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Ummm, what hot neighbors!





CHAPTER ONE


Helen Bradley leaned back in her husband's dentist chair and spread her legs for Sam. Her wide mouth, warm blue eyes and fluffy blonde hair made Helen look strangely like Farrah Fawcett, the television and movie star, and the three men let their fantasies have free rein as they stepped closer to her.
"Come on, give it to me," Helen said, her voice barely above a whisper.
Sam, her husband, pushed Helen's skirt higher on her thighs, then hooked his fingers inside her panties, feeling the warm wetness of her cunt's juices. He pulled her ankles together, then slowly brought her silk panties down her legs. George and Jay, Sam's best friends and closest neighbors, were busy unbuttoning Helen's freshly starched white nurses uniform, baring her tits that rose and fell with her breathing. Helen's hands were between the men's legs, fondling the fat lumps of cockmeat that throbbed inside their pants.
"Hurry! I need your cocks!" Helen gasped, finding the tab on George's zipper and pulling it down. As though his prick had a life of its own, seven inches of hard cock leaped out the fly, aiming straight toward Helen's red, glossy lips. She curled her fingers around his quivering prickshaft and pulled him closer, her mouth open, waiting impatiently for his cock.
"Holy shit, does she love to suck prick!" George moved closer to Helen, entwining his fingers in her silky hair, pulling her face a little closer to his prick even as he stepped forward. She pulled on his cock, and he fed his prick to her, inserting his fat, rounded cockhead into her hot mouth.
He felt the wetness and warmth surround the cockhead and George pushed several more inches of prick at Helen. She gladly accepted his cock. He watched how her wide mouth wrapped tightly around his pulsating prickmeat, how her puckering lips chewed so delicately and erotically, how Helen's cheeks sunk in to firmly encircle his cock. George pushed his cock into Helen's mouth until he felt his prickhead press against the opening of her throat, and then he pulled back. He knew of Helen's almost legendary deep throat blowjobs and he decided to save the best for last.
From the corner of her eye, Helen watched Sam pull his pants down to his knees. His fat cock, a huge, pulsing vein running along the underside of his prickshaft, sprang free, standing out from his body. Helen watched Sam grab her ankles and put them up on his shoulders, then press his knees into the chair, holding his prick in one hand and rubbing his cockhead against the dewy, pink opening of her pussy. She was always wet, her pussylips puffy, ready for his hard cock. Helen sucked harder on George's cock, anticipating the first thrust of Sam's prick into her cunt.
"Hey, don't forget about me," Jay complained, waving his incredibly long prick in Helen's direction. Jay, unlike the other three people in the room, was in his early fifties, with dark wavy hair that had turned a distinguished gray at the temples. What he lacked in youth, he made up for by having a ten inch-long cock.
I Helen released George's prick from her lips and her embrace and twisted in the chair, taking Jay's half-hard cockmeat an her hand. She brought his prick to her lips and bet husky tongue slithered around his cockhead as she worked her fingers back and forth lightly along his prickshaft!
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Helen gasped, rubbing his cockhead over her cheeks as Sam's prick pushed between her pussylips. She felt her cunt being filled up by hard cock.
Her lips stretched wide to accommodate the head of Jay's prick that seemed nearly the size of an apple. Her tongue whipped against his spongy cockhead as she whacked on his prickshaft urging his cock to even greater length.
Sam pounded his hips downward, fucking his wife's hot pussy. Her firm, tapered thighs held him tightly, her ankles locked together behind his ass. He pushed into her cunt until his balls, heavy with come, slapped against her rounded asscheeks. Sam leaned down slightly and caught Helen's rosy, hardened nipple between his lips. He heard her moan as he nipped on the bud with his teeth.
Hot little bitch, Sam thought. I married the hottest cocksucker in the world!
Jay worked his hips back and forth, literally fucking Helen's mouth. He tweaked her nipple and smoothed her hair away from her face so his view of the blow-job was clear. Watching her gorgeous face getting fucked by a cock was almost as good as getting the blow-job Jay figured, and when he could combine watching and getting, that was the greatest treat of all.
George took Helen's free hand and wrapped it around his cock. Even if her mouth and cunt were already busy with his friends' cocks, she could still service his rigid prick. Helen unconsciously began stroking his cockshaft as she continued sucking loudly on Jay's cock. George looked at her blonde furry pussy and saw how her cuntlips were being stretched by Sam's prick. He looked at her mouth and saw how it was stretched around Jay's massive cock.
Easy, easy, George thought. Don't let her beauty make you come too quick! Enjoy this as long as you can!
Helen wiggled her ass, enjoying the feeling of her husband's prick fucking powerfully into her cunt for a bit, coral red and sizzling hot, was sending lightning bolts of pleasure screaming through her body. As she sucked Jay's cock, she reached between his legs, pressing her palm against his ass, urging him to give her more cock.
Jay's ten-inch prick slithered between her lips until his cockhead pushed against the back of her mouth. He felt Helen's throat relax, then his prick pushed in farther, driving the cockhead right down her throat. He watched as her throat visibly expanded, accommodating his prick.
Helen took his cock happily, her lips gnawing on his prickshaft until his cock was completely buried down her throat and she chewed on the very base of his prick.
"Best fucking cocksucker I've ever seen," Jay whispered, watching Helen's red lips caress his prick.
"That's my wife!" Sam said proudly, fucking his cock into Helen's wet pussy. "Isn't she something?"
Helen pulled her head back, withdrawing Jay's cock completely from her mouth. "Your turn," she said to George.
He immediately plugged his prick between her lips, groaning deep in his throat as his mind buzzed with the erotic thrill of such an unbelievably beautiful woman wantonly mouthing his cock.
Helen's hot lips were wrapped tight around George's prick and she stroked fast on his cockshaft. Her tongue lashed at his sensitive prick, fucking here and there, sliding around the crown, rubbing against the narrow ridge that separated the cockhead from the prickshaft. Her hard nipples aimed skyward, wiggling with her plump tits as Sam fucked his cock into her cunt.
Helen, driven crazy by the tingling in her cunt, sucked harder and whacked faster on George's cock. Then, quite suddenly and unexpectedly, his balls jumped between his legs, pulled tight to his cock, then exploded in a fountain of bubbling, creamy come.
"Mmmmmm!" Helen moaned, tasting the pungent juices as it splashed against her snakelike tongue. She wrapped her fist tightly around his prick, preventing George from reaming her throat. Helen wanted to taste his salty jism, and if George plowed his fat cock down her throat, she wouldn't get that pleasure. But suck she did, drawing hard on his jerking, quivering prickflesh as his cockhead throbbed between her lips. Helen swallowed every last drop of come from George's balls and still wanted more. Squeezing on his cock, she worked the last drop of spunk out of George's prick and gulped it down. Finally, having swallowed every ounce of come the man had to give her, feeling his hot cock juice warming her belly, Helen released his prick from her mouth.
"Suck me off now!" Jay commanded, waving his long cock in Helen's face.
Helen twisted in the ether direction on the chair facing Jay. His cock was so huge that she could hold his prick like a baseball bat and still have a couple inches of cockmeat left for her to suck on. She squeezed his prickshaft, wrapping her lips firmly around his cockhead. Her tongue flicked into the slitted tip and she groaned, pussy juice welling up inside her cunt.
Sam's powerful cock was really driving her wild with lust. She tightened her cunt muscles around his fucking prick, urging his come to spurt inside her pussy.
"Lick that cock, Helen!" Sam hissed, watching his wife bob her head back and forth over Jay's prick. "Chew on that big fucker and drink his come!"
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!" Helen moaned in response, bobbing faster. As she sucked on the cockhead and several inches of prickshaft, Helen whacked on his cock and slithered her hand inside his fly to cup his balls in her palm. They were so big! Bigger than either George's or Sam's. She squeezed them lovingly, knowing that soon they would give her the juice, that spurting jism, that she craved so desperately.
Sam fucked Helen's juicy cunt. His eyes were fixed on her beautiful face, the slightly wavy blonde hair jerking back and forth as she took his fat cylinder of cockmeat between her lips. He reached down with one hand and rubbed his thumb over her clit while his cock, slick with her cunt juices, slid in and out of her pussy smoothly.
Helen felt her stomach tighten and she tried to relax. It was the first sign that she would soon come, that her pussy juice would soon explode from her cunt like a river, but she wanted to postpone her come until Sam came. It was always so much better when they came together. She fondled Jay's balls and gnawed on his cockhead with her lips.
"Ohhhhhhh! You cocksucker! Hot cocksucker!" Jay hissed, his entire body tingling. He batted Helen's hands away from his cock and balls, then grabbed the back of her head and plowed his prick down her throat. It was a good thing that Helen's throat was capable of taking cock because she really didn't have much of a choice in the matter. She was going to deep throat Jay's long, thick cock whether she wanted to or not.
"Nooo!" Helen gasped, her nose buried in the fly of Jay's pants. She felt the jagged edge of his zipper scrape against her stretched lips and tried to pull back a little but Jay wouldn't let her.
"Holy fucking shit! I'm going to come! I'm going to come right down her throat! I'm going to… ahhhhhhh!" Jay threw his head back, feeling the hot come boil out of his balls, race through his cockshaft and then squirt out the end of his prick. At his age, he didn't come as much as he once did, but he could still give any woman enough come to satisfy her.
Helen rolled her nipples between her fingers as Jay's cock, buried deeply in her throat, jerked and spewed jism into her stomach. She felt his hard prick throb powerfully, felt his cock stretch her oval lips even more, then she, too, began to come.
Her cunt contracted even tighter around Sam's fucking prick and clear, slippery fuck oil trickled from her pussy. Her cunt juice became soaked in her pussy hair and then slowly trickled down the crack of her ass. She continued to chew on Jay's cock as best she could all through her orgasm, wanting to milk his fleshy prick for everything he had.
"Mother fucking bitch!" Sam screamed, suddenly pulling his cock from Helen's pink pussy. He grabbed a handful of her honey-blonde hair and pulled her head off Jay's cock, jerking her toward his own quivering meat. "Suck meeeeeee!"
Helen jackknifed in half, trying to get to Sam's recklish cock. Her knees flattened her tits as she lunged for him. Then, just inches from capturing his prick in her mouth, his angry-looking cockhead exploded and a thick jet of white jism flew through the air, splattering from the bridge of Helen's nose, over her lips and down to her chin. Helen caught the second blast of come with her mouth in the air, then she got her lips firmly wrapped around his spewing cockhead, sucking hard to take all the come that remained in his balls.
"Ohhhhh! Suck that meat, baby!" Sam hissed as the jism erupted from his balls. He stood there, straddling the foot of the chair, his knees shaking as his come slowed, then stopped altogether. Helen continued to suck on his tender prick, but he pushed her away and she slumped back in the chair, gasping for air.
Helen stayed in the chair as the three men composed themselves and put their limp pricks back in their pants. When she was alone in the room, she finally got to her feet and stepped over to the mirror on the wall. Looking at herself, she saw the stringy jism that made a white line over her nose and down her cheek. She smiled at the reflection and wiped the jism off with her finger, then licked the digit clean.
How did I get in such a situation? She thought. I've just sucked my husband and his two best friends off. How in the fuck did I get in this situation?
The thought amused her as she remembered how it all started, barely one month earlier.



CHAPTER TWO


After looking at her two best friends, Helen wondered if she wasn't dressed just a little too casually. Susan, George's wife, a woman with sophisticated good looks, shocking white hair and big tits, wore a loose-fitting blue knit dress. It came down to her knees, but was slitted on the side so a good portion of her slender thigh could be seen every time she took a step. And in the front, the low-cut V-neck emphasized the full swell of her tits, showing the inside halves of her tanned tits nearly to the nipples which protruded through the thin material.
Diane, at 19 the youngest of the three women, wore a one-piece, skin-tight jumpsuit that zipped up the front. Diane's shapely body looked as though she had been poured into her outfit. Her dark brown eyes, short, swept back brown hair and pouting lips made her look like a very sexy, precocious child.
Helen, in faded jeans and white cotton blouse, felt completely out of place with her friends but said nothing, knowing it was too late for her to change clothes.
"Well, are we going or not?" Sam asked, finishing the last of his drink. "The movie starts in thirty minutes."
"Just let me freshen up this drink a little, then I'm all set," Jay said, taking a bottle of gin and splashing a liberal amount into his glass. "I hate being completely sober on a Friday night."
The others groaned their disapproval but did nothing to stop Jay. As the oldest of the group, he was the leader. Jay sat on the couch next to Diane, sweeping his arm over her shoulders so his palm dangled close to her tit. Though the others didn't know it, Jay was forming a plan in his mind – one that would undoubtedly shock them, and one that he was sure he could convince them to follow. All he had to do was stall long enough for them to be late for the movie, and then he had them in the palm of his hand.
Jay looked at Helen, at the way her silky hair, so fluffy and adorable, frisked around her shoulders every time she moved her head. He looked at her wide, sensual mouth and envisioned himself shoving his ten-inch cock between her glistening lips. He would have her sucking his big prick before he was finished. Jay knew fucking well he would.
By the time the six got to the theater, the movie had already been playing for ten minutes. A little angry at Jay, they got back in the car and drove around the city, not really knowing what they would do for the rest of the evening.
"Hey, let's see a movie there," Jay said, pointing to a theater that specialized in XXX-rated movies.
"Oh, Jay, don't be silly," Diane said, giving him a little nudge in the ribs with her elbow. "They show just dirty movies in there."
"So what? Come on, let's not be chicken! What the hell? What else have we got to do?"
Sam drove around the block three times before everyone agreed to see the porn flicks.
Helen wasn't at all happy about seeing XXX-rated movies, but the others were daring enough to do it so she would see the movies just to keep from being left out.
They bought their tickets then found six seats near the front of the theater. At first they all laughed at what was happening on the screen, then they all became quiet as the sex on the screen started weaving fantasies in their minds.
On the screen, a dark-haired woman with incredibly large tits was getting fucked in the ass by one actor and was sucking the cock of another. The gasping and groaning continued to get louder and louder until finally one actor pulled his cock from her ass and jerked off on her back. His opaque jism spurted out the end of his prick, flew through the air and landed wetly on the actress.
And then the actress pulled the cock out of her mouth and whacked fiercely on the prick. Before long, the cock was spewing out a fountain of come that smeared all over the woman's face. The actress used the man's cock to rub the come over her lips, cheeks and neck. Then she plugged his prickmeat back between her lips and sucked feverishly until his cock was hard once again.
Jay, Sam and George a hell of a had hard-on in their pants. The turgid cocksucking and fucking on the screen had turned them on to the max. And their wives weren't unaffected by the movie either. Each of them had her own view of the action, held her own secret fantasy that played through her mind, had one special fetish she would love to have become a reality.
Helen was turned on by watching the sex. If watching a beautiful woman sucking cock on the screen was great, how incredibly hot would she be if she saw it in real life? The notion haunted her as she secretly wished to watch Diane and Susan sucking their husbands' cocks.
Diane's fantasies were entirely different. For her, the greatest thrill of all would be as an actress in a truly erotic movie. She could almost hear the chants of the men as they watched her fucking. What a thrill it would be to turn on so many men! To look right into the camera, grab a cock, then suck lustfully, whipping her hot lips back and forth over Jay's massive prick.
Susan's fetish was different still. For her, the idea of fucking several men at the same time made her pussy wet. When she watched the actress getting fucked doggie-style by one guy while sucking another actor's cock, she squirmed uncomfortably in the seat. She made a vow to fuck George as soon as she had the chance… but could she ever suggest that he allow either Sam or Jay to join in the fuck-feast? And what would it feel like to grab Sam's hard prick and put it to the opening of her cunt? Would it feel sexy to have a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy? The questions buzzed in her mind as she watched, on the screen, an actress sucking one man, jacking off another and getting fucked by a third.
"Honey," Diane whispered in Jay's ear. "When we get home, I'm going to do things to you I've never done before."
Jay, his arm over her shoulders, gave her tit a squeeze, hoping the others didn't see his action. His fat cock was stretched down the legs of his pants. At nineteen, Diane was more than thirty years his junior. Because of her youthful good looks and shapely body, the thought of fucking her always made his cock hard as iron.
"This movie is really getting to me," he whispered, flicking his tongue in her ear. "I'm going into the lobby to have a cigarette and cool down. If I don't, I'm going to fuck you right here on the Goddamn floor."
Diane giggled and followed Jay to the lobby. He took out a pack of cigarettes and shook two out. Neither said anything, but their eyes told each other that they would be fucking as soon as they could.
"I've got to take a leak," Jay said. He walked into the men's bathroom and stepped up to a urinal. It was more than a little difficult to get his cock out the fly of his pants, but he finally managed to relieve his bladder. His cock was still hard and sticking out of his pants when he heard the door open. He paid no attention until he felt the soft caress of fingertips on his ass. Looking over his shoulder, be got the shock of his life when he saw Diane, her eyes glassy with lust, standing there.
"I know I shouldn't be in here," Diane said softly, her long fingernails still scratching Jay's ass through his pants, "but I got so damn horny I just couldn't wait for your cock. You're not mad at me, are you, honey?"
"Shit, no!" Jay said, turning to face his wife. In doing so, he exposed his bulging prick that twitched and danced at his waist. Diane looked at his cock, her mouth watering for the succulent taste of his great prick. "You want to suck it, don't you?"
"What if somebody comes in here?"
"They'll understand." Jay reached out and cupped his hands over Diane's huge tits. Damn, they were firm! His hands slithered inside the top of her jumpsuit and he found her nipples, hard and erect. "Come on, Diane, what are you waiting for? Suck me."
Diane touched the head of his cock with her tongue. Her cunt was telling her to suck his meat, but the fear of being caught stopped her. What should the neighbors think if she were arrested? Still, his cock, ions and hard and looking like the most delicious meal in the world, waited it up patiently for her warm, moist lips. She slowly dropped to her, knees, closed her eyes, then kissed his prickhead. A small drop of come formed the slitted tit, and Diane smoothed the fluid over her lips, then let the head part her as she took the prick into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh!" Jay groaned, looking down at his wife's beautiful face. The thickness of his cock forced her jaw open as far as it could go.
"That's right, Diane, take it all. Ohhhh! Put that mouth of yours to work, sweetheart. Put that tongue to work on my cock!"
Jay worked his hips back and forth slowly, timed to meet Diane every time she moved toward hint her cheeked puffed put every time his massive pricktube stuffed her mouth. She could only fit four or five inches of the cockmeat into her mouth, but that was plenty enough to satisfy Jay.
Neither of them heard the door open. When an elderly man, somewhere in his seventies, suddenly gasped and nearly collapsed, Diane and Jay snapped back to reality. Diane got to her feet and zipped her jumpsuit up higher as Jay grabbed the man by the shoulders to steady him.
"Don't worry, old man, it's all right," Jay said. "That's my wife."
"Your wife?" The guy looked at Diane. He was no longer shocked… he was horny. "Should I leave?"
Jay looked at Diane, then down at his hard cock. "No, you don't have to leave. Do you mind if he watches, baby?"
At first Diane was hesitant. Suck her husband's prick with someone watching? But the more she thought about it, the better the idea sounded. It was a fantasy come true.
"No, I don't mind. But just look! No touching!"
"I-I won't touch. I promise," the old man said, leering at Diane's body.
Jay stepped up to Diane and nonchalantly grabbed the zipper of her jumpsuit. He pulled it down slowly, allowing much of her tits to show. Jay pulled the zipper down farther until his wife's flat stomach was visible, and then the top of her blue bikini panties could be seen. While he did this, Diane was lovingly stroking his throbbing prick.
"You want a show? I'll give you a show," Diane said, her voice tinted with a challenge. She got to her knees again and grabbed Jay's prick firmly by the base. Looking at the old man, Diane rubbed his drooling cockhead over her lips and cheeks, then over her neck. Rising slightly, she pushed her tits together and let his reddish cocktip slide between her soft mounds of tit-flesh.
"I've got to jack off. You don't mind, do you?" the old man asked, yanking out his prick.
"Hell, no! Just so long as you don't come on me!" Diane chuckled, still looking at the old man, and then she buried Jay's huge cock in her mouth. Her tongue frisked along the underside of his prick, rubbing here and there. She unbuckled Jay's pants and pulled them down to his knees. After some struggling and some time without her husband's cock in her mouth, Jay's underwear was also down to his knees, and Diane was fondling the cheeks of his ass as her lips chewed lightly on his prick.
"Mmmmmmm!" Diane moaned loud to make sure the old man heard her. From the corner of her eye, with Jay's cock stretching her lips, Diane could see the old man whacking on his meat. She whipped her head back and forth. The slurpy sounds of her hot cocksucking could probably be heard beyond the bathroom but she didn't care. Diane was sucking the cock of the man she loved and was being turned on in a special way by having a total stranger watch her suck her husband's prick.
"This little lady really knows what to do with a cock in her mouth, doesn't she?" Jay asked the old man.
"Uh-huh!" was the old boy could croak out. His tiny, wrinkled cock was really getting a beating, and his eyes were glued to Diane's full, pouting lips as they rode back and forth over the mushroomed tip of Jay's prick.
As Diane sucked, another man stepped into the bathroom. There was a quick conversation as Jay and the old man explained what was happening and the rules of the game – no touching and no coming on Diane.
Diane sucked slower, wanting to prolong the enjoyment as long as she could. With one hand she fondled Jay's balls. With her other hand she rubbed between her legs. Her pussy juice was flowing freely now and she desperately wanted to fuck but that was absolutely impossible in the bathroom. Instead, she satisfied herself by knowing that she was driving two total strangers to the brink of orgasm. She sucked louder on Jay's cock, the spit glistening off his turgid roll of hard prickmeat. A bit of spit formed at the corner of her mouth, then trickled down her chin.
When a third and fourth man came in, the whole bathroom became filled with men jacking off. Jay stood proudly, his hands on his naked hips, watching his wife attack his prick. He felt like a king who could command any woman in his kingdom to suck him off. And the strangers were his court jesters. They weren't of high enough social rank to be allowed a blow-job, but they were close enough to watch the royalty receive the lusty pleasures provided by peons.
Diane's pussy was feverish. Between the fantastic feeling of having Jay's ten-inch prick in her mouth and having five men showering her cocksucking ability with praises, she was squirming on the floor. Her hot lips rolled back and forth over the thick, slick expanse of cockflesh. Diane took Jay's prick into her mouth until his round pricktip was pressed firmly against the opening of her throat, then she chewed hard on his cockshaft with her lips. She rubbed faster and harder against her pussy with her palm and jerked on Jay's prickshaft. Her dark-brown eyes flicked from side to side, catching and judging the expression on the faces of the men surrounding her. They fisted their hard cocks, some timing their strokes with Diane's.
"Mmmmmm!" Diane moaned, taking Jay's prick from her mouth. She pushed his cock up and licked his balls hungrily. His heavy cock rested against her forehead, hot and wet with her own spit.
"She's a fucking cannibal!" Jay told the onlookers. "Just look at the way she adores my balls!"
"I love them!" Diane hissed, still wiggling her pink tongue over Jay's ball sac. "God I love your balls!"
Diane licked along the underside of Jay's cock until she reached his prickhead. Once there, her tongue whipped back and forth, tantalizing the spongy, sensitive tip of Jay's prick.
"Ohhhhhhh! You sweet cocksucker!" Jay hissed, feeling the come well up in his balls. "I'm going to blow my wad right in your hot little mouth. Ohhhh! Don't you know it!"
"F-fuck!" a stranger hissed, pounding on his prick very hard.
Diane looked at him, rubbing the end of Jay's cock over her cheek. The guy just stared at her, his eyes seeming to look right into her soul. He stared at her as blobs of juicy, sticky come spurted from his prick and landed on the floor. He was quickly followed by a second and then a third man as the jism flew through the air, always in Diane's direction, but never quite reaching her. For Diane's part, she felt supremely confident in her erotic abilities. There were still two men left, aside from Jay, who hadn't shot their balls off yet. Releasing Jay's cock from her grip, Diane pulled open her jumpsuit, completely baring her large tits. Her areolas, the size of silver dollars with pointed nipples in the center, mesmerized the men and they jerked faster still on their turgid pricks.
Diane resumed sucking Jay's cock, still enjoying her exhibitionism. Holding only half Jay's huge cockhead between her lips, Diane wrapped both her hands around his prickshaft and stroked while her tongue probed and caressed his cockhead. Now she wanted to drink Jay's thick, salty jism and nothing more.
"Goddamn! Ohhhhh! Baby! Sweet baby! Cocksucking baby bitch! Ahhhhhhhhh!" Jay choked as his balls jumped between his legs.
Diane sucked feverishly, applying a strong suction to his cock while her hands squeezed, jerked and teased his prickhead. It wouldn't be long before she would taste his lusty jism, Diane knew.
As she sucked and chewed on lay's delicious cockmeat, Diane felt something sticky smack against the side of her face. She opened her eyes in time to see a second blast of spunk explode out of a stranger's cock, arch through the air and make a white line from her chin to the cleavage of her tits.
"Goddamn you! I said you couldn't…" She was cut short when Jay's prick showered her with a river of come. She sucked her husband's prick, working his throbbing, jumping cockmeat with her lips, tongue, hands and even tits as the torrent gushed against her. And even as she got a mouthful of jism from her husband, a total stranger was jerking off on her face.
Diane stroked Jay's cock while the prickhead throbbed against her tongue. The torrent of rich, salty-tasting cream splattered against her tongue and roof of her mouth. She gobbled down the come and urged his balls to give her more, but the soon the torrent slowed to a trickle, then stopped altogether. Diane continued to lick his cockhead softly, even as Jay's prick dwindled in size.
Finally, thoroughly spent, Jay stepped away from Diane and opened his eyes. He saw the splattering of his come on her left cheek and saw the come from the stranger on the right side of her face. Rage boiled in his veins, but he had come so fiercely that energy was beyond him.
"Get the fuck out of here," he said softly to the stranger who had jerked off on Diane. "Get the fuck out of my sight before I bust your fucking head."
"That was great," he said, backing toward the door. "You've got a hell of a wife, buddy."
"He's not your buddy, asshole," Diane said, getting to her feet. "Leave us alone!"
She zipped up her jumpsuit and pulled a long length of toilet paper from one of the stalls. Her mind in a whirl, Diane began wiping off the jism that stuck to her warm skin.



CHAPTER THREE


As Diane was sucking Jay's cock in front of the men, the erotic movie had driven George and Susan to do things they normally wouldn't do. Sitting next to Sam and Helen, Susan had taken George's cock out of his pants and was stroking his prick into a state of hardness. George had pulled Susan's panties down to her knees and he was fucking his finger in and out of her juicy cunt, rubbing especially hard against her clit.
Susan watched the screen as she felt her husband's expert finger rub against her clit. An actress was lying on a king-size bed, nude except for a black garter belt and black silk stockings. Susan made a mental note to buy a similar pair as soon as she got the chance. Her fingers traveled up and down George's cock while, on the screen, the actress was having her cunt thoroughly licked by another woman. As her pussy was being licked, she was sucking on a big cock that swelled her throat out.
"Can you believe the way she does that?" Susan whispered to George. "I can't imagine getting it on with so many people all at once."
She was lying. She could indeed imagine getting in an orgy.
Susan looked at Helen and Sam. They were watching the screen, not her. Quickly, she bent sideways in the seat and lashed out with her tongue, whipping it over the head of George's cock. A small drop of pre-come had formed at the very tip and she licked it off greedily, hoping that she could soon have his cock plowing up her hot, ready pussy.
Susan circled his prickhead with her slick tongue, working it feverishly over the cocktip that pushed up at her. George, his finger still in her cunt, used his other hand to push her head down, punching his cockhead between Susan's full lips.
By bending sideways in the seat, Susan's legs were kicked out in the opposite direction and she inadvertently nudged Sam's leg. He looked aver and his jaw dropped open. There was Susan, her platinum hair glistening in the pale light, her head in her husband's lap. Sam elbowed Helen and nodded in their friend's direction. Helen, who was really getting hot watching the screen, now turned her attention to Susan.
"Hot damn!" Sam gasped, watching as Susan's bobbing head slid up and down over George's cock. "Would you look at that?"
"I think it's obscene," Helen whispered back. "They shouldn't do things like that in public."
Susan salivated freely around George's cock. She figured that maybe, if her friends would act as a look-out, they could fuck on the floor of the theater. Granted, it probably wasn't the cleanest place to fuck and certainly wouldn't be very comfortable, but she needed George's cock ramming home in her pussy so badly that she was willing to do anything, take any risk, to get what she wanted. Susan's awkward twisting to suck George's rigid prick forced George to pull his finger from her cunt. When Susan felt her pussy suddenly become empty, she groaned softly but never took her lips from the slick cockflesh in her mouth. Instead, she tried to put one foot over Sam and Helen. Her panties though, still down around her knees, prevented her from spreading her legs very far.
"Take my panties off," Susan said to Sam. "Please take my panties off."
Sam looked at Helen. He knew she didn't want him to do it, but he had always harbored a secret lust for Susan and this was his best chance to see her pussy. Was her cunt hair as brilliantly platinum blonde as the hair on her head? Sam used both hands and carefully pulled the silk panties down Susan's legs. He noticed that his hands were shaking slightly with the anticipation of seeing his neighbor's cunt. When he finally pulled the bikinis off her legs and past her high-heeled shoes, Susan put her leg over Sam's lap so her foot rested on Helen.
"I can't believe she's doing this," Helen whispered, wondering what the fuck to do with Susan's foot. "This is the most disgusting thing I've ever seen."
Sam ignored his wife. He was busy staring as Susan's pussy, which was dripping wet and again being stuffed with two of George's fingers. Susan's dress was pushed up to her stomach and the pink lips of her cunt could be seen gently clinging to George's fucking fingers.
"Mmmmmmm!" Susan moaned, tossing her head faster up and down on George's cock. She chewed on his prickshaft with her lips as her tongue tested and probed everywhere possible. Reaching inside the top of her dress, she tugged on one nipple.
"Eat my cock! Ohhhhhh!" George hissed, guiding Susan's pistoning head with his free hand. He didn't care if his friends were watching them. In fact, he didn't care if the whole fucking world was watching them. The woman he loved was sucking wildly on his prick and that was all that mattered to him.
Helen's cunt was really hot now. Pussy juice was being soaked up in her panties, and she vainly hoped that a wet spot wouldn't show in her jeans. If only she was able to watch Susan's actual blow-job rather than just her bobbing head and long, slender legs. Helen's gaze shifted to Susan's pussy. What would it be like to eat her friend's cunt? Helen squeezed her knees together, wishing her pussy wasn't so damnably hot.
"Suck my cock, baby! Chomp on that fucker! Yeah!" George hissed, prodding his wife on. He thumbed her cunt while two fingers were buried between the velvet folds of her pussy. His cock tingled, getting a thorough sucking from Susan's warm, moist mouth. She fondled his balls and they itched, waiting for the right amount of stimulation before exploding a river of creamy jism.
George looked at Helen and Sam. They were captivated, unable to take their eyes off the scene unfolding before them.
Susan curled her legs together then slipped silently to the floor. She got between George's spread thighs and grabbed his prick, stroking his wet cockshaft while she looked up lovingly at her husband.
"I want you to fuck me," she whispered, unaware that Helen and Sam could hear her. "I need your cock inside!"
"There's no room," George said. "Suck me off for now. When we get home I'll fuck you silly."
"Okay, lover. I'll wait if I have to." Susan ran her tongue over his round cockhead, still looking up at George. She squeezed his prickshaft with her fingers, then put her lips back to work. Tightly, her red lips worked on his hard, pulsating prick.
With Susan now sitting on the floor between George's legs, Helen could watch her suck cock. If Sam even touched her pussy for a second, Helen was sure she would climax on the spot. Her pussy juice would just explode out of her cunt and she would have to face the unbearable embarrassment of having come in her jeans. There was Susan, always the sophisticated one of the three women, wantonly tossing her mouth over a hard prick. The whole weird scene made Helen's whole body quiver with pent-up lust and wild confusion.
Susan's lust-crazed body needed more. Having one cock in her mouth was fabulous, but she craved more. She wanted to be the center of an orgy, just like the actress she had seen in the movie. She took George's cock deep into her mouth until the straining knob was pressed at the opening of her throat, then she reached out boldly and found Sam's knee. Her fingers crept up his thigh until she reached his crotch and there, trapped inside his pants, she found his prick. Sam's hard-on had stretched his pants out and Susan's long fingernails scratched on his twitching cockmeat through the material.
Helen, not seeing Susan's hand in Sam's crotch until her husband was squirming in his seat, grabbed her friend's wrist and tossed it toward George.
"Keep your Goddamn hands off my husband!" Helen hissed, her voice dripping with anger. "Do whatever the fuck you want, but leave my husband alone!"
"Ease up, she didn't mean anything by it," Sam said, trying to calm his wife.
As Susan continued to whip her lips up and down the cock, Jay and Diane returned from the bathroom. What they didn't realize as they prepared to take their seats was that the theater manager had seen all the men leaving the bathroom, then saw Jay and Diane leave afterward. Assuming incorrectly that Diane was a prostitute, two theater employees were just a few feet behind them.
"Excuse me," an employee said, grabbing Diane by the elbow. "I'd like to talk with you for a moment."
"Fuck you!" Jay said quickly.
The employee was just about to get angry when he noticed Susan on the floor, her hand a blur between her legs as she finger-fucked herself while sucking fiercely on George's prick.
"You people are going to have to leave immediately," he said sternly, holding his flashlight like a billy club. "If you don't leave this minute, I'm calling the cops!"
Sam and Helen got to their feet quickly, but Susan and George were too wrapped up in what they were doing to pay much attention to anything else.
"Will you come on?" Helen shouted. "They're calling the police!"
"Damn! Fucking damn!" George cursed, standing up and helping Susan to her feet. The six people stumbled toward the rear exit, hoping like hell the cops didn't come. George's cock was too long and certainly too hard to stick back in his pants so he had to wash outside with his prick standing out like a flag pole sort of pointing his way forward. Susan's body was a mass of quivering flesh and she needed Helen's help to make it to the car.
"I can't believe this," Helen said, shaking her head in disgust at the behavior of her friend. They got in Sam's car, with Helen and Jay in the front and the remaining three in the back. After a screech of tires and few quick turns, Sam had them safely away from the porno theater.
Everyone thought the whole incident was pretty funny, except Helen. She thought it was embarrassing and disgraceful.
"Come on, lover, we can't stop now," Susan said, hiking up her dress. She straddled George's hard cock, her knees sinking into the seat as she faced the back of the car. "I need your fucking so bad!"
Susan grabbed George's cock and guided his prick to her puffy cuntlips. She worked his cockhead back and forth over her pussy until his prick was wet with her slick cunt juices. As his hard cockshaft pushed between her cuntlips, Susan moaned softly, feeling his prickmeat filling her so completely.
"Yeahhhhhhhhh!" she gasped, kissing her husband on the lips. Then, to the others, she said, "I'm sorry, dear people, but I'm so Goddamn horny I just can't stand it anymore. You've got to forgive me!"
Helen spun around in the seat to watch the hot fucking. She was getting just as turned on by watching Susan fuck as she would if she were getting fucked herself.
George grabbed the thin straps over Susan's shoulders and pulled them aside, causing the top of the dress to slither down her arms. Susan pulled her arms free, barring her firm tits. They jiggled and swayed as she fucked on George's cock and he brought one of her delicious tits to his lips and bit softly on her nipple.
"Yesssss! Bite my nipples, George! Ohhhh! You beautiful fucker you!" she chanted, pushing her tits at him. Susan's cunt was sizzling hot. Every time she dropped down on his thick tube of prickmeat, her cunt sent jarring bolts of passion through her body. She bounced on George's cock over and over again, her eyes squeezed shut as she struggled to keep from climaxing before George.
"You're so hot! Your pussy is so fucking tight! I'm coming!" George jerked his hips up at Susan, meeting her as she dropped down on him.
Susan ground her cunt into George, feeling the rough edge of his zipper scrape against her pussylips. She wished briefly that his pants were down to his ankles, but it was too late to worry about that. Her red cunt was just about ready to burst and nothing – nothing at all – was going to stop her from coming.
"Arrrggghhhhhh!" George groaned as his balls jerked in his underwear. They throbbed and then exploded. His hot come raced the length of his prick and pumped into her wet pussy. Jet after jet of jism shot from the plundering cock's knob straight into the cunt.
Susan, feeling her pussy being showered with George's fuck juice, bounced faster. As some continued to spurt up her cunt, Susan's climax started. Her pussy juice, clear and thin as opposed to George's thick, white cream, trickled down his jerking cockshaft. She tossed her head from side to side, gritting her teeth to keep from shouting. Her whole body convulsed powerfully several times and her pussy tightened even more around George's cock.
When George's balls had emptied themselves and Susan was finally through with her climax, she slumped down on her husband, breathing heavily. His cock was still in her cunt, but she could feel his prick getting steadily smaller and smaller. Finally his cock slipped from her pussy Susan didn't mind because she could still feel his warm jism in her cunt, and that was all she really needed. She looked at Diane, sitting right next to her. Diane's expression was a strange mixture of lust, confusion and envy.
"I suppose you think I'm a real animal. Just a common whore," Susan said, getting off George and sitting properly in the seat. She smoothed her dress over her legs, then slipped her arms back in the straps and covered up her tits. "I really wouldn't have done this if it wasn't for you, Jay. You're the one who suggested we go to the movie. Maybe I can't control myself as well as the rest of you can."
Jay chuckled and lit a cigarette. "Don't put yourself in exclusive company," he said. "When Diane and I went to have a cigarette, she ended up sucking me off in the men's bathroom. There were a bunch of guys watching us and they all jerked off…"
"Don't tell them!" Diane interrupted, hitting Jay on the arm as she sucked me. "One guy even jerked off on Diane."
"You let him do that?" Helen said in amazement.
"Well I didn't want him to come on me, if that's what you're asking." Diane's face was crimson red with embarrassment. "Neither of us had our eyes open and that son of a bitch just stepped up and blew his wad on my face and tits. It wasn't like I wanted him to do it."
"You really sucked Jay off with all those men watching you? Didn't that bother you?" Susan asked.
"No, not really," Diane said, relaxing now and not feeling quite so uncomfortable about the incident. "It was kind of sexy, in fact. I felt like a porno actress with those horny bastards all jerking off."
Sam pulled the car into his driveway and shut the engine off. "Come on, people, let's have a nightcap."
"Yeah, I can use a drink," Diane said with a chuckle. "Jay's come is salty as hell!"
They were all laughing as they entered Helen's house. Helen, though, was still on pins and needles. She was horny for Sam's big cock and wanted to be alone with him. She sat down Indian-fashion on the thickly carpeted floor as Sam made martinis for everyone.
Susan sat in a plush chair and crossed her legs at the knee, letting her slitted dress slide down her thighs. Sam and Jay looked at the glorious expanse of nicely tanned leg, bringing a smile from her. Already she was thinking of how she could convince George to let her fuck one of them while she got it on with him.
"By the way," Susan said, taking a martini from Sam and letting her fingers graze briefly over the back of his hand. "What happened to my panties you so graciously took off me?"
"I've got them in my pocket." Sam handed out the rest of the drinks, then produced her panties from a front pocket. He tossed them across the room to Susan.
"Okay everybody, turn your backs now," she said, standing up. "I've got to put my panties on."
"What difference does it make now?" George asked. "They've seen everything you've got anyway!"
Susan chuckled and slipped her foot through one hole in the panties. When she bent over, her big tits swayed and the men could see how truly large and well shaped they were. She intentionally fumbled around, getting her high-heeled shoe through the leg hole in the panties, so that the men could have a good, long look. She was teasing them and everyone knew it. Finally, after flirting with the men for as long as she dared, Susan pulled the panties up her legs. She made a point of exposing her pussy for longer than she really had to when she slipped the silk garment over the cheeks of her ass.
"You're absolutely obscene," Helen said. Helen took a big slug of the martini, hoping the gin would calm her jagged nerves.
"Of course I'm obscene! But have you ever stopped to think what obscenity gets you? Think of it, Diane and I have got husbands who are completely satisfied, and we're not doing so bad ourselves. Poor Sam over there has still got a hard-on in his pants and your cunt hasn't gotten even a little finger-fucking, now has it?" Susan lit a cigarette and leaned back in the chair, showing off her golden thighs. She knew her words cut deeply into Helen, but that's what she wanted them to do.
"I'm just waiting for you to leave, honey," Helen replied icily. "Then Sam and I can fuck to our hearts' content without an audience."
There was some conversation between the six people after that, but the air was heavy with anger and resentment and everyone realized that. After two drinks, the two couples left for their own homes.
That night, as soon as they got in the bedroom, Helen attacked Sam, sucking his prick until she drank his come once, then sucking him hard again and getting fucked until his jism spurted in her pussy. And though the fucking was great, as it always was with Sam, Helen silently cursed herself for not having the courage of Diane and Susan.
She knew that Diane got turned on by fucking in front of someone else, and since Helen wanted to watch fucking, she should have found the arrangement thoroughly pleasing to everyone.
For hours she laid in bed next to her slumbering husband and stared at the ceiling, wondering just what the fuck she would do.



CHAPTER FOUR


By Monday, Helen and Susan were once again on speaking terms. Susan apologized for being so bold as to fuck in front of everyone and said she was sorry for grabbing Sam's cock in the theater and for letting the men look at her pussy, when she put her panties on. It was the movie, Susan explained, that made her act that way. All that fucking and sucking on the screen went to her head.
At the dental office, Helen checked the appointment list for her husband. She didn't particularly like being his receptionist, but Sam's career was just getting off the ground and he couldn't afford to hire someone else.
Helen smoothed out her white nurse's uniform and ran her finger down the list. Sam had a free hour at 2:30 that afternoon. Helen decided that that would be a good time to suck his prick. Sam had seemed sort of distant after the wild weekend and Helen was doing everything in her power to make him pay more attention to her.
She waited impatiently for 2:30 to roll around. Then, just as she was about to go into the room where Sam fixed teeth, Jay and Diane stepped into the outer office.
"I need to see Sam right away," Diane said, pressing her palm against her cheek. "I've got a toothache that just won't quit."
"No problem. He can see you right away," Helen said. She was a little disappointed at not being able to suck her husband's cock but was more concerned by Diane's obvious discomfort.
Helen escorted Diane into the inner room.
"What seems to be the problem here?" Sam asked, feeling a familiar twitching in his balls as his eyes lingered on the nineteen-year-old neighbor's incredibly huge tits. Diane wore a blouse that buttoned up the front and a heavenly portion of creamy tit-flesh was showing.
"My mouth feels like somebody's in there with a jackhammer!" Diane complained.
Sam checked the tooth Diane complained about and found a filling had come loose. It wouldn't be any trouble to fix it.
"Why don't you see what Jay is doing?" Sam suggested to Helen. "This should take about an hour." He stopped and thought for a moment. The work would take a half hour at most, but he had more than dentistry on his mind. "Hour. Maybe a little bit more than that, but not much more."
"Sure thing. Diane, you're in good hands," Helen said, then left the room.
Once they were alone, Sam pulled out a needle, making sure Diane saw it. He knew she was deathly frightened of pain of any sort and he wanted to scare the hell out of her.
"You're not going to use that on me, are you?"
"I have to deaden the area near the tooth if I'm going to work on you," Sam said.
"Isn't there something else you could do?"
"Sure, I can give you gas, if that's what you want."
"Does it hurt?"
"Not a bit. Not one single bit," Sam assured her. He fitted the gas mask over Diane's nose and mouth and she inhaled deeply. Several seconds later her eyelids fluttered, then shut. She was out cold.
Sam checked to make sure that Diane was okay, then went to the outer office where Jay and Helen were talking. "Listen, why don't you close up shop and go for a drink or something? Don't worry, Jay, there's nothing drastically wrong with her. Just a loose filling. I haven't got any more appointments today, have I, Helen?"
"No!"
"Good. I'll take my time with Diane then. You and Jay can come back in an hour."
Helen, glad to leave the office, agreed with Sam. They left, Sam locked the door, then he dashed back to Diane. She slept soundly under the effects of the gas.
"You big-titted young bitch," Sam cursed, pushing his pants down to his knees. "I've wanted to grab these bastards ever since I met you."
Sam put his hand on Diane's tit and squeezed. He was amazed that tits as large as hers were so firm. Helen's tits, while being nicely shaped, simply weren't as large as the teenager's. Sam's hand slid from one tit to the other, then he reached between her legs and felt her cunt through her pants.
"Sweet young thing," Sam whispered, his lips close to Diane's ear even though he knew she couldn't hear him. "I'm going to have a good time with your body and you're not going to remember a thing."
Sam kicked off his shoes, then took his pants and underwear completely off. His hands, he noticed, were shaking as he unbuttoned Diane's blouse. Shaking just like they were when he had pulled Susan's panties off in the theater.
As if opening a Christmas present, Sam slowly pulled open Diane's blouse. She wore a sheer nylon bra and he could see the dark circle of her areolas and the pointed nipple at the center. He was glad to notice the clasp of the bra was between Diane's boobs instead of at her back. That made everything much easier. Undoing the hook, Sam peeled the cups away from her twin tits.
"Fucking beautiful," Sam hissed, burying his face between her tits. He sucked on one nipple and grabbed his swelling prick. His cock grew quickly in his fist as his hungry lips sucked on Diane's nipples. He stroked his throbbing prickshaft from its base to its conical cockhead as his balls swung freely back and forth between his legs.
Sam thought of pulling Diane's pants, down to feel her pussy, maybe even shove his cock in her, but he decided that pulling her pants up would be too difficult with an unconscious woman. He contented himself with her tits and mouth. They would do just fine, he reasoned.
"You're so fucking young," he hissed, kissing her smooth neck. Sam whacked faster on his cockmeat, his hot tongue flicking over Diane's nipples. He kissed and sucked and licked her flesh while pounding on his cock.
Helen and Jay had just sat down in the restaurant when an idea struck her. Helen, after ordering a martini, suddenly realized that if all that was wrong with Diane was a loose filling, Sam wouldn't need a whole hour to work on her. She wasn't exactly sure what he was going to do, but Helen decided that she had to investigate the situation.
"Oh, damn it!" she cursed softly. "I'll be right back. I forgot something at the office."
"I'll wait," Jay answered, sipping his drink. "Nothing to do but wait for Diane."
Helen hurried back to the office. When she found the outer door locked, she suspected something was up right away. She had a key for the lock, but Helen didn't want Sam and Diane to know that she was checking up on them. Her mind raced as she tried to think of some way to spy on her husband. And then an idea came to her – the air conditioning duct!
Helen ran to the office adjoining Sam's and she went inside. The office belonged to a young lawyer who, like Sam, had just set up business. He was in his late twenties and had longish blonde hair, bright-green eyes and a thin mouth that looked like it had been slashed into his face.
"Hello," she said, trying to sound casual and failing. "I know this sounds a little strange, but I need to know where your air conditioning duct is."
"What the hell for?"
"Your name's Bob, isn't it?" Helen decided being mildly seductive would get her farther than trying to look like a woman in distress.
"Yeah. Bob Marks." He stood up and walked round his desk, smiling suggestively at Helen. "Now why does a pretty woman like you want to know where my air conditioning duct is?"
"Listen," Helen said softly, touching Bob's chest with her fingertips and looking sincerely into his eyes. "I'll explain everything to you over drinks some time, okay? But right now I just need to know where it is without you asking any questions. Deal?"
"Yeah… Sure… I can dig that," Bob said, feeling a silken strand of Helen's hair between his fingers. "I'm in no hurry. I've been watching you since I started here. You know, you've got the foxiest ass I've ever seen."
"You really haven't, seen it," Helen said sweetly, "But that's for another time, isn't it? Corner on, where's that duct?"
Bob showed her where the duct was and helped her take the screws holding the cover off with a dime. As soon as it was off, she crawled inside. The shaft was quite, large, big enough for her to crawl through on her, hands and knees. Helen crawled slowly down the shaft as it followed the wall, then took a right turn when the shaft separated in two directions.
It took a couple of minutes, but soon Helen was staring through the metal screen down at Sam. Her heart pounding in her chest at what she saw. There was her beloved husband, naked from the waist down, pushing his cock in and out of Diane's slack mouth. When Sam stopped to give her a little more gas so she wouldn't wake up, Helen knew the truth of the situation.
Sam ran his fingers through Diane's short, dark hair and worked his cock back and forth between her lips. His balls were tingling, a sign that his come would soon be spurting powerfully out the end of his prick. He fondled her massive tits, rolling her nipples between his thumb and first finger.
"Damn! I'd love to fuck you!" he hissed, watching the way his cock puffed out her cheek. He rubbed the tip of his cock over Diane's lips, in his mind pretending that she was conscious. Stroking his hard prick, Sam worked a small drop of come from the tip and smeared the jism over Diane's lips.
"I can't believe it," Helen whispered, watching her husband's perverse actions. Helen hiked her dress up higher and reached between her legs, pressing her palm against her heated cunt. The moisture from her pussy juices had seeped through her pantyhose.
She wormed her hand inside the elastic band of her hose, under her panties, and scratched the curly blonde hair of her cunt. While watching Sam slide his cock into Diane's relaxed mouth, Helen's middle finger slowly moved closer and closer to her hot, excited cunt.
"Ohhhhhh!" she moaned at the first touch of her cunt. She bit down on her bottom lip.
Sam grabbed his prick by the base and pulled his cock from between Diane's lips. He pushed his drooling prickhead over her cheeks, then slapped her lightly across the face with his cock. Wet as his prick was with Diane's spit, his fleshy cockpole slapped loudly against her cheek. Sam, envisioning that she was actually begging to suck his cock and that he was teasing her, slapped her cheek several times.
"Yes, bitch! Beg to suck my cock! That's right, let me hear how much you want it!" he hissed, rapping his prick against Diane's face. Then, tired of the game, he plowed his cock back between her lips, grimacing when her teeth accidentally scraped over his tender prickshaft. He pulled his cock from her mouth again, gritting his teeth in fake rage.
"So you want to play games, do you? Here, I'll show you a great fucking game! Goddamn right I will!"
Sam carefully got into the chair, resting his knees on the padded armrests so he was hovering over Diane. He grabbed her tits and pushed them together, then hunched his hips forward, driving his rigid, slick cock between her firm tits. Sam plowed his prick between her tits over and over again.
For Helen, the scene was one of great confusion and pleasure. Her voyeuristic tendency was being satisfied to the maximum. She fingered her juicy pussy slowly, rubbing her fingertip light over her distended, swollen clit.
Easing her finger from her snatch, Helen brought her hand up to her face. She had smelt the aroma of her own cunt before, but it was different now. As she watched her husband titty-fuck Diane, Helen's tongue snaked out of her mouth and flicked over her finger. The salty fuck juice tantalized her senses and she licked her finger clean, enjoying the taste of her own heated cunt.
Sam's balls rubbed back and forth over Diane's stomach as he fucked her tits with his cock. The jism had been welling up in his balls and the memory of the erotic movie he had seen kept popping into his mind.
"Big-titted cocksucker!" he hissed, watching his red, straining cockhead peck through the juncture of Diane's tits. "I'm going to come on your face! Yeahhhhh! Just like they do in the movies!"
"I can't believe it," Helen whispered, shoving her hand back inside her pantyhose. She fingered herself faster, now desperately needing to come. Her pantyhose stretched, then tore with a long run going from her crotch to the knee. The sheer-white nylon split, showing a tanned portion of her thigh. Helen cursed under her breath but kept on finger-fucking faster and harder than before.
"You want my cum, don't you? Yeah, tell me you want my come, Diane! Tell me or I'll come on your face! Shoot my jism all over your face!" Sam fucked, his cock between her tits faster, his balls itching like mad. "Tell me you want to swallow my come or I'll shoot it all over yours."
Sam leaned forward in the chair, his knees nearly sliding off the armrests, and he braced him self with one hand. He jerked on his turgid prickmeat, aiming his aroused cockhead at Diane's face. He stroked his prick quicker, running his fist from cockhead to prick base as his hot balls flopped between his legs.
And then the jism began to fly, squirting through the air, falling straight down on Diane's ivory skin. His rich come splattered against her neck and over her lips, making opaque lines that crisscrossed from one cheek to the other. One blast of the sappy liquid smacked against the side of Diane's nose and welled up in her closed eye. Sam grunted and groaned, watching as his spewing cock leaped in his hand and showered his neighbor with come. He stroked his throbbing prickmeat and more come burst forth, dropping into Diane's partially open, mouth.
When Sam's balls had deposited his full load on Diane, he crawled off the chair, then sat bare-assed on the floor and caught his breath.
Helen's gaze was glued to Diane's face. Sam had really marked her up and the sight of all that jism sticking to her neighbor's face was enough to push Helen over the edge of sexual oblivion. Her finger stabbed deep into her cunt as thin girl-come trickled down the insides of her thighs, only to be sopped up in her nylons. Helen once again bit down on her lip to keep from screaming out in ecstasy.
Helen didn't move until she saw her husband stand up, put on his pants, then wipe his come off Diane's face with a handful of paper towels. When Sam started working on Diane's teeth, Helen slowly, silently crawled backward through the shaft until she got to the lawyers's office.
Bob made many lewd comments about what she looked like and asked why she now had a run in her white hose. Helen promised him that she would repay his kindness many times over, but he would have to wait for that.
"You're going to love my friend," Bob said, pulling down his zipper and taking out his cock. "He's a real pussy pleaser."
Bob stepped closer to Helen, hooking his hand behind her head. "Why dpn't you taste it just a little. Sort of give you a preview of things to… cum." Helen looked at his prick. The sight of his cock didn't in the least bother her. In fact, the thought of sucking his cock rather appealed to her.
She kneeled down and flicked out her tongue.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was Wednesday night before the three couples all got together again after the evening at the porno theater. Sam, who couldn't let the memory of jerking off on Diane's face nor the beauty of Susan fucking George slip from his thoughts for even a moment, invited George and lay to bring their wives over for a pool party. It would be a casual affair, he explained. Just bring swimsuits and maybe a bottle of something to drink.
They had been sitting by the pool for about an hour when the effects of three whisky and waters began to show on Diane. Her monumental tits were tightly squeezed into a bikini top that surely must have been two sizes too small. And her ass, so tight and delectable, was hardly hidden by the C-string bottom half of her bikini. Susan and Helen had sexy bathing suits, but they weren't nearly as revealing as Diane's.
"Ewwww!" Diane giggled, taking a gulp from her drink and standing. "This whisky makes me feel absolutely devilish! YOU old folks are just fuddy-duddies! You don't know how to have any fun!"
"What do you mean by that?" Susan said in mock indignation, putting her hands on her hips and thrusting her tits out. "We were having fun when you were still in diapers."
"You're not that much older than me!" Diane said and giggled again. "Come on, Jay! Dance with me!"
"There's no music, silly. How can we dance?"
Diane sat at his feet and crossed her arms over his knees. When she looked up at him she had lust in her eyes. "We could always make our own music, couldn't we?"
Diane looked at her friends, giving them an impish little-girl look. She kissed his crotch. Her full, glossy lips pressed hard against Jay's swimsuit. When she looked at where she had kissed, she found a bright red image of her lips on his suit. She also round that his huge cock had grown an inch or two.
"Diane, are you going to get crazy again?" Helen asked sternly. Her emotions were mixed. She didn't want the party to break up because Diane wanted to suck cock, but she did want to watch her friend's hot mouth being stuffed with prick.
"As a matter of fact, I just might be crazy all the time!" Diane giggled again, then planted a wet kiss on Jay's thigh. He just sat there in the chair and looked down at his slightly drunk wife, trying to figure out how in the hell he had gotten so lucky.
"Is there something I can help you with, dear?" Jay's tone was ironic, knowing. "Anything you want?"
"I want your cock. What do I always want?" Diane laughed as she hooked her fingers inside the band of Jay's swimsuit. As the others gawked at her, Diane pulled Jay's suit down his legs, then past his feet. His long, heavy cock wasn't completely hard yet. His prick rested between his legs, pulsing softly, waiting for her hot, wet caresses.
The four onlookers could only gape in amazement as Diane hefted Jay's prick in her hand and kissed his round cockhead. She planted kisses, wet and smacking, down the shaft of his prick until she reached his balls. Once there, she licked his wrinkled sac, moaning loud for the benefit of the others. She wanted them to fully realize that she was the hottest, horniest, most cock hungry nineteen year-old wife they, had ever known.
"Would you look at the size of that thing!" Susan gasped, seeing Jay's cock at full extension. The cock, resting against the side of Diane's face as she tongued Jay's balls, was thicker than George's and much longer. Instantly Susan's mouth began to water as she thought of how heavenly it would feel to have Jay's big piece of cockmeat fucking up her honey-colored pussy.
"Isn't it absolutely adorable?" Diane said, winking at Susan. "I bet you wish you were me."
Then Diane let her tongue slide around the fat cockhead briefly, her eyes never coming off of Susan. She took Jay's cockhead into her mouth and moaned long and low.
Susan turned to George and boldly grabbed his cock through his suit.
Helen's pussy was hungry. Taking Sam by the hand, she helped him out of his chair.
"If you people will please excuse me, I'm taking my husband to our bedroom where I intend to abuse him. Please enjoy yourselves!"
Diane's mouth was crammed full of Jay's prick and Susan and George were kissing madly, feeling each other's body as they tore off their swimsuits.
"Why do we have to go inside?" Sam complained. "The rest of them are getting it on out here!"
"Listen, do you want to fuck or not?" Helen asked, her anger aroused, too. "I'm not like them. I can't fuck in front of the world! Not even in front of my friends. If you want to stay out here and watch them get it on fine! But if you want me to suck your cock like it's never been sucked before, you'd better follow me right now."
Helen turned and ran barefooted to the bedroom with Sam close at her heels. Once inside, she ran straight to the window overlooking the pool. Sam snuggled in close behind her.
"I thought you were going to suck me, honey," Sam said, reaching around Helen's body to cup her tits in his hand. He squeezed them, then released her tits and unhooked the top of her bikini. Helen let the top slide off her arms, then she kissed Sam as his fingers worked their way under the elastic band of her bikini bottom and tickled her cunt hairs.
"I will! I will! Ohhhhh! Sam, quick, fuck me first! Stick that big, beautiful cock of yours right up my tiny pussy!" Helen wiggled her ass against Sam's bulging cock.
He jerked his trunks down quickly and she stepped out of her own suit. Helen anxiously awaited Sam's cock.
"I get it now," Sam said, rubbing the head of his dick over the crack of Helen's ass. "You like to fuck while watching Diane and Susan fuck, but you don't like to eat my cock with them watching. Hey, I'm easy. I can handle that."
"Don't talk! Fuck me, damn it!" Helen was feverish now. Below her, near the pool, Diane and Jay were sprawled out on their sides. Jay's face was buried between Diane's slender thighs as he ate her pussy. Helen couldn't see much of that, but she could see Diane taking Jay's long cock pole in and out of her mouth as she tossed her face back and forth. The look of sheer ecstasy on Diane's adorable face, especially with the bulky prick stuffing her mouth, was a turn-on for Helen. Susan and George were still kissing, but now he was finger-fucking her tight pussy and she was whacking on his prick.
"Okay, you kinky bitch! Here it comes!" Sam didn't insert his cock gently into Helen's snappy cunt like he normally did. This time he just plowed straight into her, giving her every unbending inch of cock he had.
"Ahhhh!" Helen gasped at the sudden spear of pain. Then, within seconds, her pussy became accustomed to Sam's prick and she wiggled her ass back against him.
"You're a slut!" Sam hissed, fucking his prick into the hot recesses of Helen's cunt. He slammed into her, noticing the way her tight ass jiggled each time his hips raped against her ass. "You don't even look at me while I've got my cock in you! Just a kinky whore!"
Helen had never felt so gloriously sexual. Her every fantasy was unfolding beautifully before her. Sam, her horny husband, was reaming her clutching pussy ravenously and her best friends were getting it on, too. Susan was on her knees, wantonly whipping her mouth over George's cock. Diane was on her hands and knees, getting fucked doggie-style with Jay's fat prick.
"Yeahhhh! Fuck me, you bastard!" Helen shot over her shoulder tauntingly. "Prove you're the great cocksman you tell your friends you are! Fuck me hard! Fuck me!"
Sam entwined Helen's wavy blonde hair in his fingers and snapped her head back as he fucked her cunt hard. Helen gasped in pain, and fear shot through her mind. Had she pushed him too far?
"You want fucking, bitch? I'll give you fucking!" Sam pushed Helen's face against the window and pulled his cock from her cunt until just his round prickhead was still being warmed by her pussy. Then, pausing briefly, he chuckled and speared into her again. Helen grunted in pain as her face was pressed harder against the glass.
Helen struggled and finally pushed herself away from the window slightly, bracing herself. Her whole body tingled as Sam's cock pistoned in and out of her cunt.
"Should I fuck you in the ass? Huh? Huh?" Sam reached around and played with. Helen's inflamed clit. "Should I shove my big prick up your ass?"
"Ohhhhh!" Helen moaned, not fully comprehending what Sam said, in her lust fogged brain. "You've never fucked my asshole before. You'd kill me. Just fuck my pussy, baby."
"Maybe I should. You're kinky enough to get off on it." Sam looked down as he saw how his prick stretched Helen's pink cuntlips.
The notion of fucking her tiny, virgin asshole left his mind. Her warm, wet, gripping cunt was gently massaging every quivering, beating inch of his cock and that was all he could ever ask for. File stabbed into her pussy first from one angle, then from another, feeling the way her cunt alternately tightened, then loosened around his prick.
Helen watched as Susan and George fucked crazily. George was on his back and Susan was sitting on top of his prick. She bounced on his thick cock cylinder, her great tits slapping together, then swinging apart, then slapping together again. Susan's platinum hair reflected the lights around the pool.
"Sammmmmmm!" Helen moaned through clenched teeth. "Your cock feels so good inside me! Ohhhhh! Sam, I love the way you fuck me!"
She wiggled her ass as eight inches of prickmeat slammed through her tight cuntlips. Helen turned her attention to Jay and Diane. They, too, were fucking gloriously. Diane was now on her back with her ankles hooked together behind Jay's back. He was thrashing between her legs, fucking her teenage cunt as hard and fast as he could.
"Here you go, bitch! Here you go!" Sam screamed, twisting and churning an his feet as come boiled in his balls.
His come, his first since jerking off on Diane's face, erupted with incredible force. As Sam fucked his iron-hard cock into Helen, the gushing jets of come filled her insides. His rich cream filled Helen's cunt until small streams of jism seeped down the insides of her quivering, hot thighs.
Both of them had to fight to stay on their feet as Sam's come shot from his balls. The clutching and groping of hot flesh – Sam nearly tearing Helen's tender tits right off in his delirium – never stopped until Sam had given his wife every drop of fuck juice in his balls.
Two hours after Diane had started sucking Jay's cock, which had ignited all three couples to fuck, they were all sitting together in the lawn chairs near the pool, nibbling on snacks and drinking.
"You're such a prude!" Diane chided Helen. "What are you ashamed of? There's nothing wrong with showing your love for Sam in front of your best friends."
"I know," Helen said softly, looking at her bare feet so she wouldn't have to see her friend's eyes. "It's just that… well… it just doesn't seem right to make love in front of people. I'd feel like one of those women in that movie we saw."
Susan, silting on the edge of the pool with her feet dangling in the water, laughed. "You know, that movie taught me something about myself."
"What's that?" Helen asked.
"I've always wondered what it would be like to get it on with two guys at once. When I saw…"
"What?" George howled. "When the hell didn't I become enough of a man for you?"
"It's not like that," Susan explained. "It's just that it's something I've thought of since I was a young girl, and when I actually saw it on the screen – when that woman was sucking one guy and getting fucked by another – I just couldn't help but wonder what it was like to do it myself."
There was a long moment of silence where nobody knew quite what to say. Then Diane, always the least inhibited of the women, jumped in.
"When I watched that porno fuck, I dreamed that I was the woman – the actress. When I was sucking on Jay's cock in that bathroom and all those men were watching me and beating on their pricks, I felt like I was the sexiest woman in the world. It was really a stroke to my ego to know that I could turn a man on without even touching him."
And so they talked on and on, each in turn telling of his or her own fantasy. Helen, after a lot of urging by her husband and friends, finally confessed to getting hot by watching other people fucking.
This last confession by Helen started the lusty juices flowing in all of them again. Diane giggled childishly and scratched her long fingernails over Jay's hairy stomach.
"I want to suck your cock, honey," she whispered loud enough so her friends could hear. "Come on, take that monster you ye got hiding in your shorts out and give it to me."
Jay, whose brilliant and diabolical mind had first inspired the women to make their fantasies a reality, was fully aware of the role he played in the society of his friends. It was he and Diane who had started everyone fucking and sucking earlier, and now they would do it again. The power he wielded made his head spin. He pushed his trunks down his legs, then kicked them off. The suit sailed through the air and landed at Helen's feet. Jay laughed and picked his slumbering prick up, holding the cocktip toward Diane.
"Put this fucker in your mouth, Diane," Jay said. "Let me see how much you love my cock."
Diane, her legs curled beneath her as she sat at the foot of Jay's chair, captured his cockhead in her mouth. Her tongue frisked over his tasty hunk of prickmeat and she reached behind her back and unhooked the top of her bikini.
Bobbing her head, Diane took just the prickhead in and out of her mouth. Her cockhungry lips slid gently and wetly over the crown of his cock as her tongue flicked over the pricktip and circled around the ridge of Jay's cock. His prick twitched and grew in her mouth, slower than his cock had the first time.
Susan and George were kissing at the pool's edge. George had his hand over one plump tit and his wife was kissing his neck, slowly working her way down his body. She wanted his cock in her mouth.
Sam pulled Helen close and they kissed, but Helen's eyes, even during the kiss, never left Diane's hot sucking.
"Hey, why don't you give me that blow-job you promised earlier?" Sam said, his fingertips grazing lightly over Helen's nipples that pointed through her bikini. "We never did get around to it before."
"I'd love to," Helen whispered, taking his hand and standing up. "Come on."
"No, suck me here."
"Sam, you know I can't do that. Let's go to the bedroom where I'll feel more comfortable." Helen pulled on Sam's hand again, but he wouldn't budge.
"Forget it then. I'd rather stay here and watch."
Diane withdrew Jay's prick, which had by then reached its full length and hardness. She watched Helen arguing with Sam to go to the bedroom and couldn't resist smiling. "You're such a prude, Helen. You're easily the prettiest of us women, but you're such a prude!"
"I am not! I can suck cock just as good as you can, maybe better! I'm just not into sucking with you watching."
"But you like to watch, don't you, Helen?" Diane taunted. Still looking at Helen, Diane let her tongue snake out of her mouth and roll over the drooling tip of Jay's prick. His cock throbbed in her lips as she stroked his prick slowly. Then, to further excite and taunt Helen, Diane started whipping her mouth over Jay's cock as fast as she could. The loud, slurping sounds of her sucking could probably be heard fifty feet away.
It was dark and Helen was happy about that. What would happen if a neighbor called the cops? Fortunately, there was a high redwood fence surrounding Helen's back yard and the pool area. Still, from an upper floor of a nearby house, someone could see them.
"Don't you care what other people think of you?" Helen asked Diane. "What if someone sees you?"
"Then they'll probably get just as horny as you get!" Diane was once again tossing her face up and down on Jay's quivering cock, taking the knob into her mouth until his prickhead threatened to stretch down her throat.
For Susan and George, the action was the same. Susan had slipped into the water and George had taken off his trunks. With his feet in the water and his horny wife floating in the water between his legs, his cock was being caressed in the most pleasant fashion by Susan's hot lips and ever-moving tongue. She pitched her head slowly, taking George's cock deep into her mouth before pulling back. Her stretching lips formed a tight, perfect seal around the cylinder of his cock.
"That's it, Susan. Nice and easy. Ohhhh!" George watched his wife's lips travel along the length of his prick. Her tongue rubbed here and there along his vein-covered cock.
Helen slid next to Sam on the lawn chair.
Her eyes flashed from couple to couple, taking in the ecstatic looks of the men's faces and the erotic image of her friends' lips as they slide over cockmeat. She wanted dearly to be sucking Sam's cock, wanted more than anything for him to fuck her as she watched her friends get it on, but there was some block inside her, some emotional stop that prevented her from being as adventuresome as her friends.
Diane, her pendulous tits flattened against the lawn chair, applied a strong, wet suction to the tip of Jay's prick and stroked his cockshaft. Then, releasing his prickhead from her mouth, she stood up arid hooked her thumbs inside the bottom half of her bikini.
"I've got the need again," she whispered, giggling. "I've got the need for your cock inside my pussy."
"Come and get it!" Jay said, holding his prick by the base and shaking his hard tube at her. "Just slide that hot pussy of yours right over me and we'll fuck ourselves silly."
Diane started to pull down her bikini when they heard the loud, authoritative rap on the door of the fence. All heads turned quickly, each looking at the other questioningly.
"I'll handle this," Sam said, getting to his feet. He went to the fence door and opened it slightly. Once the door was open just a crack, Sam was slammed backward as one cop pushed hard on the door hesitantly two uniformed policemen stepped in, closing the door behind them.



CHAPTER SIX


"Don't anybody move a muscle!" the sergeant said, pointing at all of them separately. "You're all under arrest!"
"What for?" Susan asked indignantly.
"Fornication in public, sodomy, indecent exposure. The list just keeps going on. Now get the fuck out of the water!" The sergeant motioned for his sidekick, a young patrolman, to guard the door in case someone tried to run away. "Aren't you all just a bunch of lovebirds!"
The sergeant looked at Diane's naked tits. He obviously had more than arresting them in mind.
"Sergeant, we ain't got enough cuffs for all of 'em," the patrolman said, his hand resting on the butt of a 38-caliber revolver. "You want me to call for a back-up?"
"No, that won't be necessary. I don't think these people are fighters. They're just lovebirds!" And then he laughed, his voice tainted with cynicism and cruelty. "We got a complaint from one of your neighbors. Never really believed it was so, but by the size of those cocks, I guess you women really are the cocksuckers the lady said you are."
"Sir, there's an explanation for all of this," Sam said, moving closer to the sergeant. "I realize that we should have been a little more private about… loving… but is there really a need to arrest us? Can't you just fine us, or something?"
"I'm not a judge, I just enforce the law."
Susan got out of the pool, her shapely body wet from the neck down. Susan's tits, so large and well formed, looked like they would burst from her tight-fitting bikini top at any minute. She walked toward the cops, her tits jiggling with each step she took.
"Sergeant," she said softly, winking at the policeman. "Don't you think, it would be better to discuss this… er… problem inside. That way we won't offend the sensibilities of our neighbors any more than is necessary. And maybe you and I can do some negotiating, as far as our freedom is concerned."
There wasn't a person there who didn't know precisely what Susan was talking about. And since none of them had a better way of getting out of trouble, nobody was about to say anything to stop her.
When everyone was in Helen's livingroom, the sergeant took out his handcuffs. "Everybody sit down," he commanded. "I gotta think this thing out."
Everyone found places to sit except Susan. She remained standing, hands challengingly placed on the swell of her hips, facing the two cops.
"Sergeant, you and your patrolman really don't want to arrest us. In fact, you'd like nothing better than to join our little party. But duty calls and you've always thought that you must do what you're told to do." Susan took a cigarette from a case on the end table and lit it with a large, ornamental lighter. "We're all consenting adults here. Granted, we shouldn't have been sucking and fucking where others could see us, but that's no great criminal offense, is it?"
"Now Mister Policeman," Susan said, her voice a cat's purr. "Why do you have those handcuffs out? You don't want to arrest us. No, I think not. If you did, why come in here to talk it over? And you're having trouble taking your eyes off my tits, aren't you? And Diane over there, wouldn't you love to feel her tits? They're so big."
Susan stepped closer to the cop, so close that her fat tits were nearly touching his chest. "Whoever called us cocksuckers told the truth. We are. We love sucking cocks."
The patrolman, whose cock was stretching along his leg inside the pants of his blue uniform, was staring at Diane's nipples. He had never seen tits the size of hers, and her deep-brown areolas looked absolutely delicious.
Susan moved in on the sergeant, knowing full well she had him in her grasp with the power of her good looks and sensual manner. "Come on, sergeant. Let's see what kind of cock you've got. Let Susan suck your cock."
The sergeant said nothing and Susan slowly dropped to her knees. Taking the tab of his zipper, she pulled it down. Taking one last drag of her cigarette, Susan crushed it out, then looked up at the sergeant. "Okay, let's see what I've got to work with."
After some struggling and straining, Susan got his cock out. She ran her fingers up his thighs. Scratching his thighs, Susan tantalized the sergeant without actually stroking or sucking his cock.
The patrolman, who was on the edge of going absolutely crazy with lust, suddenly jerked down his zipper and brought out his cock. He pointed his prick at Diane and reached for her, but she backed away from him, her massive tits shaking as she pushed against Jay.
"What's a matter, whore?" the patrolman asked, his face twisted in a lusty scowl. "My cock ain't good enough for you?"
Diane looked at Jay, her eyes pleading. "I'm sorry, but I just can't do it. Not with anybody but you, Jay."
The patrolman, not in the mood for arguing, then reached for Helen, who jumped away from him, hiding behind Sam's chair.
"Hey, get your ass over here," the sergeant commanded. The patrolman moved next to his superior. "Now stand at attention and don't change that until I say you can." Then to Susan he said, "Looks like your friends have elected you the main cocksucker. Get to it!"
Susan looked at George. "Sorry, sweetheart, but it's the only way. If I don't, we're all going to jail."
"I understand," George whispered, closing his eyes so he wouldn't have to see what was about to happen. For Susan, life couldn't have been better. There she was on her knees with all her friends watching as she grabbed the cocks of two handsome, horny cops. She looked at the patrolman and couldn't resist smiling. He was standing at perfect attention, hands pressed flat against his sides, chest puffed out, head up.
"Come on, quit playing around," the sergeant said. He grabbed a handful of Susan's platinum hair and pulled her face over his prick. When her butter-soft lips squeezed over his inflamed cockhead and slid down his prickshaft, the sergeant dropped the handcuffs and they rattled on the carpeted floor.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm!" Susan moaned, pushing forward to take his prick far into her hot mouth. As she pushed forward, her tongue rubbing against the spongy underside of the sergeant's prick, she stroked the patrolman's cock, working his prick into a state of incredible hardness.
"Ahhhhhhh! Suck it, whore! Ohhhhhhh! Suck my cock!"
Susan wrapped her hand tighter around the shaft of the sergeant's cock and gulped down his prick until her lips touched her fingers. Then, pulling back, Susan brought her hand with her mouth, simultaneously jacking the sergeant off and sucking him off. Her fingers rolled over his cockhead and Susan flicked the tip of her tongue over the slitted end of the sergeant's prick. Her tongue touched the tip, curled around the burgeoning knob, then she pushed forward again, taking his prick into her mouth until his cockhead squashed against the back of her mouth and his balls warmed the side of her fist. With her mouth stuffed full of cockmeat, Susan rotated her head, teasing the sergeant's throbbing prick with her teeth as her lips twisted in a circle around his cockmeat.
"Goddamn! She knows how to suck!" the sergeant hissed, releasing his grip on Susan's hair. He bent down and pulled Susan's bikini over her tits. The twin moons of firm tit-flesh jiggled freely and the sergeant tugged on her nipples as she chomped on his prick.
The patrolman, not having shot a load of jism for a couple weeks, groaned low in his throat, trying to hold back his climax until he could shoot it in Susan's mouth.
Helen tried to hold back her feelings as she watched Susan sucking cock, but her fetish for watching her friends fucking or sucking was too strong. It was beyond her will power to keep from getting hot. Her pussy was tingling and beginning to get wet. She squeezed her legs tighter together and pushed her cunt against the back of Sam's chair.
Susan pulled her lips from the sergeant's cock and then kissed his prickhead, smacking loudly sc everyone could hear. Then she moved over so her mouth was near the patrolman's quivering cock and she kissed his red, hard prick crown.
"Shit, are you hard!" Susan exclaimed, squeezing his cock. His prick felt like steel without any give whatsoever. Her pink tongue flicked over his cockhead and she felt the cop get rigid. Hardly had her lips stretched over the cockhead when he started to tremble and jism burst from his balls. Susan practically leaped at him, letting his cock drive deep in her mouth so that the spewing jets of hot come shot straight down her throat. She toyed with the cop's balls.
"Mmmmmmmm! Uhhh!" Susan slurped, drinking down the thick fluid that spurted from his slippery, slitted cockhead. As she sucked, she was amazed at how much jism the patrolman had in his balls. The jetting streams of come never seemed to stop. Her cheeks puffed out as her mouth filled with his cream. She gulped his come down and took more. The patrolman, never leaving his attention stance, quivered as his prick jumped and throbbed between Susan's full, hot, experienced lips.
As the patrolman spent his passion in Susan's mouth, the sergeant moved behind her and squeezed her tits, rolling her hard, distended nipples in his fingers. His cock was still hard and standing out from his blue pants. Every pulsating inch of prickmeat was glistening wet with Susan's spit.
When the blonde had drunk every drop of the cop's jism, she pulled away from him, letting his shrinking prick flop from her lips.
"You sure didn't take long," she said, fucking his deflated cock back in his pants and zipping up the fly. "Damn lucky I started sucking you when I did or Helen would have needed to call the carpet cleaners."
"You ain't done yet, cocksucker," the sergeant said. "There's still one more hard cock that needs your attention."
"I haven't forgotten," Susan replied, looking over her shoulder at the cop. "Damn, I'm going to have so much come in my stomach I won't be hungry for a week."
"Take all your clothes off," the sergeant commanded. "Then get on your hands and knees."
"Doggie-style! Hey, that sounds great to me!" Susan exclaimed, quickly stripping off the top and bottom halves of her bikini. She got on her hands and knees as the cop, still fully dressed with just his prick sticking out, got on his knees behind her.
The sergeant grabbed Susan's full hips and prepared to enter her. Stabbing his cock like a lance, he missed the mark and his prick slid past her pussy, pushing into her cunt hair. Susan reached between her legs and pulled his spit-covered cockhead to the mouth of her pussy.
A second later, his fat prick was fucking her cunt fiercely. Susan, already hornier than hell from all the cocksucking and with a belly full of tasty come, was more than ready for fucking. As she felt her cuntlips being stretched around the shank of his prick and her clit being tantalized, Susan threw her head up and groaned with pleasure.
The cop fucked his prick into her, driving his hard cockmeat between her puffy cuntlips with all the energy he had in him. As he fucked her blonde pussy, Susan's big tits jerked crazily each time the cop's hips smacked against her taut ass.
Susan looked at her friends. They all watched her, eyes wide. She knew she would have to explain her eagerness to fuck the cops to George as soon as they left, but she was going to worry about that when the time came. Right then she had a hard prick fucking deep into her hot cunt. Looking at George, she found that he still had his eyes closed, unwilling to watch his wife's mouth being filled with a cock that wasn't his own.
"G-George!" Susan gasped between hard thrusts of the sergeant's cock. "George, get over here. Let me suck your cock! Come on, damn it! Get over here! Please let me suck you offfffff!"
"Come on, buddy," the sergeant hissed, driving his prick into Susan's cunt. "Your wifey wants to suck you off! Can't bitch about that, can you?"
With great hesitation, George opened his eyes. He saw Susan's tits, the ones he had fondled and sucked so often, rolling back and forth. Slowly, his mind spinning in confusion, he got out of the chair and walked over to Susan. Getting on his knees, he watched her grab his limp prick and take the cockhead into her mouth.
Susan sucked hard on his prick and his cock slithered into her mouth. She gobbled on all of his prickshaft, her nose being tickled by George's bush of hair above his prick. She was shoved harder against George every time the sergeant fucked her pussy and Susan struggled to stay on her hands and knees.
It didn't take long for George's fears to be driven out of his mind by the sweet sensations provided by his wife's hotly sucking mouth and agile, constantly moving tongue. His prick grew steadily, the blood pumping to his thick cock tube. George watched as his wife had to back away from him or have his cockhead plunged into her throat.
It wasn't long before both men got into the swing of things, timing their thrusts to coincide with each other's.
Susan was in heaven. Finally her dream of being fucked by one man as she sucked another had come trite. She accepted George's cock into her mouth, almost crying with happiness. Her cunt was on fire, the heat rising in her body each time the cop stabbed his hard prick into her. And, without warning, the cop shoved his prick deep into her cunt. George, too, pushed his cock into Susan. Before Susan could protest or move away, the sergeant had forced her to take George's prick right down her throat. She felt his huge cockhead drive past the back of her mouth, felt his prick invade her virgin throat, felt her own body convulse with sudden pain.
Letting her arms buckle, Susan went face down on the carpet, George's hard cock slipping out of her throat. Her tits, nipples tingling and hard, scraped against the carpet, sending bolts of pleasure through her tortured body. By going belly down on the floor, her cunt was also inaccessible to the sergeant's cock.
"You fucking bitch!" the cop bawled, his balls itching to come. "Any way you want it!" And then, his cockhead huge and hard, he got ready to fuck Susan's ass.
"Nooooooooo!" she screamed, trying to get out from under the cop. She knew that getting fucked by the sergeant in her virgin ass would feel terrible.
When George grabbed the sergeant by the shoulder, ready to pull him off Susan, the patrolman drew his huge revolver in an instant and touched the barrel to George's temple. Knowing what he was going to do and damning himself for being unable to do anything else, George backed away.
"Okay, slut! Get ready!" the sergeant hissed through gritted teeth. He grabbed Susan by the hips and forced her down against the floor so she couldn't move, then lowered himself carefully onto her, his cockhead nudging her puckered asshole. Susan clenched her hands, hoping the cop really wouldn't fuck her ass, then her hopes were shattered as his cockhead burst through her asshole and invaded her ass.
"Awwwwwww! You're killing meeeeeee!" Susan screamed as bolts of excruciating pain ripped through her body. Her tits were mashed against the carpet. As she twisted her upper body, trying to escape the sergeant's awful prick, her aroused nipples got flaming hot, almost getting a carpet burn.
The sergeant fucked into Susan relentlessly, driving his cock into her ass until she had taken every inch of his prick. He watched as her asshole puckered inward and the sight was strange for him. Not only was this way of fucking new for Susan, but the cop had never cornholed a woman before, either. Once his prick was completely buried in Susan's ass, the cop dropped down on her, his badge jabbing into the softness of her back.
"Whore!" the cop hissed in Susan's ear as he raised his hips, then slammed down again.
Susan, completely mad with pain, twitched and convulsed on the floor. The pain subsided as she became only partially conscious. She heard the hideous grunts of the sergeant and was faintly aware of something hard being driven into her ass, then a strange wetness in her asshole. The cop gave her a final few stabs with his cock. Susan, cheek pressed to the carpet, heard the cops say something about death if anybody said anything and then heard the patio door open and close.
She was picked up by George and Sam, and she was lowered into a bathtub filled with warm water.
"How you doing?" George asked, his voice filled with concern.
"Fine," Susan answered, looking at her husband and all their friends. "I've got a pain in my ass that won't quit, and my throat doesn't exactly feel the greatest, but other than that I'm fine."



CHAPTER SEVEN


A week after the agonizing rape of Susan by the cops, the three couples still hadn't gotten together. The event had put a bad light on their whole cavalier attitude toward sex. Jay in particular was disappointed that his plans of fucking his neighbors had been, he feared, ruined forever.
Sam, who was just beginning to enjoy the freedom of watching other people fuck, was especially disappointed with Helen. His gorgeous wife had always refused to fuck him or suck his cock with other people watching, and Sam wanted to taste the new thrills that his friends were enjoying. One night, when he was horny and the memory of watching Susan sucking the cocks of the policemen was burning brightly in his mind, Sam took out his rage on Helen.
"You're a fucking prude!" Sam hissed from across the room. "Look at your friends they're not afraid of anything. But you… no… you're afraid of everything new and exciting!"
"What's so exciting about fucking in front of our friends?" Helen shot back, rage now building inside her. "You never wanted to do it before!"
"You seem to find it pretty Goddamn hot watching, but when it comes to participating no! That's something altogether different now, isn't it?" Sam grabbed his car keys from the coffee table and stuffed them in his pocket.
"I'm taking off. Maybe if I drink enough, you'll seem more appealing to me."
Helen didn't say a word as Sam left the house, slamming the door on his way out. Quietly, feeling self-pity starting to get the best of her, Helen went to the liquor cabinet and poured herself some gin. Maybe liquor would make her feel better about herself and calm her fears that her marriage was breaking up.
At Susan and George's house, life wasn't much better. George hadn't been able to fuck his wife since she had been brutally cornholed by the cop, and his prick desperately needed to fuck her cunt or mouth.
"Then suck me off, damn it! The cop didn't hurt your lips, did he?" George asked, sitting at the kitchen table with his wife. "Look, I'm not asking for the world and I'm not going to fuck you in the ass! I'm horny and you're my wife!"
"I'm terribly sorry if you feel I'm not a very good wife," Susan said softly, holding back the tears. "But I'm just not in the mood."
Although her ass didn't hurt anymore from the fucking the cop had given her, she had willingly, wantonly fucked two strangers in front of her husband. She had done it to fulfill a fantasy and Susan was afraid that fucking her husband wouldn't be as thrilling now that she knew how erotic it was to fuck two cocks at once.
"I'm going to bed," she said, barely loud enough for George to hear.
"But it's only seven-thirty!"
"I'm tired."
Angry, confused, horny, not knowing what to do or where to find the answers to questions he didn't understand, George decided to go across the street and talk to Sam.
Helen was knocking down her second drink when there was a knock op the door. She answered it and found George, looking like he had lost every friend he had ever known.
"You look like you need a drink," Helen said, opening the door wide.
"You look like you've got a jump on me in that category." George made himself a drink and sat down on the couch. "Is Sam here?"
"No, he's getting drunk, too."
"Problems?"
"I'm a prude and he likes his women hot and wild." Helen sipped her drink and sat in a chair facing George. "He wants a woman like Susan – intelligent, beautiful, always wearing sexy clothes. Yeah, you've got the ideal wife and I'm a school marm. A damn prude."
"Then Sam would be surprised to know that I haven't been fucked since we had that little pool party," George said.
He leaned back in the couch and looked at Helen, liking very much what he saw. She was more earthy than his wife. Helen had the clean, good looks of a country girl – not at all like Susan, who never left the house without having her hair properly set and her make-up on just so. His prick, neglected for a week realized what his eyes were seeing and began to twitch, getting longer and harder.
A half hour later Helen and George were talking about sex explicitly. Helen explained over and over that she wasn't a prude, that, in fact, she was really a very horny woman. She moved over and sat on the couch with George, far enough away so that they weren't touching, but close enough so they could be more intimate in their conversation.
"I love watching you and Susan getting it on, watching her suck your cock or you fucking her, but I just can't do it myself," Helen explained. "That's not so weird or prudish, is it?"
George got up and made himself a drink. As he walked back to the couch, Helen noticed the throbbing hard-on that tented out his pants.
"It must be difficult on you," she said, nodding her head toward his crotch. "A lusty man such as yourself not getting pussy as regularly as you once had."
"Difficult isn't the word for it. It's more like torture. Torture of the worst kind." George rubbed his prick through his pants. "Get down, damn it!"
"Do you really think talking to your prick is going to make it relax?" Helen said, smiling for the first time that day.
"There's only one thing that could make this thing go down… and we both know what it is," George said.
Helen was a little drunk, but she knew exactly what she was doing. George had showered her with compliments since he had come over, and that was exactly what she needed to hear because Sam had made her feel as though she was the most sexless, undesirable woman in the world.
"Jerk off," Helen whispered, sliding over on the couch. "I don't mind. I want to watch you jerk off." George looked at her, his eyes wide with confusion and fear. Helen took his hand and placed it over his bulging prick. "Go ahead, jerk off."
"I can't. It seems wrong."
"There's nothing wrong with it. Come on, jerk off." Helen pulled George's zipper down and then unbuckled his belt. George was too stunned to do anything but sit there and watch in amazement.
"Go ahead, that's all the further I'm going to help you," Helen said. When George still didn't do anything, Helen unfastened his pants and opened them up. She pulled his underwear down, stretching, the elastic band below George's balls. His big cock sprang out.
"Oh!" Helen gasped, seeing how hard George's cock was. "You have gone a long time without getting fucked, haven't you?"
George nodded his head. He tried to swallow, but his mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton. He took Helen's tiny hand in his and placed it around the shaft of his prick. Her crystal-blue eyes, sparkling with lust and booze, locked onto his. In a second they both knew precisely what would happen.
Helen worked her hand up and down on his rigid cock, smearing a drop of come from his pricktip over his cockhead. Her fingers toyed with every inch of George's prickmeat, and she flopped his balls in her palm, seeing what kind of load of spunk they had stored up.
George put his arm around Helen's slender shoulders and pulled her closer. She curled in against his chest, her beating hand never slowing down. He tilted Helen's face up and their lips met, touching softly. George kissed her again and again, then his lips moved over her face, softly caressing her eyes and ears. As he kissed, his hand fondled Helen's tit, rubbing her nipple into a state of hardness through her thin blouse.
"Ohhhhhhh! George, that feels so good when you touch me there. Rub my nipples, George!" Helen's body was a mass of jagged nerves and mixed emotions.
Helen looked at the prick in her hand. The heat of his cock seemed to sear her palm as she stroked his prick. His cock had become slightly reddish colored from her beating, and his prickhead, conical shaped and very hard, seemed to look right back at her.
George inhaled deeply, fighting back the jism that welled up in his balls. He caught the fragrance of Helen's perfume, of her shampoo, of her pussy. The scent was intoxicating for him. His mouth opened and he tried to tell her to stop beating on his prick, but words escaped him.
As a grunt was forced out his throat, his balls exploded. Come shot straight up in the air, nearly a foot, then dropped down on Helen's undulating hand and over his prick. The jets blasted from his cock's tip with decreasing force. Finally, after his neglected balls had shot almost all they had, come just trickled out his prickhead covering Helen's hand with cream. She continued to jerk on his excited cockmeat, urging George's balls her everything.
"Yesssss! Give me it all, George! Give me all your come!" Helen gasped, pounding harder and faster oh his prick.
When finally his deluge of cream stopped, she brought her hand away from his cock and stared at it, a strange, self-satisfied smile twisting the corners of her lips.
"Susan doesn't know what a wad of come she missed," Helen said. "I thought you were never going to stop. Shit, I've got jism all over my hand!"
"In – thank you," George said weakly, lying sideways on the couch, his feet still on the floor and his prick getting smaller. "I really needed that. And I'm sorry if I made you do something you didn't want to do."
Helen got unsteadily to her feet. The booze was really getting to her now. "I never do anything I don't want to do. Besides, it wasn't exactly like we were being unfaithful or anything. I don't think jacking someone off qualifies as cheating. I mean, we didn't fuck each other and I didn't suck you off, did I?"
Sam ordered another drink and then called Jay from the phone booth in the corner of the dingy bar. He had been alone for an hour, steadily downing drink after, drink, and now he wanted to talk to the older and wiser Jay. After half a dozen rings, Jay answered the phone. He would have answered it sooner, he explained, but he was going down on Diane. He told Sam that even as he spoke she was whipping her lips over his prick, sucking his cock hard for the second time that day.
"That's just fine," he said sarcastically. "I'm glad as hell to hear your wife can keep up with an old bastard like you."
"What's wrong, Sam? That doesn't sound like you," Jay said. He patted the side of his wife's face and she looked at him, her lips ovaled around his giant cock.
"I'm half drunk and pissed off at Helen, that's what's wrong. And I also need some company. Do you think you could come over as soon as Diane finishes sucking you off?" Again the sarcastic tone crept into his voice.
"No problem, tell me what bar you're at and I'll be right there."
Sam gave Jay the name of the bar, then hung up. Maybe Jay's sage advice would make him feel better.
George had rearranged his pants and was sitting next to Helen on the couch when she started to laugh for no apparent reason.
"Come on, tell me what's so damn funny!"
"Everything is funny!" Helen stood up and finished her drink in two big gulps. Letting the glass slip from her hand and fall to the floor, Helen unsnapped her jeans and pulled the zipper down. Her wide, sensual mouth was twisted into a sardonic grin as she opened her jeans, showing George her dark, almost nonexistent panties.
George placed his hand over his crotch and rubbed. Beneath his pants his prick was awakening, getting ready to go at it again.
"Every good trick deserves something in kind, doesn't it?" Helen asked, her moist lips carefully forming each word. "I've done you a little favor, haven't I? Don't you think you can do the same for me?"
Helen pulled her jeans down slowly, past the swell of her full, sexy hips. Once her jeans were down to her thighs, Helen stopped, swaying drunkenly. George stood up quickly and grabbed her by the elbow, steadying her.
"You've really had a snoot full!"
"And my snoot ain't the only thing that's going to get filled up, is it?" Helen jerked her arm free from George's grasp and pulled her jeans down her legs. Then, throwing George her most challenging look, she walked to the couch and sat down, kicking her legs toward George. "Now… as a return favor for jacking on that adorable cock of yours until you shot your come all over my hand… I want you to take my panties off… and finger my pussy till I just can't stand it any more."
George's cock was throbbing almost painfully hard in his pants. He pulled his pants and underwear down, releasing his rigid prick from its prison, then knelt at her feet. Helen put her ankles together and raised her ass off the couch slightly and George pulled her panties off. She kicked them into the air and caught them as they drifted down.
"Okay, George, finger away!"
George looked up Helen's body. Her legs were spread as wide as she could possibly put them, causing her cuntlips to part slightly. He caught the aroma of her pussy and it was just as erotic to him as when he smelt her perfume and special shampoo. He watched his hand, as if it belonged to someone else, move slowly toward her cunt. Then his middle finger, as it had done so many times with Susan, found her pink pussy crease. Helen's cunt was wet, moist with her rich fuck oils, and George had no trouble shoving his finger deep in her pussy. With his other hand he stroked his prick softly, wanting to postpone his climax so he could shoot his wad the same time Helen did.
"Ohhhhhhhhh! Yessss! George, fingerfuck my pussy! Oh, yeah! A little faster!" Helen, eyes closed, concentrated on the fabulous sensations coming from her cunt. "A little faster, George! That's rght! Over my clit. Yeah, rub my clit just like that!"
George's face, as he fucked his finger in and out of Helen's dewy pussy, was flushed with lust. He bent closer to her cunt, inhaling deeply. Sweet pussy, he thought. She's got to have a sweet-tasting pussy. He put his face closer to Helen's cunt and sniffed again. The aroma was intoxicating.
When Helen felt his hot tongue slice through her puffy cuntlips and slide right up to her clit, she jerked involuntarily. A stabbing bolt of pleasure went through her like an electrical shock up her spine. She reached down and hooked her hands behind George's head, forcing his hungry, gnawing lips harder against her feverish pussy.
"Ohhhhh! Lick my cunt, George! Eat my pussy!" she hissed. Helen tossed her head from side to side.
George found Helen's clit and stabbed at it with his tongue as he fucked two fingers in and out of her cunt. Her legs were over his shoulders with her bare feet resting on his back. George, not as drunk as Helen but not entirely sober either, tongued her sappy cunt slowly, wondering if this was really happening to him.
Helen's breath came in coarse gulps. She was finally doing it, finally breaking free from the old, outworn, archaic ethics that had been drilled into her from childhood. She was becoming, she was sure, more of the type of woman that turned her husband Sam on.
Helen licked her dry lips. She looked down her body at George, curled up on the floor between her legs as he tongued feverishly at her pussy. She saw her nipples poking sharply through the thin bra and blouse she wore. Releasing George's head, she grabbed her nipples… and that was all she needed to do. The added sensation of twisting her nipples, even through her blouse and bra, along with George fingering her cunt and sucking on her clit pushed her over the edge of ecstasy. As cunt juice streamed from her pussy and was devoured by George's hungry tongue, Helen's mind went fuzzy.
Helen arched her back, lifting her ass off the couch to push her cunt harder against George's face. She gasped and moaned and screamed… and then she fell back on the couch, exhausted, satisfied, slowly coming back to the here and now.
"Did… did that really happen?" she asked as George kissed her naked, firm thigh. "Did you really eat my pussy?"
"You mean you couldn't tell?"
"That was incredible. That was absolutely the wildest climax I've ever had in my life. I didn't think it would ever end." George stood up and Helen's feet thumped to the floor. "Oh, George, what would happen if Sam ever found out?"
"I don't know," George replied softly. His cock was still hard, sticking out from the top of his open pants. "I guess you just learn to handle it. Susan was more than happy to suck those cop's cocks. She didn't do it because somebody had to do it, she did it because having two hard cocks to play with at one time is a fantasy of hers. Of course, it didn't turn out exactly as she had hoped, but it's still something you just learn to live with."
Helen thought for a moment, then abandoned the effort. Her mind was wrapped too tightly in an alcohol embrace, and right then and there she just wanted to enjoy herself without worrying about anything.
She rose from the couch, naked from the waist down, and made herself another drink.



CHAPTER EIGHT


When Sam saw Diane come in with Jay, his first thought was that he wished his friend had left her home. Women like her had been the cause of his current fight with Helen. All he wanted was the company of a drinking buddy. Jay and Diane sat on stools on either side of Sam and he gave them both indifferent nods of recognition.
"My God, what a tacky bar," Diane said distainfully. "Couldn't you have picked a bar with little more class to get juiced in?"
"As a matter of fact, I rather like this place," Sam said, looking at the dingy surroundings and the customers. "Nobody judges you here. Everybody's the… same. There's nothing pretentious about these people."
Jay ordered drinks for the three of them, then studied Sam. He didn't like what he saw – a shattered man who, he suspected, was an unintentional victim of Jay's master plan to fuck his neighbors.
"You mean they say shit and fuck and do both?" Jay asked.
"Precisely." Sam swiveled on the stool and looked at the customers. In one booth a man and woman, both more than a little drunk, were kissing passionately. He was fondling her tit through her blouse as though they were in private, and nobody seemed to notice them. "You can do whatever you want here and nobody gives a damn!"
They took a vacant booth in a dark corner of the bar. Sam sat on one side of the table, Jay and Diane on the other. Then Sam wasn't so disappointed that Diane was there. She was wearing a mid-calf skirt that hid much of her beautiful legs, but her V-neck sweater, so tight-fitting that it hugged every contour of her tits, was cut low enough for Sam to see her tits almost to the nipple. He forced his eyes off her tits, not wanting to anger his friends.
Jay, as always the quickest one to pick upon things, saw what Sam had on his mind. Reset his drink on the table, then tugged his zipper down and brought out his limp, long prick.
"Jay, what on earth are you doing?" Diane gasped, looking at his cock, then checking to see if anyone was watching them. "Someone will see you!"
"But you like being watched, don't you, my dear?" Jay took her hand and wrapped her trembling fingers around his prick. "There's something about this seedy place that makes my blood hot," he said, giving Sam a quick wink. "Does it do the same for you?"
"A little," Sam answered, picking up on the subtle hint. "But I'm not as lucky as you are."
"Meaning you don't have a wife like I have, is that it?"
"Exactly."
"Hey, we're friends, right? And friends should share, right?"
Sam looked at Diane. He wanted to agree with Jay, but how would Diane take it? He certainly didn't want to force himself on Diane, but he did need to sink his prick in someone, and he had always lusted for the young and sensual Diane. Sam watched as Jay put his arm over Diane's shoulders and began rubbing her tit. With his other hand, though Sam couldn't see because it was under the table, Jay was feeling between Diane's legs. And the look on Diane's face – eyes closed, lips forming a smile – indicated to Sam that she was getting hot from the caresses.
"Don't worry, Sam," Jay said, a fox's grin on his face. "Diane doesn't do anything she doesn't want to do, and I don't ask her to do anything bad, either. So what's wrong with enjoying ourselves?"
"Do you really want me to…" Diane left the most important part unspoken as she looked searchingly into Jay's eyes.
"Of course, my dear. If you enjoy yourself with Sam, that could only make me happy. Besides, you're only nineteen – you should fuck a man more your own age once in a while. It'll give you some respect for my old age!"
Diane reached under the table and slipped off her high-heeled shoe, then gently put her foot out, searching. She touched Sam's knee, then slowly worked her foot between his legs until she felt his throbbing cock with her toes. A tiny giggle escaped her lips when she felt Sam's cock throb and the giggle caused her massive tits to wiggle.
"Sam, I never knew you had such a big prick," Diane said, massaging his cock into full hardness with her foot. "Of course, it's not as big as Jay's cock, but nobody has one that size, do they?"
Diane looked down at Jay's cock in her hand. Then, without giving any warning, she bent sideways and wrapped her glossy lips around Jay's prickhead, lashing out quickly with her hot tongue. Jay groaned as the warm mouth captured his knob and the tongue worked in circles. Diane sucked his prick for thirty seconds before she became afraid that someone might see her. She quickly sat upright in the booth, her face flushed with passion.
"Damn! I needed that!" Diane said, her gaze jumping from Jay's face to Sam's, then back again. She smoothed her spit over Jay's cockhead and cockshaft, stroking the rigid girth of his mighty prick. "Do you really want me to make it with Sam, Jay?"
"Whatever you want."
"Would you like to fuck me, Sam?"
"You know damn well I do!"
"DO I really turn you on? Tell me I do!"
"I want to watch you suck my cock," Sam said slowly. Diane was playing the role of a spoiled rich girl and that role was altogether pleasing to Sam. Sure, she was begging for compliments, and Sam would give them to her – right up to the time when he had his cock stuffed in her mouth.
A bored-looking waitress came over and asked if they wanted another round of drinks. When she saw Jay's big prick sticking out of his pants, her jaw dropped open.
"That's the biggest cock I've ever seen," she hissed, obviously not displeased with what Diane was doing. "It's huge!"
"I know," Diane replied, feeling lucky for having a husband with a ten-inch prick. "Makes your mouth water, doesn't it?"
"Shit," the waitress growled, seeing a customer waving to her. "Hey, how long are you folks going to be staying here tonight? I get off at closing."
Sam jumped in. The idea of fucking Diane was definitely fantastic, but he didn't want to start fucking around with every sleazy waitress in the world. He owed Helen more respect than that, he figured.
"Sorry, but we won't be here that long," Sam said. "Maybe some other time."
"You mean to tell me you ye got them both?" the waitress exclaimed, now seeing Diane's foot rubbing Sam's throbbing prick.
"That's right!"
Shaking her head, the waitress walked away mumbling about her lousy luck. Diane, her ego now soaring, grabbed Jay's prick, running her fingers lightly over his cockshaft.
"Poor girl probably hasn't had a good fucking in ages. And here I sit, two lusty, virile men with cocks as hard as baseball bats, just waiting to fuck me." Diane giggled again, looking at Jay's quivering cock. She bent down and planted a quick, wet kiss on the prickhead.
"Listen, I can't take any more of this," Sam said, grabbing Diane's foot and putting it on the floor. "If I don't get some action soon, I'm going to come right in my fucking pants."
"Then let's go!"
"This is ridiculous," Jay groaned, looking at his cock. His prick was hard and long and there wasn't any way in the world he was going to be able to get the big bastard back in his pants. "I can't walk out like this."
Sam looked the bar over, quickly and spotted a back exit. "We'll go out the back door. Just make a beeline for the door and Diane, you stay right behind him. We'll hide his cock as best we can."
They walked as a group to the back door and left as the waitress called out for them to come back again as soon as possible. Once out the back exit, the three found themselves in a dingy alley littered with broken bottles and newspapers long since turned yellow with age. "Why the fuck did you choose this neighborhood to get drunk?" Diane picked her way carefully through the debris, heading toward the main road where her car was parked. "It's smells of cheap booze and piss here."
"I wasn't drinking in the alley," Sam said, defending himself.
Jay grabbed a handful of newspapers and folded them up, using them to hide his prick which was still rock-hard and jutting starkly out of his pants. They decided to take just one car back to Jay's house, leaving Sam's car near the bar so Helen wouldn't know where Sam was should she come looking for him. Little did they know that Helen was at that very minute working up the courage to ask George to fuck her.
During the drive to Jay's, Sam and Diane kissed passionately, sucking on each other's tongue. Sam's hand was up Diane's blouse and he fondled with her massive tits. The size of them, Sam concluded, made Helen seem flat chested though his wife certainly had a fine pair of tits.
The three dashed inside, with Sam hoping like hell that no nosey neighbors saw him go in the house.
Once inside, there was a mad scramble to get rid of their clothes. Helen peeled out of her clothing as she went to the stereo. Turning on the radio, she began gyrating her hips as she worked her skirt down her legs. Sam and Jay, both completely naked by this time, watched her as their cocks grew steadily longer and harder.
Diane's thirty-eight-inch tits, her areolas a rich brown and very large, were herky-jerky as she made her way slowly toward the men. Her hips, so firm and wide, jerked one way, then the other. Diane cupped her tits in her hands and held them out in front of her, offering them to the hungry, lusty gaze of the two men. She rolled her nipples in her fingers, tossing her head back and moaning above the music. Once she reached the men, Diane dropped slowly to her knees, kissing Sam's chest and stomach on the way down.
"Jay, this is the nicest present you've ever given me," Diane murmured. She kissed Jay's cockhead, letting her tongue flick out over his prickhead. Jay moved closer and she gave his balls an affectionate squeeze before she started jerking on his prickmeat.
Diane raised Sam's cock and buried her face between his legs, licking wetly on his balls as she pounded on Jay's quivering tube of cock-meat. She sucked one of Sam's balls into her mouth and rubbed her tongue over the hairy sac.
Sam's fogged brain had a difficult time grasping what was really happening to him. Sam watched as Diane slowly licked her way from the base of his prick to his cockhead, then curled her tongue around his sensitve pricktip as she gnawed tenderly on the knob with her lips. Diane's beautiful features were made all the more beautiful in Sam's mind as he watched her lips spread, sliding wetly over the crown of his prick. She was taking more and more of his cock into her mouth. He felt the wetness and warmth of her mouth and felt her tongue sliding here and there over his prick, working him into a frenzy.
"Don't stop," Sam said when his cockhead pressed against the back of Diane's throat. "Keep going."
But Diane couldn't. She loved sucking cock, but unlike Helen she couldn't deep-throat.
Pulling back so that only the extreme tip of Sam's cock was still between her lips, Diane flicked her tongue sideways, pleased when she felt Sam tense up from the sensation. She uncorked Sam's prick from her mouth, then tugged on Jay's cock until he moved close enough for her to capture his throbbing prickmeat with her lips.
"She's one hell of a cocksucker, isn't she?" Jay said. "Just look at the way she completely adores my prick. Sort of makes your balls just ache, doesn't it?"
"It sure does. It sure as hell does," Sam whispered, hardly hearing Jay. He was content to think about Diane's tiny hand sliding wetly over his bulging cockhead and down his prickshaft. She had lubricated his prick completely with her spit and now her hand traveled with little resistance, except for the most erotic kind.
Diane sucked both their cocks until they were hard and quivering with lust, then they left the livingroom to enjoy themselves in the bedroom. Entering the room, Diane took a few quick steps then jumped on the bed, her huge tits bouncing. She slid to the middle of the king-sized bed and patted her hands on the mattress, indicating she wanted the men to be on both sides of her.
Sam sat down and pulled Diane close. They fell backward on the bed with Sam's hand rubbing over her large, hard nipples. Diane kissed him fiercely, her tongue slithering between his lips.
Jay grabbed Diane's knee and raised it, then he positioned himself between her legs and began tonguing her hot, dark-haired pussy. His tongue pushed between her cuntlips, tasting her salty fuck juices as he squeezed her firm asscheeks in his hands. Jay's tongue slid up and down her hot, pungent, pink cunt crease until Diane was a quivering mass of cock hungry flesh.
"Ohhhhhhhh! Jay, that's so gooooood!" she moaned, pushing Sam's hungry mouth from one nipple to the other. "I love the way you eat my cunt!"
Sam nipped Diane's tender nipple with his teeth and she twitched all over. Yeah, he thought to himself, this is the kind of action I like. Nothing like a teenager to really make your cock head.
"S-Sam… let me… let me!" Diane moaned, trying to force the words from her throat. The jolts of hot passion coming from her fiery cunt made clear speech impossible. "Put your cock in… my… mouth!"
"You want to suck my cock, Diane? Coming right up," Sam said, laughter in his voice. He straddled Diane's massive tits with his thighs and watched as she opened her lips wide for his prick.
With her arms at her sides, pinned down by Sam's legs, Diane had to wait for him to shove his cock in her mouth. But Sam had other ideas. He pushed her tits together and rubbed his cock between her plump tit mounds several times before leaning forward and plunging his prick into her mouth.
Sam's mushroomed cockhead split Diane's lips and bulged out her cheeks. He pushed down, driving his prick into her mouth until he felt his prickhead push against the opening of her throat. Her tongue danced over his cockmeat, sliding along the underside of his cock while her lips chewed on his prickshaft. The salty come that trickled from his cocktip delighted Diane and she sucked harder on his prick, wanting Sam's full load of jism to splatter against her tongue.
Jay gave Diane's pussy one last quick tongue-lashing, then sat on his haunches and rubbed the head of his prick against her pussylips. His cock, stretching out from his body, was rigid. The skin over his prick was pulled tight and his cockhead seemed ready to burst with passion. Jay readied himself, then gently eased his large pricktip into Diane. At first her pussylips protected the invasion, puckering inward and resisting Jay. With a little more pressure, the massive girth was expanding Diane's cunt as his cockhead drove deeper and deeper into her.
"Mmmmmmmmmm!" Diane moaned, tightening her lips around Sam's prick as she felt Jay's cock being rammed into her cunt. She couldn't move her head and had to rely on Sam to give her the prickmeat she craved. Lying on her back, Diane opened her mouth as wide as she could and happily accepted Sam's cock.
"You sweet-looking bitch!" Sam hissed, looking down at Diane's face between his legs with his cock contorting her features. "I'm fucking your damn face!"
That's exactly what he was doing – fucking Diane's face. He moved back and forth slowly, watching as the ridge of his cockhead popped through Diane's hot, pink lips. When she turned her face a little to one side, his prick slid against the inside of her cheek, bulging out the side of her face massively.
Diane was in heaven. Her mouth was completely filled with Sam's hard cock and Jay, her husband with the massive prick, was very slowing pushing ten glorious inches of cockmeat into her cunt. Diane worked her hand over her side and finally reached her cunt. She rubbed her middle finger over her clit while Jay fucked her. The two-fold pleasure, compounded by having a cock to suck on at the same time, was a new thoroughly wild sensation for her.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" she moaned again, squeezing Jay's prick with her cunt muscles. Diane rubbed her clit with her finger, using a circular motion, just like Jay did when he wanted her to come like skyrockets. Her large, dark-brown eyes were glassy as she looked up at Sam. She noticed how his stomach muscles were knotted and how powerful be looked from that angle. Diane, right then and there, wanted nothing more than to taste his conic. How fabulous it would be to have a friend shoot his creamy jism in her mouth while her husband was fucking his gargantuan cock up her cunt!
"She gives good head, Jay! You're a lucky man!" Sam said, pulling his cock almost completely out of Diane's mouth to let her use her tongue on his pricktip.
"That I am, my friend. That I am." Jay said in a friendly manner. "Maybe some day I'll have my cock in Helen's mouth while you're fucking her!"
"All we can do – Oh, suck it, Diane is trying. But she won't even fuck me with you watching, so I'm pretty doubtful that she'll get into wife swapping."
As they talked, Diane's body began to quiver. Pinned down as she was, she could hardy move as her stomach turned in flip-flops and pussy juice flooded from her cunt. Jay, in fact, wasn't even aware that his wife was having an orgasm until he noticed her legs twitching in the fashion they always did when she came.
Jay grinned and continued to fuck his throbbing cock into her cunt. Moments after Diane came the first time, she came again, the second time with nearly the force of the first. When her pussy contracted even tighter around Jay's cock, his balls began to tingle.
Yes! Yes! Yes! Jay's mind screamed, this is exactly the way it should be! First we'll fuck my wife, then we'll fuck yours, Sam! Yes! I'll watch your honey-haired wife sucking my cock, just as my Diane's sucking your cock!
As these thoughts were spinning through Jay's head, jism welled in his balls, then spewed forth. The frothy foam erupted from his balls and pumped into Diane's hot, slick cunt. She climaxed yet a third time when she felt her pussy being splashed with her husband's fuck cream, twitching uncontrollably as Sam continued to fuck his cock through her hot lips.
Diane, having come three times, was exhausted. She craved Sam's jism like a madwoman. It would be the perfect after-come drink for her, and she was determined to get it.
She tossed her head up at Sam as best she could, taking his cock as deep into her butter soft mouth as she could. She pulled hard on Sam's prick with her lips, her cheeks caving in with the suction to form a perfect seal around his throbbing, driving prick.
"Ohhhhhh! Take it, Diane!" Sam hissed, watching his cock sink deep in her mouth. "Suck on that fucker!" Sam pulled back so the head of his aching cock was between Diane's lips, then he grabbed his prickshaft and began jerking. He couldn't ram his cock dawn her throat like he could with Helen, and being afraid that in the delirium of orgasm he would do just that, he decided to take the safe route. His hand was a blur on his prick as he fisted his split-slick cockmeat. Diane, for her part, was sucking hard and rubbing her tongue around and over his hard-but-soft cockhead.
"Here it comes, baby! Arrrggghhhhhh!"
"Mmmmmmmmmm!" Diane moaned, accepting Sam's jism greedily into her mouth. Diane almost cried with joy as his thick, pungent, hot jism rocketed from Sam's cock into her mouth. His spunk shot against her fast-moving tongue and filled her mouth. Diane gobbled down the jism as a little of the fuck juice trickled from the corner of her mouth and down her cheek.
When Sam's ballss had been thoroughly spent, he could do little else but stay arched above Diane, staring down at her with bulging eyes as she continued to suck and lick his quivering prick. Then, summoning up the last of his strength, he raised himself off Diane and fell heavily to the bed.
"Wasn't that fabulous, Jay?" Diane said, holding her arms out to her husband. Jay slipped into her arms and flicked his tongue into her ear.
"My beautiful baby wife," he whispered with great tenderness. "My lovely teenage wife."



CHAPTER NINE


Sam couldn't figure out why Helen was in such a good mood the entire week. When Saturday afternoon finally rolled around, she woke him up by sucking on his cock and didn't stop until his balls shot spunky jism down her throat.
Later, when he slipped out of bed and took a shower. Helen made him a delicious breakfast. When he sat at the table, dressed just in his bath robe, Helen crawled under the table, opened his robe, and once again sucked his prick until his salty come spurted in her mouth.
"What's with you today?" Sam asked as he stepped into his swimming trunks. "I haven't seen you act like this in ages. You're a regular animal!"
"I'm just in a good mood – I'm happy, that's all." Helen pulled a new bikini from the closet and slipped it on. The top of it was mostly string, with two patches of red cloth barely covering her nipples. The bottom was just large enough to hide her blonde cunt bush, and didn't entirely cover up the crack of her ass. "Like it? I bought it just for you and my… new image."
"I love it! I absolutely love it!" Sam exclaimed. For him, Helen had never looked sexier. Not even nude could she look as sexy.
Sam rubbed his balls through his suit. If Helen hadn't sucked him off twice already, he would have fucked her. Almost angrily he looked at the clock near the bed – eleventhirty. George, Susan, Jay and Diane would be coming soon for the afternoon pool party.
"I'm glad you like it," Helen said calmly. "Now help me put out the chips and such."
As she walked away, Sam watched her tight ass undulating in the suit. He hadn't watched her ass move like that in years. New image? What new image? Sam decided to let that question wait.
They were sitting in lawn chairs sunning themselves, just as they had done two weeks earlier. Except this time everybody knew that if there was going to be any hanky-panky, any cocksucking or fucking, the party would have to move inside.
"Look at those clouds," Susan said painting to the west. "They look pretty dark."
"And they're coming this way," Helen added.
Shit! Helen thought. This is all I need! I was going to show everyone how horny I am by fucking Jay in front of them all. Then, when the orgy starts, I'll slyly get Sam and Susan to fuck, thereby making myself the only choice for George to fuck. And Sam would think that I really hadno choice but to fuck George or feel left out. Shit! Shit! Shit!
"What's wrong, Helen? You look angry."
"It's nothing, Susan." But it was something. Once they moved into the house, Helen wouldn't feel as daring. She had intended on defying the cops and sucking George's cock outside. In the house, the aura just wouldn't be right. She had been planning and plotting her actions all week long.
An hour later, the party moved indoors. When Jay asked if anyone would like to go see another XXX-rated movie, Helen was the first to agree. The two couples went home to change clothes and Helen waited until Sam changed clothes before she went upstairs. She had a plan of action all figured out. True, it might not be quite the same as her original plan, but it was certainly as daring and probably more erotic.
Since they had been kicked out of the theater before, the three couples decided to go in one at a time, with a few minutes in between to divert attention. It took nearly a half hour, but soon all were seated together near the front of the theater, getting hot and turned on by the continuous cocksucking, cuntlicking and fucking on the screen.
Helen was the last to go in and she quietly demanded that she sit in the middle, between George and Sam. They let her have her way.
"Why don't you take off your coat and get comfortable," Sam said, hoping to fondle his wife's tits while they watched the show. He had already dismissed the possibility of Helen sucking his cock.
"No, I'm a little cool," Helen answered, her eyes fixed on the screen. There was a beautiful woman lying on a bed, getting her pussy licked by a muscular, handsome actor. Almost immediately, Helen's cunt started to get moist, hungry for a cock.
Diane, the exhibitionist, was stroking Jay's cock before the first hour was over. Her big tits trembled in the blouse she wore and her hardened nipples were clearly visible, even in the sparse light of the theater.
Susan was gently rubbing George's cock through his pants and his hand was up her skirt, his finger sliding over her clit through her panties. She had unbuttoned the top of her dress to her waist.
When Helen couldn't stand the suspense any longer she finally unbuttoned her raincoat and nudged Sam so he would help her take it off. Taking her sleeve, lie pulled on it and then gasped when he saw what she was wearing underneath – just her ultra-skimpy bikini. The others, too, were shocked to see what she had chosen to wear in public.
"This is why I had to sit in the middle," Helen whispered to Sam. "So that you people would block others from seeing me."
Even though George continued rubbing his hand over Susan's juicy cunt, feeling her warm fuck juices seeping through her panties, George was immediately interested in fucking Helen. He wanted to shove his cock into her cunt, like he had before. He wanted to watch her wide mouth open and engulf the knob of his prick.
"Well, you fuckers always said I'm a prude," Helen said, looking in both directions so everyone would listen to her. "Now you know otherwise, don't you?"
"But you haven't done anything different, other than wear in public what you wear in private," Susan said, a sly grin on her face.
"Then watch this!" Helen hissed. She slowly slid off the seat and got on her knees on the floor of the theater. Sam, eyes wide, was pulling down his zipper and yanking out his cock even before she was in position between his thighs. "Is this what you're waiting to see?"
Helen grabbed Sam's cock and immediately buried his prick deep in her mouth. Though she had his prick deep in her mouth and her hot lips were caressing the very root of his cock, the others couldn't see because of her hair. Sam, for the first time in his life, felt like he was the greatest stud in the world. He pulled Helen's hair away from her face so his friends could see how big his cock was and how beautiful his wife looked with his prick jammed between her lips.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Helen moaned, tossing her head up and down. Her wide mouth was wrapped around Sam's hard prick. She licked around his cockhead, then let his prick slide between her cheek and teeth.
"Would you look at that!" George hissed to on one in particular. His finger had slid under the elastic band of Susan's panties and he was slowly fucking his finger between her puffy, wet cuntlips.
Sam grabbed hold of the string behind Helen's neck and gave it a slight tug. The knot loosened and her bikini fell away from her golden tits. Helen, who previously had refused to let her friends see even her tits, never stopped sucking on Sam's cock. In fact, once her tits were free and Sam was tweaking one nipple, Helen whipped her lips faster over his blood-gorged, lusty cock.
"Okay, you bastards," Helen hissed, looking at her friends. "You want to see how much I dig cocksucking? Dig this!"
She sucked on the head of Sam's cock while jerking his prickshaft. She held his cockhead between her lips and pushed down. Down and down she went until his cockhead was pressing against the back of her mouth, then down far ther still! His prick bulged her throat out so that everyone knew she had his cockhead as deep as it could go. Her lips compressed tightly around the base of Sam's prick, her nose scraping against his open zipper.
As Helen sucked Sam's cock, Susan slipped to her knees between George's legs. She withdrew his cock from his pants and began pistoning her face over his prick. Try as she did, Susan just couldn't take his cock down her throat like Helen could. One day, she promised herself, she would be able to deep throat as well as her friend.
Susan fingered her hot pussy as she sucked on George's cock. The sloppy sounds of a finger rapidly fucking a dripping cunt could, be heard for several rows, and the slurping sounds of hot cocksucking were also heard above the soundtrack of the movie.
It wasn't long before Diane joined her friends on the floor and was sucking on Jay's massive pole of hard prickmeat. She pushed her big tits against his thighs and tried to deep throat his cock.
Sam leaned back in his chair and quickly looked around. There were just two other people in the theater who could see them, and they were indeed watching the three horny women on the floor sucking cock. Sam smiled at the men, gave the thumbs up sign and they nodded. "Suck it, Helen," Sam whispered, swirling her soft hair in his hands. "That's my baby. Ohhhhh! That is beautiful, baby!"
Though Susan was hungrily sucking on George's cock, he was looking at Helen. She was the one who really excited him. He knew how great his wife's cocksucking was, but that was nothing compared to Helen's unbelievably erotic blow-jobs.
Sam noticed George looking at Helen and smiled smugly. Yeah, he thought, I've got a hot wife. I've got the kind of wife other men just dream about. He looked at Susan and wondered what her mouth would feel like wrapped around his throbbing cockpole.
"We've got it made, haven't we?" Sam asked. George nodded his head. "Nothing gets better than this."
The men were thoroughly wrapped up in the pleasures the women were providing, and nobody noticed the manager of the theater walk up. He had with him some employees who looked more like thugs than janitors.
"Get out of here!" the manager shouted, his shrill voice snapping the men's attention from sex. "I told you people not to come back here, and this time I'm calling the cops!"
A janitor shined a flashlight on the women, catching Diane's young face lifting off Jay's massive prick. "I'm calling the cops!"
"Come on!" Jay shouted, getting to his feet. "Move it!"
The theater manager made a threatening gesture, grabbing Jay by the collar and cocking back his fist. Before he could land the punch, George caught the manager with a roundhouse right that landed squarely on the manager's jaw. There was a startled grunt, then he fell to the floor like a wet rag, out cold.
One janitor grabbed Helen by the waist as she raced from the aisle and pulled her close. Helen's tits, naked for everyone to see, wiggled and jiggled.
"Let me go!" she screamed, tearing the man's hand from her exposed tit.
"Bastard!" Sam hissed. He caught the janitor with a combination left-right to the ribs and the guy doubled over, releasing Helen. She turned on her heel and brought her knee up sharply, catching the injured man right in the balls. He groaned, his face twisted in a mask of incomprehensible pain and he crumpled to the floor next to his employer.
"Come on, damn it!" Jay shouted, pushing Diane on ahead of him. "We've got to get out of here!"
And then they were streaming out the back exit, with Helen's trench coat abandoned in the escape. They made it to Sam's car and screeched from the parking lot with Sam, Helen and Jay in the front seat and the others in the back seat.
They were four blocks from the theater when they noticed the red lights and sirens of a police car. Sam saw the squad coming head-on on and cursed under his breath.
"Get down," Jay hissed, putting his arm around Helen's neck and forcing her face down on his crotch. "If they see you, we're nailed."
Helen didn't struggle, knowing that Jay was right. Her naked tits would undoubtedly reflect the headlights of any passing car and would certainly be noticed by policemen as she drove by. Her face was pressed into Jay's lap, and she noticed for the first time that his cock, long and thick but having gone slightly limp during the wild escape, was still sticking out of his pants.
Jay, of course, had planned to have Helen suck his cock. He welcomed the squad car because now he had a chance to see how she would react to his cock.
Helen fell the hot prick pressed against her cheek as the wail of the siren came closer and closer. Her brain was buzzing with the thought of sucking on Jay's cock. His prick was so much larger than Sam's, and even though he was more than twenty years older than herself, she just knew that he would be the kind of hot fucker that would really make her cunt blaze.
Helen turned her face down and plant a light kiss on his cockshaft. She felt Jay's prickmeat twitch under her lips and her tongue flicked out, wetting his slick, long cock. The wailing siren reached a peak and Helen heard it pass and continue on in the other direction. She licked along his prickshaft very briefly, then sat upright in the seat again.
"Boy, that was a close one, wasn't it?" Helen said to no one in particular. She desperately wanted to suck on Jay's cock, but didn't quite have the courage. The delicious taste of Jay's massive prick lingered on her tongue.



CHAPTER TEN


"I'll say that was close," Sam said. He never realized what Helen had done when she had her head in Jay's lap.
"Come on, let's just get home while we can," Helen said, snuggling under Sam's arm. She made no attempt to hide her tits. The crazy escape from the theater had dampened her adventurous spirit slightly.
In the back seat, George was sitting with Susan on one side of him and Diane on the other. Susan was stroking his cock back into a state of hardness, and Diane was watching with more than mild interest. She knew how it felt to have Sam's cock in her mouth. Of the three men in the car, only George's prick had yet escaped her hungry lips.
"Hurry up, Sam!" Diane said, the tension showing in her voice. "Susan's back here doing a number on George, and if I don't get Jay's cock in my mouth before the next ten minutes are up, I'm liable to do anything."
"I'm going as fast as I dare," Sam said with a laugh. "Finger-fuck yourself. Do you a world of good."
"I want Jay's prick," Diane snapped back, trying to sound like she was joking. She didn't fool anyone.
Susan curled her knees under herself on the floor of the car and started sucking George's cock again. Her platinum hair, piled loosely on top of her head, reflected the street lights as the car sped by. Diane watched her friend's red lips sliding up and down George's rigid cockpole and she couldn't help but squirm in her seat. Her young pussy was just aching for a big prick. She wanted to fuck Sam and Jay at the same time, like she had done before.
Susan moaned like a bitch in heat, blasting the cockhead in her mouth with warm spit. She moaned a second time to torture Diane in a pleasant way.
"Like what you see?" Susan teased, looking at Diane as she flicked her tongue over the crown of George's prick. "Doesn't my husband have just the most beautiful cock you've ever seen?"
Diane, her cunt now guiding her brain, suddenly pushed Susan against the door. George, too stunned to move, watched as the nineteenyear-old brunette with gloriously huge tits suddenly lunged at him, her hot, wet mouth engulfing his throbbing cock.
"Ah! Uh! Mmmmmmmmmm!" Diane moaned, tossing her head over George's cock. She sucked him hard, stroking his slick prick as her lips chewed softly on his cockshaft, sliding over the ridge of his prickcrown. Her tongue worked furiously along the side of his cock and over his pricktip, frisking here and there, flicking out of her mouth to run along his cockshaft before sliding wetly over his prickhead again.
"That's my husband!" Susan gasped, watching her friend whip her mouth over George's cock. "George, don't let her do that!"
"Did I say anything when you got it on with those two cops?" George said. He reached between Diane's firm thighs and rubbed her pussy through her slacks. Diane spread her legs more, giving him the room he needed. "Suck me, Diane! Ohhhhhhhh!"
"Are you going to come?" Susan asked, resigned to the fact that not only couldn't she stop Diane from sucking George's cock, but she really had no right to be angry with him.
"No, baby," George answered. "I'll save it for you."
Helen was on her knees, facing the back seat. She was amazed at how wantonly Diane was sucking George's cock. She remembered how she, too, had sucked his cock and swallowed his creamy, full-flavored jism. She remembered the feeling of his cock plowing deep up her cunt, how she stroked his meat until his come exploded into the air and landed all over her fist. She remembered how he had eaten her pussy and finger-fucked her until her body went crazy and cum had burst from her cunt.
When Jay grabbed Helen's tit and gave her nipple a little squeeze, Helen rolled her head back on her shoulders, then bent to one side and kissed his forehead. A moment later she was in his arms, passionately kissing the old man with the big cock.
Sam pulled the car into the driveway and turned off the engine. Helen and Jay were kissing like there was no tomorrow. In the back seat, Diane and Susan were taking turns putting their velvety soft lips over George's hard prick.
"I'm feeling left out of this," Sam said, getting out of the car. "Come on, let's get this orgy off the road and into the house!"
They dashed to the front door, with more than a little bit of nervousness since Helen was wearing only the bottom half of her bikini and the men still had their cocks hanging out of their pants. Once they were inside, Helen immediately went to the stereo and put on a stack of records. As the music blared, the orgy began.
Susan was in George's arms, kissing him on the lips as he peeled out of his clothes. As soon as he was completely naked, she started to kiss his chest, making her way to his trembling cock. But Sam had fantasized night after night of fucking Susan and having her suck his prick. He grabbed her hand and wrapped it round his hard cock. Susan, whose own fantasy was making it with two men at once, immediately began whacking on Sam's prick.
"Yes! I want you both!" she said, sinking to her knees. She sucked George's cock until his prick was dripping wet with her spit. Completely lubricated so her hand could slide freely from cocktip to prickbase, she released George's cock from her mouth and took Sam's cock into her mouth as she jerked on her husband's prick.
For Jay, everything was coming true. He had dreamed that this would happen, and finally it was. He dropped to his knees and knocked everything that was on the small coffee table to the floor.
"Get down!" he commanded Helen. Jay, frantic to sink his ten-inch cock deep in her throat, grabbed Helen by the shoulders and pushed her so she lay on the coffee table.
"Now you," Jay said to Diane. "You eat her cunt!"
"But Jay…"
"Eat her cunt I said!" Jay grabbed Diane by the hair and pushed her mouth against Helen's frothy pussy. Diane struggled, trying to keep her mouth off the cunt. "Eat it!"
Diane, too frightened to do otherwise and too horny to protest, cautiously stuck her tongue out. The tip of Diane's tongue grazed Helen's pussy and caught a clear drop of fuck juice. Diane's hesitation at eating cunt vanished instantly. She practically leaped at Helen's hot pussy, driving her pink tongue into Helen's cunt to scoop up her pussy juice.
Helen, looking down at the woman eating her cunt, couldn't believe what she was seeing. There was Diane, one of her best friends, sliding her tongue from top to bottom of her cunt.
Jay positioned himself near her face and pushed her head down over the edge of the table so that her hair fell to the floor and her chin was aimed upward. Helen, seeing Jay's twitching cock near her face, opened her mouth wide.
"Unnggghhh!" Helen gurgled. Never in her life had she known any man with a cock the size of Jay's. His prick ovaled her lips to the fullest and she had to strain to hold her jaw open enough so that her teeth wouldn't scrape along his sensitive cockshaft.
His prick pushed into her hot mouth, mashing her tongue down with its great thickness. Helen gulped in air, then held her breath as Jay's cockhead drove deeper into her gullet. She felt the spongy crown of Jay's prick slam against the back of her mouth, then invade her throat. Inward his cock pushed, expanding Helen's throat. Jay watched as her throat opened up to take in his cock.
By this time Susan, Sam and George were really getting into the orgy. Susan was on her hands and knees, getting fucked doggie-style by George as Sam fucked his hard cock between her hot lips. The platinum blonde was delirious with lust, whimpering childishly as her fantasy came true. She wiggled her ass against George's hips each time his prick was deep in her cunt, and she was sucking hard on Sam's prick, waiting for her drink, of refreshing come.
Susan's big tits rolled back and forth as she was jerked from one cock to the other. Every time her cunt was crammed tight with George's prick, Sam's cock was barely in her mouth. And whenever she pushed forward, gulping down on Sam's cock, George's prick just parted her pussylips.
Sam had already been sucked off two times by Helen that day, and he wanted his third come of the day to be in Susan's hot pussy. He changed places with George.
Sam watched the way her ass rippled each time he slammed home his cock. Bending forward so he was wrapped over Susan, Sam grabbed her tits and tugged on her hard nipples, pulling them slightly. He heard a series of grunts from George and a deep moan of absolute pleasure from Susan and knew that she was swallowing his jism. The idea of fucking a woman while she was drinking another man's come was too much for Sam in his excited state.
As he fucked his cock into her hot cunt, his balls swinging between his legs and slapping against Susan's hot flesh, jism began to spurt from his cock. He was unaware really of what was happening. He didn't even feel himself falling to the side, nor his head thumping on the carpeted floor. Sam was unaware of everything but the feeling of weightlessness as he tried to clear his head.
Helen opened her throat and Jay pushed into her. Diane's hot tongue made her come once, her clear pussyjuice pumping out of her snatch only to be greedily lapped up.
"Damn! God fucking damn!" Jay hissed, ramming his cock down Helen's throat. His hot spunk exploded from the end of his cockhead straight into Helen's stomach. She didn't even taste his cum until he pulled back, preparing to ream her throat again. He squeezed her tits painfully hard as his balls released everything they had. All the come in Jay just kept pumping through his cock into Helen. His master plan to fuck his neighbor's wives had worked. While it was true that Jay hadn't fucked Susan yet, he knew that the pleasure would be his later in the evening.
Helen had little choice but to take Jay's cock down her throat. He fucked into her harder than George or Sam ever had, yet she still was able to deep-throat his cock without problem. Jay's bubbling, spicy come filled her stomach.
And when it was all over, Diane, Helen and Jay lay in a huddled mass of hot, naked flesh.
The six people soon gathered on Helen and Sam's king-sized bed, where they napped for two hours, getting their strength back.
Helen was the first to awaken. On the bed with her were five naked people, and she loved every one of them. Careful not to disturb anyone, Helen got off the bed and surveyed the scene from across the room. They were beautiful, absolutely, completely, adorably beautiful.
Helen went back to the bed and took Diane by the ankles softly. She parted the teenager's legs, then began to finger her dark snatch, rubbing her clit. It didn't take long for her cunt to get moist once Helen felt the juices flowing in Diane, she prepared herself for pussy oil. Helen had never eaten cunt, but it felt so fabulous when Diane ate her cunt, she knew that there could be nothing wrong with it. She let her tongue trail lightly over Diane's hairy pussylips, the aroma of cunt drifting into her nostrils.
Somewhere in the cuntlicking, Diane awoke and found her friend hungrily running her hot tongue into her pussy crease. Diane just closed her eyes again and remained motionless, enjoying the sensual feelings passing through her body. She rolled her nipples in her fingers and emitted a quiet squeak when her hot clit suddenly spewed forth the girl-come Helen sought.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Helen gasped, licking up the hot, slick fuck juices. She worked her tongue tirelessly in and out of Diane's cunt, catching up every last drop of the precious pussy fluid. And then, when she had gotten all the oil Diane could provide, she stood up and smiled, her cheeks wet and glistening in the pale light.
"That was fantastic!" Diane whispered, not wanting to take the others. "Have you ever done that before?"
"Never."
"You do it almost as good as Jay does."
"Give me time," Helen said.
Later in the evening, they were all gathered around the kitchen table, nibbling on snacks to bring back their energy. All said how erotic the orgy was and what they enjoyed most. When Helen and Diane told of how great it was to eat a cunt, Susan complained that that was one pleasure she had never known. Almost instantly Susan and Diane were tumbling to the floor, each searching for a hot cunt to bury their tongue into. Everyone watched as the women, in a sixty-nine position, tongued each other furiously.
Sam stepped up behind Helen and rubbed his limp cock against her ass. She felt Sam's cock, like a tireless old soldier, get hard, sliding between the crack of her ass.
"Damn! I'd love to fuck you in the ass," Sam whispered in her ear. "We've never done that, have we?"
"Now is the time, to try," Helen answered. "Now is the time to try everything!"
Sam scooped his finger into a tray of butter, then smeared it onto Helen's tight asshole. She bent forward slightly to give him a better angle, then braced herself for what she was sure would be pain. Instead, probably because her body was so heated from the sight of her girlfriends urgent cuntlicking, the feeling of Sam's cock driving up her ass did nothing more than fill her body with desire.
"Ohhhhhhhh! Fuck me, Sam! You feel so good up my asshole!" she hissed, putting her hands on her knees to better brace herself.
Sam worked his cock gently into Helen. He pushed into her ass an inch of cock, then pulled back. A second thrust brought two inches of cockmeat into her ass. Slowly, tenderly, he slid his hard prick into her asshole so that she felt nothing but the greatest of pleasure. Soon he was fucking her ass completely with every throbbing inch of prickmeat he had.
Helen wasn't exactly sure how it happened, but the next thing she knew she was standing straight up with Sam pounding his cock up her ass and Jay standing in front of her, fucking her tight pussy. When they timed their thrusts to enter her from both ends at the same time, Helen was picked right off her feet. The strange feeling of a cock in her ass and another in her cunt was enough to send Helen into a series of light, quivering climaxes and her body went limp between the men.
Then she was on the floor, lying flat on Jay as he fucked her pussy. Sam was still behind her, slamming his trusty prick up her ass. George was on his knees, fucking her throat with his hard cock. She chewed on the thrusting shaft of George's cock.
"F-fuck!" he hissed, then squirted his jism into her mouth. She swirled the thick come in her mouth, savoring the taste. Moments later, she felt her husband release his come up her ass, and shortly after that Jay's cock flooded her cunt with cream.
As Helen lay gasping, every hole in her body thoroughly fucked, she knew that she and her neighbors would be fucking together as long as they lived.
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