.
Shit! she thought to herself. If he had loved her so much, why did he carry on the way he did after they had been together for a few months?
"Yeah," Jason was saying. "He bragged so much about you, we all were jealous."
"Huh!" Sally said. She was beginning to like Jason a lot!
"All of us used to kind of hope that we would meet someone like you," Jason continued. "But after a while, I guess we all gave up."
This was heavy shit for Sally. She never knew Bill had praised her so highly in his discussions with the guys.
"Yeah," she said. "He's all right!"
She hoped that didn't commit her too much to his cause. Because whatever his cause was now, she wasn't even a part of it! As far as she was concerned, her husband was a lost item, something that paid her bills and enabled her to live out her groovy life-style.
"I hope someday I'm as fortunate as Bill," Jason was saying. "There's nothing I'd work harder for than to find a chick like you."
"I guess everyone wants essentially the same thing."
"Yeah," Jason said. "But it's not easy."
If he only knew how easy it was! Sally said to herself. Aloud, she said: "Did you have enough to eat? Do you want something else?"
"No," Jason said. "Thanks very much. But I'm full."
He noticed then that she seemed uncomfortable on the straight-backed chair she was sitting in.
"Here," he offered. "Why don't you make yourself comfortable on the couch?"
It was a loaded question. Sally was faced with the chance to either sit with him in her thin nightgown or retain her seat off to one side. But her loneliness overrode any modesty she was hoping to retain.
"Okay."
Moving with all the grace of a sixteen-year-old at her first prom, Sally swished over to the couch. Her heart was beating so loudly, she feared Jason might hear it.
But he simply moved over to make more room for her.
"How's that?" he asked affably. "Do you feel any better?"
"Much better," Sally admitted as she readjusted herself to the couch with Jason on it. She sat primly to one side.
Jason flashed on her attitude right away.
"I suppose you feel strange, knowing. I'm a friend of your husband's and all that?" he offered. "That's part of it," Sally said. She wasn't about to admit her true desire to be fucked by Jason. That would be the height of foolishness.
"And what would be the other part?" Jason was curious to know, placing one of his hands on her thigh.
Sally flinched. Not so much because she was offended, but because of the desire and mixed feelings Jason aroused in her.
"Didn't you expect your wife to be faithful?" she asked in a small, little-girl voice.
Jason laughed. "Yeah," he admitted. "I guess so. But I'm older now. And I know that whatever turns you on, turns you on!"
"How do I know you're not just here to spy for my husband?" Sally blurted. "I mean what assurance do I have that whatever happens between the two of us is just going to be between the two of us?"
"That's a good question," Jason admitted. "But if you're worried about me saying something to your old man, you're barking up the wrong tree." And he moved his hand on her thigh up a little closer to her cunt.
Sally gasped. There was nothing she wanted more in the world than to have Jason's prick fucking away inside her cunt. But to admit to this and to encourage it was more than she could bear without his tacit approval.
"Do you mean that it doesn't bother you to fuck your own friend's wife?" she baldly asked.
Jason's smile became a little strained.
"Let's not say I wouldn't have any feelings about it," he said. "That wouldn't be true. But let us also admit that right now it wouldn't stop me one bit!"
Sally almost said, "In that case, let's get on with it," but something deep within her was holding back. Jason would have to prove to her that he was sincere in his desire for her, and not just using her to get back at Bill for whatever may have happened between the two of them in the Army.
But then, as his fingers inched their way nearer and nearer to her cunt, Sally no longer gave a shit what Jason might tell Bill. Let him really have something to brag about. Then, as his fingers grasped the vee of her snatch, Sally gave a little cry and threw her arms around Jason's neck.
Jason responded with the speed of lightning. He never knew Bill was married to such a hot piece of ass, and it surprised the shit out of him. His memories of Bill consisted mainly of Bill's priggish ways. How a prick like Bill could have convinced a warm-blooded woman like this to marry him was beyond his wildest imagination.
Sally felt Jason's strong arms enfold her and her heart began pounding loudly through the thinness of her gown. She could feel Jason's heart beating just as loudly, if not louder, through his own T-shirt and her blood began to boil. She wanted him to move swiftly, fuck her now before she had time to think about what she was doing. Later, maybe, they would have time for some long drawn-out lovemaking. But all that mattered to Sally at the moment was that Jason should get his cock inside her cunt as fast as possible.
In order to insure this, Sally pulled her nightgown over her head. Jason gaped down at her beautiful body. He saw her tits jutting proudly without any support and the pinkness of her nipples that just cried out to be licked and sucked. Fighting against his natural impulse to latch onto her jugs, he stood instead, and quickly stripped out of his clothes.
Now their inflamed bodies pressed nakedly together on the couch. Sally could feel the hairs on Jason's legs brush against her own smooth-shaven ones and she began rubbing her legs up and down on his. His cock was pressing into her stomach and it felt huge. Sally opened her eyes and saw his dick pointing straight towards her mouth.
Though she wanted ta feel that prick jamming lightly into her cunt, she couldn't resist bending her head down to his lap and taking a few sucks.
Jason closed his eyes and groaned. Her tongue felt like a million bucks to him and had he had a choice now between the cash and the tongue, he would have chosen the tongue.
"No," he told her, pulling her head gently off his cock. "Sally, please! I want to be inside you!" And he forced her back on the couch so that her hips were spread wide beneath him, just waiting for the entrance of his swollen cock. With the first shove, Sally gasped. She was so lubricated by her excitement, her cunt provided a slippery trail for Jason's cock to slide into and he was soon rutting in and out of her box rapidly.
"Oh!" Sally moaned. "Oh, Jason! Fuck me! Please fuck me faster!"
Jason didn't normally like to fuck too fast. He couldn't control his orgasm that way, but his excitement and desire for her was so great that he didn't care if he shot his entire wad right then and there. He began slamming back and forth so fast that Sally's teeth began rattling around in her head.
She pounded her heels high into the air, raking his back with hot nails, trying to get even deeper and closer to her, though this was impossible.
"That's it, honey!" Jason cried homely. "God, you're good!"
He loved it when a woman was willing to express her basest animal desires. This fucking Sally, he thought wildly to himself. She was a fucking beast!
It was true. If anyone had been watching them fucking on the couch, they would have been under the impression that Sally was trying to devour Jason. Her arms grasped at his body, her legs beat around his back, her cunt clutched at his cock feverishly.
Jason couldn't take it any longer. He was getting ready to shoot his fuck-sauce high into her snatch and nothing on the face of the earth could stop him now.
"I'm going to come!" he told her in a strained voice. "Oh, Sally! I'm going to come!"
And Sally felt the first unleashings of his hot cum shoot into her box and splash against her womb. It was soothing to her and it triggered off her own climax. Without any conscious effort on her part, her cunt went into violent contractions, squeezing and milking Jason's prick until he had no more to give her.
They lay panting on the couch, their bodies slippery with sweat, their heartbeats beginning to slow down as Jason's cock retreated. Sally gave him a fond hug and Jason returned the affectionate squeeze.
"Hey, honey," he murmured in her ear. "You're terrific!"
Sally smiled, pleased. Even if he did tell her husband what had happened, she no longer gave a shit. They had the whole evening to look forward to. An evening, she hoped, of sucking cock and getting her box eaten out. Maybe later they would fuck again!



CHAPTER SEVEN


Bill was on his way home. He had fucked his brains out at Fran's and he was exhausted. All he wanted to do was get inside his own bed for a change and go to sleep.
By the time the cab left him off in front of his house, he was so bone-tired, he barely noticed how dark the house was. But as he fumbled for his keys, he also glanced at his watch and noticed that it was only ten-thirty. Strange, he thought to himself. Sally never usually went to bed before one o'clock, after the Carson show.
But he was too tired to analyze her behavior and let himself inside the house. It was quiet. So quiet he couldn't even hear the television. Maybe she wasn't even there, he thought to himself. Right now, he wouldn't have cared. He was too tired to fuck her and he assumed she would be horny as hell with him gone for the past few days. She would be all over him, he decided, pleading to suck his cock and begging for "just one fuck, honey". Well, tough shit, Bill thought. She'd just have to wait until his balls got into an uproar again.
He began climbing the stairs. More like trudging, he knew, but he didn't care. No man on earth could have gotten a hard-on after the sexual gymnastics Fran put him through. As it was, he was proud as shit that he had been able to survive her company at all!
He pushed open the door to his darkened bedroom. He could see a form on the bed and hear the contented breathing of his wife. Bill, in a rare moment of consideration, decided not to flip the light on. He knew how to undress himself in the dark. And, he was so tired, that it wouldn't even matter to him if he passed out with his clothes on. He stumbled towards the bed, feeling his way across the room with his hands outstretched. Finally his knees hit the edge of the bed and he sat down. Taking off his shoes and socks, he stood to undo his belt and drop his pants. That was when he saw another pair of shoes (or rather felt them) on the floor. He whirled around towards the form on the bed, hoping to catch Sally with someone. But no, she was sleeping alone, her breathing regular.
Then Bill remembered that he had given Jason permission to stay in their house. He was probably in the guest room downstairs. He hoped that Sally wasn't too annoyed that he had given Jason the key. He would straighten that out with her in the morning.
Stripping completely nude, Bill climbed into the bed next to his sleeping wife, careful not to disturb her.
Sally woke the minute Bill climbed in bed with her. But she was not about to reveal her true state of consciousness. Shit! she thought to herself. If she let him know she was awake, he'd be all over her like no tomorrow! Sally had had enough sex in the last couple of days to take care of her for a week. The last thing in the world she wanted now was Bill climbing all over her.
She lay in bed thinking, or rather cherishing, every moment she had spent with Jason. He was heads and tails above her husband as far as she was concerned. At least as a lover. The only thing that didn't turn her on too much was that Jason's line of work didn't have too much status attached to it. She had to face the fact that she was a snob. She would never forfeit her comfortable situation with Bill unless Mr. Superman came along. As far as she knew, Jason was the best fuck she had enjoyed in a long time, but he wasn't Mr. Superman.
She concentrated on making her breathing steady and slow, simulating sleep, though she was too excited to really be asleep. Earlier on, she had truly been tired. When Jason had insisted on carrying her to her bedroom, she had agreed, but was vehemently against his staying there with her.
Now, with Bill lying next to her, she was glad she had told Jason no on the sleeping-with-her-all night bit.
"But I want to hold you," he had insisted. "I want to wake up in the morning and see your face."
She had been flattered by his remarks, as anyone would have, but in the back of her mind was the very real possibility that Bill, the unpredictable, might pop in to try to catch her. She knew this was silly thinking on her part, and that it was only her guilt that made her entertain such thoughts. But now, with Bill snoring next to her, she thanked her lucky stars that she had insisted Jason return to the guest room downstairs.
All she could hope for was that Bill would be gone by the time she awoke the next morning. He no longer expected her to rise with him at the crack of dawn and have breakfast with him. She used to, but that was early in their marriage. Once they had established a pattern of sorts, Sally allowed herself the luxury of sleeping late. What with her sexual activities during the day, she needed all the rest she could get.
But when Sally woke the next morning, Bill was downstairs in the kitchen. She guessed he wanted to talk with Jason before splitting with Lisa's husband for the city.
"Hello, honey," she said automatically as he fussed with the coffee pot. "How was your trip?"
Bill turned quickly at the sound of his wife's voice. He felt so guilty about his affair with Fran, it was his intention to make his wife her breakfast before going in to work.
"Just great, sweetheart!" he told her, trying to muster up a hearty tone to his voice. It was awfully early for Bill to feel hearty, but he was trying!
"I'm glad," Sally said, sitting down in the breakfast nook and waiting for the coffee to perk.
"Did Jason get here?" Bill asked guardedly, remembering the shoes in the bedroom. They could have been his shoes; in fact, he thought they probably were, but he had forgotten to check them when he awoke.
"Yeah," Sally said, feigning disinterest. "I saw him last night."
"I hope you two are getting along," Bill said. "Em sorry to spring him wi you like this, honey. But I ran across him in Ohio and he was desperate for a place to stay while he was looking for work."
"Yeah, I know," Sally said. "He told me all about it."
Just then Jason walked into the kitchen. Sally tried hard to disguise the catch in her throat and the shortness of breath that overtook her when she saw him.
"Good morning, Jason," she said. "Did you deep well?"
Jason yawned and stretched. Then his mouth creased into a wonderful grin.
"Can't remember sleeping better in my life," he said. "How about you?"
This exchange didn't go unnoticed by Bill, but he interpreted it differently than it really was.
The two men chatted for a bit, exhorting the latest data on each other's lives.
"Well, I'm off," Bill said at long last. "Hope you two can entertain each other until I come back for dinner tonight."
He went over to Sally and gave her a light peck on her cheek. "Take care," he said automatically. "If I'm late, I'll give you a call."
He suspected that Fran would be after his ass to have dinner with him.
"The meeting was excellent," he said. "I may be asked to stay late. I don't know, but I'll call you."
Sally could hardly wait until her husband was out of the house.
"Have a good day," she chimed. Jason shook his hand and said something about maybe barbecuing that evening.
"I'll get the stuff," he told Bill. "Just get your ass back here."
Once Bill had driven out of the driveway, the two lovers turned to each other. For Sally it was a relief to not worry where her fuck would be coming from that day. He was standing here, right in front of her.
"Okay, honey," Jason said, "now it's just you and me, babe!"
Sally smiled. "What about your job?" she asked him. "Aren't you going to look into it?"
"Sure," Jason said easily. "I can make a phone call. But all I want to do that now is be next to you. We started a lot of shit last night we didn't get a chance to finish!"
That was true, in a way. Both of them wanted to fuck their brains out, but Sally had a suspicion that Bill might return. She had a hard time convincing Jason of this, but as it was, she was proven right. She was only grateful they hadn't been caught when Bill returned. Had he came home only an hour earlier, he would have been greeted with a sight that would have sent him flying into the divorce, courts.
Jason was moving towards Sally now. She stood still, her legs braced, ready to greet him. This was the way to have someone wake her up in the morning! She said nothing, but stared at him; their eyes locked, each knowing what the other wanted more than anything in the world.
Sally liked everything she knew about Jason. Granted she didn't know that much, but what he had shown her so far was just fine with her. He had the physical beauty and athletic stamina that were so important to her. Plus although he worked at manual labor, he was far from a dummy. Sally had learned the hard way that a man is a man is a man. Though she wasn't quite at the point where she would forfeit Bill's position, and therefore hers, she still was toying with the idea that Jason was more her ideal mate than Bill could ever hope to be.
"Mmmmm!" Jason was saying, "I can still taste your cunt on my lips!"
Sally felt her clit jump, hearing this kind of talk.
"And I can still taste your cum," she responded.
Neither one was willing to make the move closer to the other.
"I liked the way your cunt tasted," Jason told her. "I'd like second helping."
Sally grinned.
"Come and get 'em!" she told him.
She never expected this innocent remark, to unleash the kind of furious attack that Jason assaulted her with now! He seemed to be all over her at once! His mouth crushed down on hers, his cock rammed into her stomach, his arms closed around her back. Sally felt as though she might suffocate.
"You fucking little cunt!" he hissed in her ear. "I'm going to fuck you until you cry for mercy!"
Sally's heart raced. Good! she thought. That was what she wanted more than anything in the world.
To be fucked and sucked until she fucking passed out! She couldn't believe that any other woman was as lucky as she was! Betty Freidan was all wet!
Her mouth was at his ear now. "What you want, lover?" she teased, grinding her body against his massive frame.
"You know what I want, you little cunt," Jason told her.
"No I don't!" she protested in mock surprise.
"Maybe you want this!" Jason said, grabbing his cock and ramming it against the fabric of her robe. "Take that Goddamn thing off! I want to feel a woman next to me. Not a piece of cloth!"
"Take it off yourself!" Sally countered. She was enjoying herself more than she could remember. Certainly this was one of her better mornings!
Jason didn't have to be asked twice to remove her robe. He did so in one fell swoop. But before he moved upon her, he couldn't help but pause to admire her body. It was truly a work of art. He knew that someday she would be old and wrinkled, and the miracle was that today, while he held her in his arms, she was a vibrant young woman, ripe and ready to receive his cock.
If people only knew how temporary everything was, he thought to himself, they wouldn't make it so hard! Why not seize the day, like the philosophers advised? He certainly did. Though Jason worked in construction, he had had enough college to heighten his appreciation and perception of things. Especially something like Sally! It wasn't true that he saw her as simply an object for his desires. He could appreciate the fact that she was a woman.
It was just that fact that made Sally respond to him, also. If only! she thought to herself. If only Bill would divorce me and I would marry Jason. What on earth would my future be like? Certainly no more one-night stands! But maybe I wouldn't need them any more. Maybe it's only because I'm married to a clod like Bill, I have to fuck around on the side. Actually, Sally believed in her heart that she was a one-man, woman. She knew people who reviewed her record of indiscriminate fucks would laugh in her face, but in her heart she felt that all she really needed was a compatible man.
Now Jason was moving towards her tits, taking them one at a time and suckling them, making the nipples pop out prominent and proud with the stimulation.
Sally felt her clit begin to twitch when Jason sucked her nipples. She wondered if there was a connecting nerve that ran from her tits to her cunt and decided there definitely was.
Now Jason was dropping to his knees, digging his thick tongue into her belly button, prior to lowering it to her bush. Sally stood very still, her head toad back, her eyes closed, her hands resting lightly on Jason's head.
Jason knelt in front of her, his eyes also closed.
He could taste the scent of her clean flesh and he wanted to gobble all of her up inside him. His cock was nosing out from between his legs, throbbing with hot blood.
Sally took both her hands and spread the lips of her cunt wide apart so that Jason would have no trouble digging in there with his tongue and sucking her off.
Jason saw the large clit alert and distinct in the folds of her pink cunt. It looked like a tiny cock to him, but he took it between his lips and sucked and licked it anyway.
Sally almost buckled when she felt his experienced tongue flicking in and out on her cunt. He seemed to have a technique that was so superlative she wondered where on earth he had learned to suck pussy. Maybe it wasn't something that was taught; maybe it was a natural gift, like being a talented diver or something. Whatever it was, Jason's tongue lashed in and out of her pussy, driving her to newer and higher heights of ecstasy.
"Oh!" she cried, no longer worried about being married to Bill. No longer even thinking about the fact that she was essentially nothing more than a suburban housewife. This was what she was: a woman highly, attuned to pleasure, and Jason was only there to confirm it!
Jason was getting into licking and sucking her pussy so much, she wondered if he wanted her to suck off his cock as well. But as he made no moves in this direction, Sally contented herself with the fact that she was the receiver of pleasure instead of the active giver.
But no sooner had these thoughts crossed her mind than Jason arose from his kneeling position and tried to force her down on her knees to receive his cock.
"Come on," he insisted. "Suck me, will you, baby?"
Sally knew of no way to refuse his request and she gladly sank to her knees, fumbling for his cock. It wasn't hard to find. There was one thing in life that Sally appreciated (aside from getting her cunt eaten out), and that was a magnificent cock. Well, Jason had one. She seized it greedily and began using all the techniques she had perfected over five or six years of cock-sucking.
"Wow!" Jason allowed himself to say. "That feels so good!"
Sally was trying to show Jason how much she enjoyed the way he had eaten her out by doing a terrific job of blowing him.
She sucked his balls, rolling them on her tongue, digging her lips into the hairy patches of his puckered pouches, trying to suck him dry from his nuts, instead of waiting to receive his cum from his prick.
"Suck my cock!" Jason urged, not because he didn't enjoy her sucking his balls, but because he feared that he might shoot his jizz any second now and he wanted it deep into her throat, if not her cunt.
Sally switched her attentions to the shaft of his cock which was deserving of quite a bit of attention. To begin with, it was one of the most unusual cocks she had ever seen. It curved upwards, but she attributed this to the fact that it was so long it had no other place to go. Nonetheless, she took it into her mouth and began sticking her tongue into the tiny piss slit.
This was something Jason could hardly bear. To him, a chick that would lick and suck where he pissed had to be a fucking animal in her desires! He began grunting and moaning as he thrust his cock in and out of her mouth at a speed that verged on excessive.
"That's it!" he cried. "Right there! Oh, Sally! You're the fucking best!"
Sally thought that all men sounded essentially the same, but this didn't bother her. She knew she was doing a good job. All she wanted now, more than feeling his stiff prick shoved up her throbbing cunt, was the taste of his jizz.
"Oh!" Jason cried again. "I think I'm going to come!"
Sally kept up her expert licking and sucking on his cock.
"I am going to come!" Jason croaked again, a mixture of wonder and joy in his voice.
Come! Sally wanted to shout, but she was too busy sucking his cock to bother.
No sooner had she thought that than Jason began unleashing his hot fuck-sauce into her mouth. It hit the back of her throat and Sally began gulping away, trying to swallow it all, lest she drown. When she had taken all of his jizz into her system, she felt his cock wither and grow smaller in her mouth. Only then did she release it. Jason reached for her by drawing her up by her armpits.
"That was wonderful, baby," he told her, planting a big juicy kiss on her lips. "I loved it!"
"I'm glad," Sally told him, not lying at all, but appreciative of the fact that he didn't hide his pleasure from her. She could always get off later, she knew.
She and Jason kind of staggered to the breakfast nook and were sitting there when the phone rang.
Sally knew that it was probably Lisa, but she didn't know how Jason would feel about the fact that she and Lisa often got it on together. If he could accept this, they would surely be able to have a relationship together.
"Hello? Oh, hi, Lisa. How's it going?"
"You're not going to believe this," came Lisa's breathless voice, "but Bill told my husband today that he's having an affair with a copywriter on his account."
Sally had to pause over this information. She had never considered Bill a very sexual human being, and the fact that he had gone outside his marriage for satisfaction while she was supposedly left with none at all infuriated her.
"No shit?" she asked, insisting on all the details. Lisa was only too happy to fill her in, and Sally listened, her face a stone mask to the gossip that Lisa was passing on.
"You want to divorce that prick?" Lisa finished. "Now is a good chance!"
Sally wasn't sure a divorce was the answer, but she sure as slit was cheered to hear that Bill was fucking around on her. She no longer had to feel any guilt over the numbers she had been lying down on him, without his knowledge.
"Can I come over?" Lisa finished. "I hate to talk on the phone."
Sally glanced quickly at Jason. "Okay," she said slowly. "I guess it will be all right."
She didn't bother telling her that Jason was visiting them. It might be more interesting this way.
"Give me five," Lisa asked, and hung up.
"Who was that?" Jason wanted to know.
Sally quickly explained it was Lisa, though she neglected to leave out the details.
While the two of them were recuperating from their sexual encounter, Lisa arrived in a blaze of bountiful goodwill.
"Hi!" Lisa cried, entering the kitchen. "Well!" she exclaimed upon seeing Jason. "Who's this?"
Sally quickly introduced the two of them.
Lisa flashed a smile at Jason. "You're in luck," she told Sally openly. "This one looks like a winner."
Sally didn't know whether to smack Lisa or kiss her. She just didn't want Lisa's comments on her new lover. But Lisa, effervescent and bubbling with her news, could hardly be put off by Sally's reticence.
"Did you have a good time on Fire Island the other day?" she blurted. "Wasn't Ralph cute?"
Ralph? Sally thought. After Jason, it was hard for her to remember any Ralph!
"Yeah," she said, trying to warn Lisa by her attitude to cool it. "He was all right."
"He called me the other day," Lisa volunteered. "Wanted your number. I gave it to him. Guess hell be calling you any day now."
Great, Sally thought. Just what she needed, Ralph calling her!
"Hey, look," Jason said. "Why don't you two girls chat over all your news, and I'll be right down. After I take my second shower!" And he winked at Sally.
"Where did you find him?" Lisa wanted to know.
Sally sighed. There was no use in holding anything back from Lisa. After all, prior to this morning, Lisa was her most important friend. She launched into a big description about the whole thing and when she had finished, Lisa whistled. "Heavy!" she declared. "Really heavy!"
She watched Sally's reaction. "Hey," she cheered, "why don't you perk up? Look, honey, I've kind of missed you myself."
Sally wondered how Lisa could have possibly missed her when she had just spent the last day with her, but she had no need or urge to argue.
"Look," she said. "What's happening now could make a great difference in my life and I have to have time to think about it. Okay?"
"Okay!" Lisa was quick to agree. But Sally saw the hurt in her eyes.
"Look, I'm sorry," she said. "You and I have had a lot of good times together. Gosh, I'll never forget how we ate each other so many times when we were lonely, and believe me, it meant a lot. But this is different. Do you know what I mean?"
Lisa nodded solemnly. "Yes," she told her friend. "I know what you mean. But I'm not sure what you're so up-tight about. After all, it's Bill who's confessed his affair with Fran. Not you and Jason who've spilled the beans."
Sally laughed. "You're right," she told her friend. "But I still have to think about this whole thing. Okay?"
Just then Jason reappeared in the room. "So this is Lisa?" he asked, making it sound as though he and Sally had done nothing more than sit around all day discussing their relationship.
"That's her!" Sally crowed. "What do you think about that?"
"Pd like to see the two of you get it on, as a matter of fact," Jason said easily. "I can't really believe it's never happened before. But this time I'd like to see it myself!"
Sally looked at Lisa. She was stunned by Jason's perception of their friendship.
"What makes you think I'd be interested?" she wanted to know.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Jason smiled easily. It would take him too long to explain how experienced he was in sexual matters.
"Okay," he told her. "If it makes you feel better, I'd like to see the two of you make love even if you never have before."
"I have a better idea," Lisa said. She had been eyeing Jason appreciatively since entering Sally's house. "Why don't we make it a threesome?"
She was disappointed that Sally hadn't participated in the scene she had going with Ed and Mike the other day, and she felt that Sally could redeem herself now.
Sally still hesitated. She felt something special and different for Jason. It wasn't just sexual. It went beyond that. An area of uncharted emotion for Sally. She knew that other people called this love.
But she loved Lisa, also. Why shouldn't she express that love by going to bed with both of them?
"Okay," she said. "Why the fuck not?"
She stripped out of her clothes, signaling the others to follow her example. They did. Now, with the three nude adults standing around staring at each other, everyone wondered who would make the first move.
"Let's go in the bedroom," Jason suggested. "Your bed is roomy enough for the three of us."
And he led the way upstairs. Lisa and Sally followed behind him, giggling over the way his buns jiggled with each new step he took on the stairs.
"Shh!" Sally warned. She didn't want a spirit of levity to spoil what was about to happen, though she was in great spirits herself. This was why she wasn't suit she wanted to divorce Bill, affair or no affair. She would lose out on all her good times! But maybe, with Jason, she wouldn't have to give up as many as she thought. She didn't know how Jason would take to the idea of her fucking around with other men on the side, however. But he sure as shit wouldn't mind her getting it on with girls! If she married Jason, she might not want to fuck other men, she also realized with a sense of relief. Jason, she was sure, was man enough for her!
Once upstairs in the bedroom, the three threw themselves down on the downy bed with abandon. Sally watched as Jason instantly went for Lisa's tits. She felt a spark of jealousy. But when he began sucking on them, he winked at Sally and she had the feeling they were sharing a wonderful conspiracy.
Lisa was lying on her back, with Jason trying to work both her tits into his mouth. He was not lying between Lisa's spread legs, which left her cunt wide open for Sally's mouth. But Sally wasn't ready to suck off Lisa just yet. She noticed that Jason's huge cock was getting even larger as he sucked contentedly away on Lisa's full jugs. As his cock began moving slowly in the air, Sally was filled with the desire to suck it. She fitted herself in such a way that she could give Jason a blow-job while leaving her own moist cunt open for whomever decided to latch onto it first.
Tasting the now familiar taste of Jason's cock filled Sally with peace. This was the life, she decided. And in her passion, she felt that she wanted nothing more than to be presented with a large, well-hung prick to suck on.
She pushed the now-familiar prong in and out of her mouth with gusto. Jason responded automatically, though noticing her increasing vigor. He pushed his cock back and forth slowly in her mouth, filling her entire cavity with his meat. Sally's enjoyment was becoming so intense, her cunt was on fire. She needed a tongue to soothe the flame of her bush, so she swung her hips around, placing her cunt right over Lisa's mouth.
Lisa looked up just in time to see Sally's hairy gash being lowered onto her face.
She stuck out her pink tongue to prong Sally's pussy as it settled easily onto her mouth.
Sally could feel Lisa's tongue burrowing into her cunt and she sucked more eagerly on Jason's cock. Jason had now moved down from Lisa's tits and began eating out her box. The three of them were engaged in a delightful daisy-chain that threatened to erupt into an explosive orgasm any minute now.
Jason, feeling that he was the most experienced of the three, jerked his cock away from Sally's hungry mouth before he shot his load down her throat. One of his favorite pastimes was watching two girls take turns sucking his prick.
He stopped eating out Lisa and arranged himself so that both girls were now lying between his long legs. Sally and Lisa smiled at each other. Both knew what was expected of them, and both bent their heads willingly to the task at hand.
Sally began by licking and sucking the head of Jason's prick, while Lisa went for his balls. Then, she lowered her head even farther in order to take a few licks at his asshole. Jason squirmed with delight. His broad hands were on each of the girls' heads, and he stroked them fondly. His entire cock and balls were covered with spit from the girls' busy mouths. His hips were bucking up and down off the sheets, slowly at first, and then faster and faster. He had to stop. Pushing them away gently, he said: "Come on, Sally. Let me watch you eat out Lisa's cunt!"
"I'd rather she ate out mine." Sally said with a smile.
"In that case, go sixty-nine," he commanded.
The two girls got into position and Jason lay on his back, playing with his dong, enjoying the sounds and sight of their cunt-lapping tongues. It was a cock-stiffening sight.
Jason was ready now to fuck both of them. The familiar feel of his meat in his hand wasn't enough to satisfy him. After all, he thought, what was the sense of being in bed with two chicks and playing with his prick!
Wordlessly, he positioned them both on their backs so that he could stick his cock first into one box, and then the other. Gradually, the girls bath reached a high pitch of excitement, each one fighting with him harder and harder as he sought to pull out his cock in order to thrust it up the other's cunt.
"Stay!" Sally pleaded. She was so close to coming now, she couldn't bear the idea that he would soon be shoving his meat up into Lisa's cunt. "Just stay a few minutes longer," she tried to beg. "I'm going to come!"
Jason didn't mind if she came, in fact he loved the idea. But he didn't want her twitching box to suck out his load. He wanted to come inside Lisa.
Sally began thrusting and pumping her hips faster and faster underneath him. "I'm coming!" she told him. "Oh! I'm going to come!"
As she cried out this information, Jason felt her cunt grasp his cock so firmly, he had everything he could do to prevent his own load from shooting high into her twat.
When her vibrating body subsided, he waited a few minutes before jerking his cock out of her cunt and shoving it up inside Lisa. Lisa had been watching her friend getting fucked, though she was playing with one of Sally's tits while sucking the other. Now she knew it was her turn.
"I want it up the ass," she told Jason firmly. "Please!"
Sally heard this and was glad that Lisa was going to be last. She sure as shit didn't want Jason shoving his cock up her cunt after it had been rutting around in Lisa's asshole!
Jason flipped Lisa on her back and grabbed her beneath her waist. With one hand holding her firmly, he used his other hand to stuff his prick up her shitter.
Lisa was on her knees, her head hanging low, her pretty rump presented to Jason like a prize. She knew it would hurt a bit at first, but that once Jason's prick was inside, the pleasure she would receive would be more exciting than just getting fucked up her cunt.
Jason strained to get his thick-headed cock into her tiny asshole. With one final grunt, he felt it explode into the larger passage of her bowels. There seemed to be no end to her canal, and Jason felt as though he was fucking infinity. Her powerful sphincter muscle contracted violently around his prick in such spastic spasms, he soon shot his jism high into her bucking ass.
Then he collapsed on her and the two of them sank onto the bed. Sally, who had been watching the whole thing while playing with her clit, thought that she hadn't had this much fun in a long time. Yes, she decided, if Jason wanted to live with her, that would be just fine with Sally!
Later, after Lisa had split, Jason and Sally took a nap down in the den, after watching several game shows and soap opens. Sally had drifted off to sleep not even caring that Bill might find the two of them in this compromising position.
But no such luck. Jason woke at the sought of the back door opening and quickly went into the bathroom. As he came out, he bumped into Bill.
"How's it going?" Bill asked. "Did you check out that construction job today?"
If Jason were a less poised man, he might have blushed or at least turned red. The truth of the matter was that he had forgotten all about it.
"Yeah," he lied. "I have an appointment to see them tomorrow."
Bill laughed. "Good boy!" he said in his patronizing way. "Come in the den and have a drink with me," he invited. "By the way, where's Sally?"
"I haven't seen her this afternoon," Jason said. "I guess she's around someplace," and he followed Bill into the den.
Bill recoiled at the sight of his wife still in her robe and lying on the couch.
"Hey!" he bellowed, going over to her and shaking her rudely by the arm. "What gives?"
Sally awoke with a start. She had been dreaming about Jason, and seeing her angry husband put her in a bad mood.
"Stop shaking me!" she yelled. "I don't feel well!"
Bill ignored her and went over to the bar.
"What will you have?" he asked Jason, his voice sullen.
Jason figured they might be in for some heavy drinking that night. Though Bill was a lot less powerfully built than he was, he didn't want to punch him out. He hoped that a couple of drinks might mellow him out, though he wasn't sure how they would affect Sally.
As Bill mixed the drinks, Sally said nastily: "What about me? Aren't you going to offer me a drink?"
Bill sipped his martini before replying. "I thought you said you weren't feeling well," he snapped.
"I'd feel a lot better if I had a drink, I'm sure!" Sally said. It was obvious that she was itching for a fight.
Bill wondered if it was possible she could have heard about his affair with Fran, but decided no, it wasn't. "I don't know why you have a bug up your ass," he told her, handing her a drink. "You getting your period or something?"
Sally laughed and turned towards Jason. "That statement shows what a great relationship we have, doesn't it?" she asked. "He doesn't even remember my time of the month!"
Bill was so shocked by this, he almost dropped his drink. He couldn't believe his wife would make such an intimate remark before a person who was essentially a stranger, and he eyed both of them with suspicion.
"So, you have an appointment tomorrow?" he asked Jason, turning his attention away from his wife. "How do you plan on getting there?"
"I thought that maybe Sally could either drive me or loan me her car," Jason said. "If not, I guess I could take the bus."
"Sally can take you," Bill said shortly. He sat down on the couch and flipped on the television. "Got to see the news," he said.
Sally and Jason looked at each other. Both of them felt as though Bill were the intruder in the house, not Jason.
"I'll see about dinner," Sally said. "Jason, do you want to help?"
"Sure," Jason said, taking his drink with him.
Out in the kitchen, Sally rattled a lot of pots and pans around to disguise the noise of their conversation. "DO YOU think he knows?" she asked Jason.
"Frankly I don't give a fuck," Jason said. He thought Bill was behaving like a pompous ass, but he also felt a little guilty fucking around with his wife.
Sally really set her mind to getting dinner ready and they fell into silence. Then she handed him her glass. "Why don't you get us a couple of drinks and tell me what Bill's doing?" she said to him.
Jason entered the den and discovered Bill was asleep in his chair. He knew that Bill worked hard, but the kind of fatigue he was exhibiting now Jason recognized as physical exhaustion.
Probably spent his lunch hour fucking his brains out, he thought to himself. He returned to the kitchen with the drinks.
"What's going to happen if you do get that job?" Sally asked as she set the table.
"I'm not worried about getting it," Jason told her easily. "I don't know. Guess I'll get my own place and settle down. Why?"
"I might come and stay with you," Sally told him, watching his reaction carefully.
"Fine with me!" Jason said.
Just then Bill walked into the kitchen.
"What's going on?" he demanded, looking from one to the other. He regretted being drunk that night he had told Jason he could stand there, but he wasn't sure why. All he knew was that he resented the other man's presence. He wished he would leave tonight.
"Nothing," Sally said quickly. "We were just talking."
"When's dinner going to be ready?" Bill wanted to know.
Sally put it on the table. "It is now," she said, and the three sat down to eat. It looked almost as though they were a family, except that the coldness and hostility was so thick in the air, even the alcohol couldn't dispel it. After dinner, Bill announced that he was going for a drive.
"I've got to have some time to myself," he said. "I have to think. Jason, do you want to come with me?"
Sally's eyes flew to Jason's face. But Jason was cool. Sally detected a faint flicker of annoyance passing across his blue eyes, but his voice failed to reveal his irritation.
"Sure," he said. "Why not?"
After the two men left the house, Sally busied herself cleaning up. She wondered what they were talking about and how it might affect her own life. She certainly knew her marriage to Bill was doomed, but she had no guarantee Jason would keep a chick he knew for a fact fucked around.
Fuck them both! she thought defiantly. If they could go out, so could she! Ana she dressed and left the house.
As she drove down Route 59 with no idea of where she was going, she noticed a young man hitchhiking by the road. Though Sally never picked up strangers on the road, she realized that what she needed right now was a stranger. Road or no road. She didn't want to go to a bar and get drunk. But she hated the fact that her future might be decided between Jason and Bill without any consultation with her.
She slowed the car and rolled down the window. The young man was in his early twenties or late teens. It was hard for Sally to tell.
"Where are you going?" she asked.
The boy smiled slowly and Sally could see how white his teeth were and how fresh his skin.
"I'm only going to Nanuet," he told her, naming a town not five miles away.
"Hop in," Sally invited. "I'll give you a ride."
"Gee, thanks," the teen said, getting into the small car. "Gee," he commented looking at the fancy gadgets on the chili, "this sure is a nice car!"
"Yeah," Sally said. "I guess so."
Her heart was starting to beat in that familiar way that always told her she was almost home free with a new conquest.
"Women don't normally pick up riders," he told her, studying her profile and finding it much to his liking. "You know what I mean?"
"I know what you mean," Sally answered in a low voice. "What's your name?"
"Karl Masters," he told her. "Don't worry, I'm not going to hit you over the head and steal your car."
"That would be very foolish," Sally said. She wanted to add that one couldn't rape the willing, but with a boy this young, she didn't know how he would take it.
"You pick up guys a lot?" he asked.
Sally knew she had a live one. "Sometimes," she told him. "It depends on my mood."
"What kind of mood are you in now?" Karl asked. Shit, if he could fuck her, the guys wouldn't even believe him!
"Kind of a lazy mood," Sally confessed. "How about you? Are you in any kind of a hurry to get where you're going?"
Karl shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He wanted to make sure that he understood her meaning before overstepping his bounds.
"Naw," he confessed. "I'm just meeting the guys, shooting a little pool. That kind of thing."
Sally put her hand on his thigh. It was hard as steel.
Karl didn't flinch. He had heard about women like Sally, but he never thought it would be his good fortune to meet one. He could smell her perfume and it excited him.
Sally left her hand on his thigh.
"Ever been up by the lake?" she asked him.
Karl's cock rose in his tight jeans. "Yeah," he said slowly. "Sun! Lots of times."
"Why don't you take a ride with me?" Sally asked. Her voice had become hoarse and so low Karl had a hard time hearing her.
"Okay," he said. "Why not?"
Sally stopped the car and made an illegal U-turn on Route 59. Fuck the cops, she thought. She wanted to get caught. Caught at something. It seemed to her that she got away with everything. Rather than make her feel lucky, she felt no one noticed her enough to care.
She drove quickly, neither one of them speaking. Karl looked as though someone had approached him on the streets and signed him to his own television series. Sally looked as though she was hell-bent on destruction.
They flew through the little towns that separated them from Greenwood Lake. It had been a long time since Sally had been up there, and as they raced along, she could see the firs and evergreen trees that lined the huge lake. Turning off the highway, she parked so that the car couldn't be seen from the road.
She turned on the radio and the two of them sat there. Sally lit a cigarette and offered one to Karl. He refused. She took a few drags on hers anyway, before snubbing it out in the ashtray.
Karl knew what he was there for. He was only giving her time to think it over twice.
"You married?" he asked, his voice cutting into the silence of the woods with a startling nearness.
"Yeah," Sally said grimly. "Why?"
"I thought so," Karl said triumphantly. He sure as shit didn't think a single woman that looked this terrific would be picking up someone like him!
Sally felt his arm go around her awkwardly, but she went to him right away. She didn't know if it was possible, but he smelled of youth and aftershave. She felt as though she was back in high school and she wanted Karl to fuck her with the same intensity boys she had known possessed. She was tired of the studied way other men made love. Maybe they were tired, she thought to herself. Karl was pulling her head towards his face now and she went to him.
His mouth opened and covered hers and soon she could feel his tongue wedged firmly between her teeth. An electric spark shot through her body.
His hands were becoming bolder now, scraping up and down her body as though trying to crush her.
"Yes!" she moaned. "Yes!"
Karl's hand was busy at his zipper now, trying to get his cock out of his pants. With his other hand, he grabbed her between the legs, feeling the moistness of her cunt on the damp fabric.
Sally groaned and tried to get her slacks off. Damn! she swore to herself. Why hadn't she worn a skirt? It certainly would have been a lot easier. She also wanted to get out of the car. They would never be able to fuck in a comfortable position in this little sports number.
Breaking away from his grasp, she opened the door on her side and got out. Now it was easy for her to slip out of her slacks, and she did. Spreading them on the pine needles, she made a kind of bed.
"Come!" she told Karl. "Come down with me."
Karl took his jeans off and placed them under her buttocks. He mounted her swiftly, not bothering with any foreplay at all. Sally felt his hard cock thrust up inside her cunt and almost cried out with pain and pleasure.
He was like a fucking animal, she thought. His cock moved like a piston in and out of her cunt. She liked it this way sometimes, and now was one of those times.
Karl began to shudder. His body had reached its limits and he was about to shoot his cum into her cunt. Sally wanted to feel his fuck-juice splash all over her insides, bathing her and calming her down.
"Come!" she urged. "Don't stop now! Oh, please, fuck me harder!"
Karl knew that women babbled when they were getting a piece of ass, but so did men. He didn't talk much himself, however, only grunted. He let out one big grunt and then Sally felt the first of several spurts splash against her womb.
Her cunt muscles constricted for the last time, holding his prick in place, milking all of his jism out of his balls before releasing his prick. She could hear his hoarse breathing in her ears and the racing of his own pounding heart. But then it calmed down and he rolled off her. Sally watched him as he stood and dressed quickly.
"I guess we should go," he told her. He seemed embarrassed now, as though knowing his usefulness for her had passed.
"Yeah," Sally agreed, pulling her slacks on. "You have your friends to meet."
She drove him back down the mountain and onto the highway that led to Nanuet.
"That was nice," she told him. "You should come and see me sometimes."
"I might," Karl said. He wanted to get away from, her now that he had gotten his rocks off. What was he going to do with an older woman? He sure as shit couldn't take her shooting pool with the guys!
Sally let him out of the car and he turned to her, not to kiss her good-bye but to thank her.
"Take care of yourself," Sally called after him, watching as he walked into the poolhall. Then she put the car in gear and drove towards her house.
Jason and Bill should be back by now, she thought as she drove along. She wondered what on earth they had to talk about, but suspected it was her. Karl had done a good job at quenching the rage and desire that had burned in her, but in her calmness there was a vague emptiness.
As she let herself in the house, she could hear their voices in the living room.
"Yeah," Bill was saying. "Sally would probably kill me if she knew about Fran. Believe me, Jason, you met her yourself. Wasn't she a great-looking piece?"
"Sure was," Jason said.
Sally could tell by the tone of their voices they sure as shit weren't fighting! She decided to try to hear as much of their conversation as she could before announcing her arrival.
"But I've got a good thing going here," Bill was saying. "I wouldn't want to divorce Sally. I mean, it's hard to find a good wife these days, if you know what I mean."
"Yes," Jason told him. "I know what you mean, and you're a very lucky man, Bill. An extremely lucky man."
Sally could just envision what the smile on Bill's face would look like. She knew how smug he was and how Jason's approval of Sally meant a lot to him.
"Do you think she ever gets bored with me gone so much?" Bill was asking Jason. "I mean, maybe if you're around sometime and not working, you could check in on her every once in a while. Would you mind doing that? Just for old times sake?"
"Not at all," Jason assured Bill. "It would be my pleasure!"
Sally smiled. It looked as though she would have her cake and eat it, too! She wondered how many millions there were like her. Housewives that were fucking around on their husbands without their knowledge. The hypocrisy of the whole situation struck her as amusing. Bill wanted to have his cake and eat it, too, just like her. If nothing else, they both wanted the same things, even if it wasn't each other. She decided now would be a good time to walk into the living room.
"Hi, boys," she said, doing an imitation of Mae West. "How's it going?"
"Where did you go?" Bill demanded. "We were worried sick about you!"
"I went for a drive, too," Sally told him. "I just had to get out of the house and think. Like you, I guess."
"Well," Bill said, coming over to her and kissing her lightly on the cheek. "It's nice to have you home, honey. Real nice."
Sally kissed Bill back, but she kept her eyes open and winked at Jason over her husband's shoulder.
"It's nice to be home, darling," she told him softly. "Nicer than you can ever imagine!"
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