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CHAPTER ONE


The jeans were at least five years old, and she had gained a little weight since buying them, so they were exceedingly tight across the full curves of her ass and clung to her shapely thighs like a second skin. They had faded to white over the two half-moons of her ass, and the button that held the waistband together in the front was straining. But by so clearly revealing every line, dip and curve of her as and even her cunt, the jeans did the job she wanted them to do, which was exactly why Tara Allen had worn them tonight. She wanted every eye drawn to the jutting rise of her ass and the lushly dipping valley leading to her cunt, and so far that had been the case, but still she found her fingers trembling a bit as they fumbled with the button holding the front of those jeans together. This had to be done in exactly the right way.
"What say we give the boys a real surprise when they get back with the beer?" she said, smiling wickedly at the young blonde who lay sprawled on the garish waterbed that, almost filled the motel room and making motions with her hands to indicate the removal of her jeans. "Why not let them walk in and find a couple of live pussies staring them in the face?" Tara took and held a deep breath that caused her large tits to swell noticeably, as she waited to see what the response of the younger girl would be.
"I will if you will," Kathy Graw said, the waterbed quivering under its fake fur covering as she sat up and threw her legs over the side. Her large cornflower blue eyes were glowing brilliantly. "We can put that cassette back on the television and let them walk in and find us naked while that chick is sucking that big cock in living color, and…"
"Fuck that chick!" Tara said, her long auburn tresses swinging as she nodded her head to dismiss the television and the porno cassettes that were provided as a part of the rental of this "X-rated" motel room that was designed only to accommodate those interested in fucking. "I've had all I can take of watching her fuck and suck that monster-sized dick. I'm ready to take on some dick of my own."
"All of us here together? In the same room?" Kathy said hesitantly, but her eyes remained bright, and Tara knew she had made the right choice for her first excursion into the wide, wide world of wild, wild fucking Kathy might have that young and innocent look about her, but before her recent marriage to Wayne Graw, she had been known as a girl willing to fuck any man who asked and ask any man who didn't. Tara knew of several occasions when the blonde had happily and willingly gotten herself involved in marathon fuck-sessions with groups of men or boys.
"You don't have to watch," she told her, laughing now as she undid the button of her jeans and tugged them down over flaring hips. "You can always turn your head."
Kathy's eyes grew wider still as Tara, already shoeless, stepped out of the jeans and revealed a cunt luxuriantly surrounded by thick auburn curls, buttocks that were untanned, white as marble, and in tempting contrast to the tawniness of her sun-kissed thighs and legs.
"I won't have to turn my head," the young blonde finally managed to say, laughing a bit breathlessly. "I'll be too busy giving head to have time to watch you and Jerry fucking. God, I wish I had your tits!"
Tara had now stripped herself of her tight-fitting pullover, and as she had left home braless and pantieless, she was totally naked. Her high, large magnificently curved tits had become covered with gooseflesh the moment they felt the touch of the air conditioning, and they bounced only slightly as she walked with saucily rolling hips to stand in front of the girl on the huge water bed.
"Honey, if you really want them," she said, using her hands to cup and lift her firm tits while wriggling her shapely ass and moving her cunt close before Kathy's staring eye, "you can have my tits any time you say the word. Or anything else I have, for that matter."
Kathy laughed, uneasily but in a way that showed she knew Tara was only joking, then tugged her thin red sweater over her head. She too was without a bra, and her titties, smaller and without the obvious firmness of Tara's, were sweetly plump and tipped with bright pink nipples. She threw the sweater aside and stood to remove her jeans, then hesitated briefly before taking off her tiny blue panties.
She was put together like an erotic doll. The cheeks of her ass were beautifully curved and just a little bigger than might be expected on a girl her size, and she retained just enough baby fat to give her the faintest hint of a round little tummy. Her legs and thighs were smooth and creamy, yet obviously strong, and just a small puff of taffy-colored hair could be seen around her pussy. Her plump titties jiggled delectably as she flounced down on the water bed.
"Wonder what Jerry and Wayne will say when they come back and find us here naked together?" she said, giggling, as Tara lay down beside her and sighed with pleasure as she felt the warmth of the fake fur spread against her naked back, thighs, and ass. "Bet you they start accusing us of getting it an with each other."
Tara looked up at their reflection in the mirrored ceiling above the bed and moved her leg until it was lightly touching Kathy's. "If they don't hurry up and get here, they'll be right about that. My cunt is so hot I'm about ready to settle for what I can get." To emphasize this she put the fingers of one hand on the soft mound above her pussy, lifted one knee slightly, and rubbed.
Kathy, who still had not moved her leg away, was staring up at the mirrored ceiling to watch, obviously entranced. The tip of her tongue darted out to wet her lips.
"Have you ever wondered about what that would be like – getting it on with another girl?" A tremor in her voice said she was afraid to raise the subject but unable not to, and her words came from a throat gone dry. "Have you ever just wondered about how different it would feel having your pussy eaten by a woman?"
Tara laughed and without hesitation moved her hand from her own cunt to the warm nest between the thighs of the blonde. "I doubt if we'll ever have a better chance to find out," she said, and was ready to take Kathy in her arms, kiss her lips, suck her titties, and make all the moves that would lead her lips to that taffy-colored cunt, when they heard the car coast to a halt outside the room. She let her fingers slide over Kathy's sleek hip as she reluctantly took them from the warm moistness of her cunt.
"Maybe another, time," she said, laughing a silent laugh as she saw the mixture of fright and disappointment on Kathy's pretty face, saw the plump titties shaking with excitement, "Right now I think our cunts are about to get all they can handle."
Wayne Graw, holding a six-pack of Schlitz in one hand and a bag of ice in the other, was first through the door. He was short and powerfully built, with a somewhat cruel cast to the rough features of his squarish face, and the incongruity of it made Tara want to laugh when she saw the furious blush spreading upward from the open collar of his sport shirt.
"Well, I'll be damned!" he said, his eyes going from his wife, Kathy, to Tara, and lingering there.
"No, you'll be fucked, and sucked," Tara laughed, as Kathy left the bed and hurried over to press the full length of her naked body against him, her plump ass rolling as she kissed him on the mouth. "If you'll just close the damned door, that is. Jerry, will you get the hell over here and give me some of that tongue, or do you want me to find somebody else to eat it?"
That last reference had been intended for the ears of Wayne Graw, to let him know she had no objections to getting it on with anyone else, in any way, and her husband, understanding those intentions, gave Tara a broad wink as he stepped past the passionately kissing couple and closed the door with a backward kick of his foot. His cock could be seen pushing against the front of his pants.
Taller, thinner, and darker than Wayne, but with a certain wiriness that betrayed his strength and athletic prowess, Jerry had shed his shirt even before he reached the side of the bed, dropped to his knees, and turned Tara so that her cunt was facing him and she was able to drape her long legs over his naked shoulders.
"Way to go, sweetheart," he whispered, sliding his hands under her voluptuous ass and lifting as his lips trailed hot kisses up her inner thighs, each kiss moving him closer to her cunt. "You got them going, and you'll never regret it. This is going to be a night of fucking that you'll never forget. I promise you that."
His lips found her cunt ten, the tip of his tongue licking lightly, delicately, expertly over the folded flesh that lay hidden in the thick nest of auburn hair, and Tara shivered violently as she felt the caress. She put one hand on the back of his head, as if fearing his lips would leave her pussy, and her other hand moved without awareness to stroke the swollen nipple of her right tit.
With lidded eyes she watched herself in the mirrored ceiling as Jerry pressed his face tighter into the wide vee of her parted thighs, his tongue now lapping more avidly at her cunt, and her excitement grew greater as she watched her hips rolling in response.
The excitement caused by that tongue in her cunt grew even greater when he turned her head to look at Wayne and Kathy.
The bag of ice and the six-pack of beer had somehow found their way to a table near the door, and Wayne's shirt was unbuttoned, his chest bare. He had one hand on the plump white roundness of Kathy's ass, the other on her tit, and was squirming excitedly as her fingers reached through his open fly and came out gasping his cock.
"I got so hot watching that girl sucking cock on the television I just had to feel your big tool in my mouth," Kathy was saying to him. Her fingers made a loose fist around his thick hard cock and moved slowly back and forth. "You're not mad because I couldn't wait to get borne to fuck and suck you, are you?"
Tara was unable to hear his exact reply, but it must have been, "Go ahead and suck it then," because Kathy gave a soft little chuckle and dropped to her knees on the wine-colored carpet, her lips promptly moving to the knobbed head of the thick cock she held so adoringly with her fingers. Tara could hear the sounds she made as she kissed it.
They mingled with the wet sounds made by Jerry as he ate her cunt, his tongue snaking deeper into the wet recesses now, his lips sucking thirstily at the flowing juices. But her gaze remained fastened on Wayne and Kathy.
Wayne was returning that gaze. Even as his young wife knelt before him and slid pouting lips far down the shaft of his thick cock, he seemed hypnotized by what was taking place on the bed, absolutely unable to look away.
His shoulders heaved a bit as his cock slid softly through the ovaled lips which clung to it, and his face remained deeply flushed, but his eyes were glowing with an excitement such as Tara had never seen. She turned her head so he would see the full effect of the lewd, beckoning expression on her face, blew him a kiss, and patted the bed close beside her ass.
Then she closed her eyes and waited.
Jerry had the fingers of both hands dug deep into the firm but yielding flesh of her ass now, holding the cheeks slightly apart, and his lips had captured the swollen tip of her clit. He tugged it gently, sucked it a little deeper into his mouth, then began rolling it in tiny circles with his tongue.
"Mmmm, the tricky things your tongue knows how to do to a pussy!" she cooed without even giving thought to the words, lost in the utter joy she always felt when he was eating her, yet waiting to see if Wayne would accept the blatant invitation she had just sent him. To make that invitation even plainer, she cried, as if the words came without volition, "The only thing that could make it better would be having a cock to suck while you're eating me! I'm about to come!"
And she was coming reaching the same dizzying heights she always climbed when Jerry was eating her cunt and eating it just right, but somehow this was better than it had ever been. With her exquisitely beautiful body drawn taut as a bow, her hands clutching the back of his head and her ass rolling feverishly, she moaned softly as she allowed the juices to be sucked and licked from the quivering flesh of her cunt.
Her eyes remained closed until she felt waves rolling through the water bed to tell her that Kathy and Wayne were joining her on it, and then she opened them to look up at the mirrored ceiling while Jerry lapped somewhat more slowly at her cunt. The sight caused her to wriggle her cunt with fervor against Jerry's extended tongue.
Wayne was naked now, and he and Kathy lay on their sides, locked in a torrid 69 position. Wayne had his powerfully muscled arms entwined with Kathy's legs, his thick fingers digging into the temptingly plump cheeks of her ass, and his head was bobbing between her thighs as he ate her cunt. Tara was unable actually to see his tongue entering the sweet slit, because even in the mirrored ceiling her view of that was blocked by Kathy's thigh, but she could hear the wet noises he made and see every erotic detail as Kathy sucked his cock.
His cock was longer and thicker than Tara had ever imagined when she thought about being fucked by him, and it glistened wetly as Kathy slid her pouting lips up and down its length. She was holding the base of it gently with the fingers of one hand while with her other hand she toyed with Wayne's swollen, heavily furred nuts. It seemed incredible that she could take all that prick into her mouth, yet she was doing it with ease, and doing it repeatedly.
She would pause with the tip of her tongue swirling over the purplish head of it, purse her lips and then ease her pouting lips down the shaft of his hard prick. She could be heard sucking greedily before her lips slid back up his cock.
She had just eased her full lips up the length of that cock and was avidly rolling her tongue over the head of it when Wayne made a loud growling sound and came overflowingly into her mouth. Tara felt her senses reeling as she watched the silvery come flow from the open lips of the young blonde, trickle down her chin, and wash over the fingers that continued to clutch Wayne's prick.
"Get up here and fuck me! Stick that cock in me and fuck me like you've never fucked me before!" she cried to Jerry, needing, as she had never before needed, to feel the hot, hard muscle of a cock filling her cunt. She was actually surprised to see that Jerry had withdrawn from between her thighs and was hurriedly shedding the last of his clothing. She had been so enthralled as she watched Kathy expertly sucking Wayne's cock that she had failed to notice.
"Just let me at that cunt! I feel like I could fuck for a solid week!" As Tara moved back toward the center of the quaking water bed, Jerry, laughingly holding his hard cock in one hand and shaking it at her, was already climbing onto the bed and between her parted legs. With a meaningful glance at Wayne and Kathy, who were still locked together and lying almost motionless a sucked and licked the last juices from one another's cock and cunt, he grinned and said, "Nothing like a little orgy to put plenty of steel in the old pecker."
"It is hard as steel, isn't it?" As Jerry moved over her, Tara grasped his cock and slid the outer skin back and forth over the rock-like inner core, then guided the head of it to her parted and waiting cunt. Throwing her legs around his back and lifting her hips until her tingling cunt made contact with its head, she told him, "And that's how I want you to fuck me – hard!"
His hands settled over the firm cones of her tits, his palms pleasingly rough against her throbbing nipples, as he swung his hips forward and shoved his hard prick deep into the moist sheath of her uplifted pussy. She squealed happily and threw her arms around his naked shoulders, her ass rolling beneath him, and opened her mouth as he kissed her. He gave her at least ten hard strokes of his cock before ending the kiss and saying, with his lips close to hers, "Do you think they'll go for it? You think they'll swap off?"
"All I can think about now is your cock! Fuck me good!" she said heatedly, her ass rolling faster and her sharp nails raking his back. But in the mirror on the ceiling her eyes followed Wayne as he placed Kathy on her back and prepared to fuck her, and so she added, "Ball the hell out of me and then – I promise you – you'll see plenty of four-way fucking!"
His dark eyes flashed with excitement then, his lips drawing back over white teeth, and he began hammering his cock at her with tremendous strokes that caused the bed to quake violently beneath them. Tara rocked up and down beneath him, her tight pussy rising to meet every thrust, and she was already on the verge of coming when she felt the softness of Kathy's leg touching her own.
Wayne and Kathy, with their heads at opposite ends of the bed, were fucking now. Wayne was over her, kissing her on the mouth, and she had one leg wrapped high around his broad back, just above his narrow waist, and the other legs thrown wide. It was this leg that Tara felt touching her own.
Just to see what the reaction would be, Tara moved her leg up and down against the satiny skin of Kathy's thigh. She was not at all surprised to feel the other girl's leg begin slowly to move, either in response to her caress or as an unplanned reaction to the fucking she was receiving from Wayne's outsized cock.
Kathy lifted her foot now and placed it on Tara's leg, moving it lightly back and forth, and this allowed Tara actually to see the point where Wayne's prick vanished into the pink lips of the young blonde's cunt. Even as she flexed the inner walls of her pussy around Jerry's cock, her ass rolling, she stared in fascination at Wayne's bobbing flat buttocks, swaying balls, and driving prick. The foot stroking her leg told her that Kathy would raise no objection to anything she might do, and she had no doubts at all about her ability to entice Wayne into filling her cunt with that mighty prick.
"Get ready for a little strange pussy, honey," she told her husband then, and she let her arm fall away from his back so that her hand came to rest on Wayne's flat hard ass. He stopped moving for just an instant, then began driving his prick at Kathy even more rapidly than before. Tara drew Jerry's face down against the soft pillows of her tits and held him there, letting him watch even while they continued to fuck.
"Get his balls and cock," she heard him whisper excitedly, even as her hand was leaving Wayne's ass and moving toward those goals. "I want to see what you can do with a strange prick."
Her fingers slipped between Wayne's legs and found his swollen nuts, rubbed them, and then touched his hard, slippery prick. She traced a line down it until she felt the wet, soft flesh of Kathy's cunt.
Kathy's foot ceased its movement then, but Wayne turned to look at her and say, with a strained expression, "A little of that's all it's going to take to make me bust my nuts."
"Don't bust them yet," she said, closing her fingers around the thick wet shaft of his prick as he raised his buttocks and eased it partially free of Kathy's pussy. "Save a little of that cock for me."
Wayne looked at Kathy, who smiled and said, "It's okay with me if it's okay with everybody else," and at that instant Tara felt Jerry shove his cock deep and release hot come into her cunt. The instant he pulled his cock free and rolled away, she was on her knees and moving toward Wayne. He watched her but remained on his knees between Kathy's legs until she knelt behind him and ran her hand lovingly down the back of his balls and prick.
"You saved a lot of that cock for me, didn't you?" she said with a laugh as he came away from Kathy and knelt facing her on the shaking water bed, his hands going eagerly to her exquisitely curved ass and the head of his prick wetly touching the flat plane of her belly. "I've been wondering what getting some of this cock would be like, and now I'll know."
"Hey, what about a cock for me?" she heard Kathy cry with a little laugh as she bent low over Wayne's prick, parting her lips and extending the tip of her tongue as she prepared to taste it. She looked up just long enough to take Kathy's hand and place it on the cock of Jerry, who lay on his back near them, and then she began sucking Wayne's prick with the greatest enthusiasm she had ever known.
Only with the greatest difficulty was she able to spread her lips wide enough to accommodate the thickness of that cock – but when she had it well inside her mouth, she found that it was easy to slide further and further down its hot hardness. She found, too, that it had an unfamiliar salty tang to it that she realized could only be a taste acquired from Kathy's cunt. She liked that, and kept sucking at him until his hips began to move and he was literally fucking her in the mouth. Then she let go.
"Down on your back, darling," she told him, and used her hands to guide him to that position. "I'll blow you later, and blow you till you come in my mouth. But right now I want to feel that big prick trying to tear my cunt apart."
While he reached up with eager hands to fondle her big tits, she supported herself with one hand on his muscular chest and, straddling him, used the other hand to guide his rigid cock toward her cunt. She bit her lower lip as her pussy strained to make worn for the thickness it had never before been asked to accept. She lowered her ass slowly and took a deep breath as it inched into her. Then she put both hands on his chest and began to fuck.
His hands left her tits, found the satiny globes of her ass, and his cock slid to the innermost reaches of her pussy. She felt alive and glowing, and knew she would never again be content with saving her pussy for just one man. She glanced over at Jerry and Kathy, who were fucking heatedly in a side by side position, and Jerry winked broadly at her.
"A great night for fucking, isn't it?" he chuckled, and moved his hips in a way that gave Kathy the full length of his prick. "I guess you're beginning to see the joys of recreational fucking."
"It's a beginning," Tara said. "But remember that. This is only the beginning."
Then she leaned forward until her tits were warm against Wayne's chest and, sliding her tongue deep inside his mouth, she began to fuck as she had never fucked before.



CHAPTER TWO


Beneath her midi-length denim skirt Kathy wore a pair of blue-green windowpane panties, a brief bit of nylon with a transparent panel at the front, through which could be seen the inviting little puff of her bunt. Under her stiffly starched white blouse she had on a foamy green lace bra with cutouts through which her stiffened nipples peeked. With these outer garments removed, she now lay back on the green spread covering the Allen's large double bed, parted her lips sensually, and watched with great eagerness as Tara shed her bra and stepped out of her panties.
"You know, I'd never really thought very much about cunt-to-cunt action with another woman before the other night," she said, lifting her arms in invitation and parting her creamy, girlish thighs, as Tara moved lithely between her legs. "But since then, I don't think I've thought of much of anything except how it would be having you eat my pussy."
"You're not saying you haven't thought of eating mine?" Tara felt Kathy's legs close warmly around her naked body as, half-kneeling over her, she cupped the young blonde's tits, finding them deliciously soft under the lacy bra, and smiled down at her. "Or that you didn't get off by having Jerry fuck you?"
"Get off! I've been hot and horny every minute since," Kathy said with a little laugh that caused her tits to quiver in Tara's hands, and Tara realized she was answering the second question while neatly evading the first. "It's kept Wayne the same way, but damned if he'll admit it. All we've done since leaving that motel is fight and fuck, fight and fuck! He can't get rid of the hard cock he got fucking you, but he won't stop raising hell about me screwing Jerry, and says he doesn't want me around the two of you anymore."
Tara had already deduced most of this, largely because it was the way she had always expected Wayne to react, once he had time to think, but also because Kathy had failed to make her usual daily visits since that night in the motel. Because of such deductions, she had waited until she knew Wayne would be gone to his job on the night shift, then called and coned Kathy into coming over – and into the bedroom. Now she kissed her tenderly.
"Wayne doesn't have to know a thing," she promised, with her palms moving knowingly over those rigid nipples, her flat belly pressing against the center of the windowpane panties, capturing the moist heat that exuded from the tight little pussy. "There's no need for him ever to know the things I'm doing to this pussy. Things like this." She put her fingers over the transparent panel covering Kathy's cunt, kissed her again, and moved her hand in slow, light circles.
"That's exactly the kind of thing I want done to my pussy!" Kathy cried exultantly, her plump little ass wriggling slowly. She closed her eyes in contentment, then made a last feeble attempt to explain about her husband. "Wayne hasn't been around much. He says he let things get out of hand the other night, but he still thinks husbands and wives should only fuck one another."
Tara laughed and touched her lips to the graceful slope of Kathy's neck, licking with her tongue at its creamy smoothness. "He's still enough of the newlywed to think that. When you've been married as long as Jerry and I, you'll both realize that's just a waste of good cock and pussy. Especially the pussy." Her fingers slipped under the slinky panties.
"Oh, yes! Don't let's waste the pussy!" Kathy squealed, her girlishly cute bottom twisting and her full lips trembling, as Tara found and gently rubbed the slivered pink lips of her pussy. She put both hands on the back of Tara's neck and urged her face down to the puckered nipple that rose through one cutout of the foamy lace bra. "Suck on my tit while you're rubbing my pussy! That's what I was doing that night while I was rubbing my foot against your ass – trying to imagine how it would be having you suck my tits and play with my pussy! Ah yes!"
Tara sucked the risen nipple deep into her mouth, finding that it tasted both sweet and clean, and her fingers moved with sure instinct over the silken softness, the hot wetness, of the hair and flesh of Kathy's pussy. She felt Kathy's fingers twisting wildly in her long auburn hair.
Moving up over the deliciously soft body that writhed beneath her, she quickly tugged the lacy bra upward, fully exposing the full softness of the creamy tits, and she looked deep into Kathy's blue eyes as she brought their lips together in passionate embrace. Those eyes closed with pleasure as her tongue parted Kathy's lips and snaked deep into her mouth. Tara shook with pleasure and anticipation as she felt her tongue being sucked.
Her nipples were hard and hot against the soft cushions of Kathy's smaller but plumper tits, and she felt the blonde's fingers fluttering like dying birds as they crept down her naked back, at last finding and stroking the sensitive flesh of her ass. She was excited beyond any excitement she had ever known, and, with her hot cunt moving wildly against the satin smoothness of Kathy's thigh, she broke off the kiss and abruptly tugged the younger girl's face downward.
"You said the other night that you wanted my titties! Well, you've got them, so now suck them!" she demanded heatedly, the hot breath she felt against her naked tits causing her beautifully curved hips to swivel faster, seeking some relief for her cunt. Kathy's hands left her ass and quickly settled under the large and exquisite tits she was being offered. She kissed one jutting nipple, then the other.
"Yes, I want them! Yes, I'll suck them. I'll fill my mouth with your sweet tits! They taste just like I knew they would," she puffed, and in the brief pause between each sentence her tongue licked over Tara's throbbing nipples as expertly as if she had been doing this all her life.
The lips holding the tip of her tit were softer and more exciting than any lips Tara had ever felt, the tongue flaying her nipple the most knowing, and when the pleasure became too great to bear, she tore away and began tugging the brief windowpane panties down over Kathy's girlishly plump ass and shapely thighs.
"Let's take the wrapping off my pussy-present," she said, her voice showing all the excitement of a child on Christmas morning. "I want to feel it soft against my face, stroke it with my hands, taste it coming in my mouth. I want to know why it is that men are turned on by eating pussy."
As she said the words she was already stroking the pink line of flesh that was barely visible in the center of the tiny tuft of taffy-colored hair, and Kathy was spreading her thighs wider, offering easier access to her pussy. Her plump little ass rose high off the bed.
"I want you doing all that," she moaned, "and I want to be doing all that to your pussy, too. All that and more. Oh, Lord, Tara, I can't wait any longer! I want to feel your tongue in my pussy and I want to bury my face in yours!"
With her long hair cascading around her face, Tara slipped soft fingers under the delectably soft mounds of Kathy's ass, lifting it slightly off the bed, and bent down until her lips were almost touching the yellowish-brown hair and her breath was teasing tire pink sliver of flesh. She paused there for just an instant, then her lips made loving contact with the sweetly scented pussy.
The first light touch of the lips caused Kathy to shudder convulsively, her hips swiveling upward and her soft moist pussy sliding eagerly up across Tara's face. Tara's next kiss was more passionate, her tongue searching through the silken curls and parting the glistening morsels of flesh she found bidden there. Her tongue stiffened and licked deep into the savory goodness of the pink little cunt.
"You eat pussy just the way I imagined you would!" Kathy said, her voice strained and her hands frantically moving over Tara's naked back. "But I want to see if you taste like I thought. Get over me and let me keep my hands and mouth busy on your pussy."
Tara heard the excited invitation, but she lingered with her lips against the moist little slit, her tongue darting in and out, her own cunt growing hotter and moister. Slipping one hand from under Kathy's delectably plump ass, she used it to part the folded petals of flesh, more clearly revealing the pink-inner flesh of the pussy she was licking, and her tongue found and began to tease the ripely swollen clitoris.
"If you keep that up and don't turn around here where I can get at your pussy, I'm going to come in your mouth!" Kathy cried desperately, tugging at her. "I swear to God I am! I'll come before I even get a chance to taste your pussy."
Tara sucked hard at the trembling pussy, loving the taste of the juices that flowed into her mouth, but then she allowed herself to be moved. She chuckled softly.
"Kathy, you can come in my mouth anytime you want. As a matter of fact, I can barely wait to taste you coming."
She paused on her knees just long enough to glance at the sunburst clock on the wall above the bed, and smiled faintly as she saw that her timing had been nearly perfect. With Wayne working nights and Jerry working days, there had really been no problems that she could foresee, but still she had not expected it to go quite so smoothly. Yet it had, and soon Jerry would be entering the house, undressing, coming through that door, his cock hard…
"Baby, baby – your little pussy is so hot sweet, wet and so good – I could lick and suck it forever!" she panted truthfully, putting one knee on each side of Kathy's head and straddling her so that she was staring down at that tiny little cunt and her own thickly haired pussy was poised directly over the young blonde's face. She bent down until her nipples were touching the sleekness of Kathy's stomach, and she said in a throaty whisper, "Take your time eating me while I'm down on you. Eat me slow. Make it last."
There was no hesitancy left in Kathy. Her hands found the full spheres of Tara's ass, drawing it down toward her face, and at the same time her head rose between the lovely thighs straddling her. Her tongue licked wetly at one thigh and then the other, and then it was licking eagerly at the outer lips of Tara's cunt.
"Yes, dip that tongue deep in my pussy – oh, yes!" Tara cried, wriggling her hips as she felt the tiny tongue snake wetly between the lips of her pussy, flickering again and again aver her pulsating clitoris. "Eat me as well as I'm going to eat you!"
Tara writhed in delight then, almost coming, as her sharp nails dug deep into the yielding flesh of Kathy's plump little ass, and her tongue was extended and ready when she lowered her head between the expectantly parted thighs. With it she began eagerly licking at Kathy's pink and golden cunt.
They lay locked together in that position, surrounded by the sounds they made as they licked and sucked one another with a passion that grew more and more heated, until Tara felt a streak of lightning run the length of her body as she began to come. She lay there with her ass weaving slowly while Kathy sucked noisily and delightfully at her pussy, then rolled to one side, taking the other girl with her.
"Get up over me and put your pussy down on my face," she directed, with Kathy's smooth thighs warm against the sides of her head. "I want you sitting on my face. I want you where I can lick your pussy and every inch of this cute little rump."
She also wanted her in exactly the right position for the most erotic scene her mind had been able to conceive.
Kathy turned willingly, taking the upper position and immediately lowering her cunt to receive the lapping tongue that Tara raised to meet it. Her own face dipped low between Tara's parted, shapely thighs, her mouth greedy as it settled again over the coral lips at the center of the dense thatch of auburn hair, and she was trembling noticeably as she eagerly returned to the act of eating pussy.
That was their position when they heard the sharp click of the bedroom door being opened.
Kathy went taut for an instant, then Tara felt her begin to tremble even more violently than before. She felt the long blonde hair brush her thighs as Kathy raised and turned her head, and she stroked the smooth thighs and ass in an effort to chase away the surprise and fright. Kathy remained as still as a frightened doe trying to decide whether to spring for freedom.
"It's all right, Kathy, it's okay," Tara purred, stroking and licking the creamy flesh that hovered above her, trying to soothe the young girl and put her back in the proper mood for sucking and fucking. "A girl needs some good fucking after she's had her pussy eaten. We can both use some good stiff cock."
"Oh, my God, I promised Wayne," was all Kathy managed to say, and, her voice anguished, she repeated the words again.
"Wayne will never know a thing, not one fucking thing," Tara promised, and she ran her tongue adoringly over the plump undercurves of Kathy's ass. Then she tilted her head far back to look at Jerry.
His dark, lean face was flushed with excitement, and he was wearing only his jockey shorts. His prick swelled large at the front of those, and it sprang into view as he tugged the shorts down over his hips. Tara saw that his cock was larger and harder than she had seen it in months, and then he moved beyond the range of vision.
"He especially won't know what he's missing," Tara heard him say then, and she heard the bed groan and felt it sink under his weight as he knelt behind Kathy. His voice was low, soft, and coaxing. "He won't know he's missing the fuck of a lifetime. But you won't be missing it, Kathy. You'll have two of us doing all the good things to your tits, ass, pussy."
"Please just never tell Wayne," Kathy sobbed softly then, and though her girlish body remained tense, Tara knew the girl was theirs for the rest of the night.
"You have our word – sealed with a kiss," Tara said reassuringly, and raised her head to bestow the promised kiss on the pink lips of Kathy's pussy. "You also have my word that this is going to be the best night of fucking you've ever known." She strengthened that promise by again touching her lips to the hot little cunt.
"All of it made possible by one hard cock and two hot tongues," Jerry said. He was kneeling close behind Kathy now, reaching under her to cup and caress her dangling tits, and the hair at the base of his cock was pressed against her naked ass, his prick pressing hard against her inner thighs. "A girl like you needs and deserves a lot more than just straight fucking."
"All girls need and deserve more than just straight fucking," Tara added, almost dazed with desire created by the visual treat that hovered above her face.
There were Kathy's thighs and ass, pink and plump and tempting; her cunt, a sliver of dewy pinkness surrounded by a puff of pale flax; and Jerry's hard cock and hairy, heavy balls, ready to give to all that enticing softness a magnificent fucking.
Tara reached awkwardly up, running her fingers over the wrinkled, hairy sack of his balls, and her fist closed around the hot, hard shaft of her husband's prick. She slipped the outer skin back and forth, back and forth, then put the head of it against the creamy flesh of Kathy's uppermost inner thigh, just beside her cunt.
"I'll even help Jerry put his cock in you, Kathy," she said, easing the head of it to the pink lips of the young girl's cunt and watching that head part those lips as the hard shaft slipped through her fingers. "Wayne can feel the way he wants, but I want to see your tight little pussy enjoying my husband's cock."
"Yes, put it in! Fuck me!" Kathy cried, as Tara took her hard away and Jerry drove his prick deep into her pussy. Her ass rolled slowly, and she whimpered, "I can't help it – I need fucking the way other girls need air."
Tara felt the eager mouth return to her cunt. She felt Kathy's hands grasping her ass, lifting, raising it up so that she could more easily press her face into the hairy bush. Tara locked her own arms around the soft columns of Kathy's thighs and lifted her head.
Jerry's balls swayed above her as his prick slipped steadily in and out of the clinging sheath of Kathy's pussy. The pink lips were distended around his shaft, and Tara could see them moving as they clung to the driving cock. She licked Kathy's thigh, very high up, then began lapping at Jerry's swaying balls. She was coming powerfully as she lapped them, and her body shook as she felt Kathy apply suction intended to draw the juices from her cunt.
"Lick my nuts more! See if you can lick my cock!" Jerry, with his prick moving faster and faster through Kathy's cunt, cried in a feverish voice. "This chick has some terrific pussy and you're making it even better with your tongue on my balls!"
With her voice muffled because her lips were pressed to his dangling nuts, Tara said, "Just save a little of that cock for me, and I'll lick anything I can reach. Here we go."
By straining upward off the bed and extending her tongue until it ached Tara was able to touch the tip of it to the underside of her husband's cock. While that cock slid back and forth above her, moving in and out of Kathy's cunt, she kept her tongue there, licking from its hard meat the juices it retained from the cunt it was fucking.
"Being licked… and fucked… at the same time… it's the greatest!" Jerry groaned suddenly, his balls swinging in over Tara's face, pushing her away, as he buried all of his prick in Kathy's cunt. He kept it there, it seemed to Tara, for an eternity, and when he withdrew she could see white come welling out over the pink cunt.
She pushed Kathy forward a bit, grasped her husband's spurting cock and tried to fit it in her mouth – but her position was such that she was unable to and his come jetted warmly over her face, spattering her lips, chin, and even her eyebrows. She licked the head of his cock once, twice, three times, then turned her face back to Kathy's cunt, now oozing with a thick gravy that matted the taffy-colored hair.
As Tara pressed her face into the delicious messiness of that just-fucked cunt, sucking from it the thick and sticky come just placed there by the cock of her husband, Kathy writhed in welcome torment and release, coming again and again. She seemed in a trance when at last Tara moved up to lay between her and Jerry, kissing each with lips made sticky by come. But Kathy was the first to speak.
"I guess it's just getting through to me that both of you really dig seeing the other fuck somebody else," she said thoughtfully. "But don't you ever worry that it'll break up your marriage?"
"Not at all," Jerry responded. "You see, we talked it over, agreed we were getting a little bored with one another, and just decided to get in some real fucking while we're young."
"Which means, of course, that the other night in the motel – all of us fucking – didn't just happen because we got carried away," Kathy said in a voice still dreamy. "You had it all planned. Just like you had this planned."
Tara had one hand on Jerry's cock, the other resting lightly on Kathy's pussy. She smiled at the blonde.
"Of course we had it planned. We've got lots of plans."



CHAPTER THREE


Tara, wearing a gray net pullover that clung invitingly to the ripe fullness of her large tits and thrusting nipples, stepped through the door and let her dark eyes wander meaningfully down to the front of Wayne's trousers and his cock. The pullover was tucked into the belted waistband of a slightly darker skirt that seemed molded to her flaring hips and statuesque thighs, and she had to fight the desire to laugh as she saw Wayne's eyes drop almost automatically to the slope of her cunt.
"Kathy is out shopping," he said, blushing furiously as he realized she knew exactly where his eyes were focused. "She won't be back for at least a couple of hours."
Tara closed the door and stepped into the living room that was almost identical to her own but with less expensive furniture. Her eyes were lidded as she laughed and reached out to lightly touch his cock.
"Kathy shouldn't leave a stud like you alone that long," she said, her fingers moving more insistently against his prick as she felt it grow hard. "You and I could do a lot of fucking in a couple of hours."
Wayne's face and neck turned deep red above the tight-fitting white tee-shirt he wore, and he took a small step backward, but he made no attempt to remove her hand from his prick. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides.
"Tara, I… I just can't get into that anymore," he stammered, and with one hand he reached up to brush nervously at his somewhat long brown hair, though not a strand of it was out of place. "What we all did last week was just a mistake. Kathy and I agreed we just don't want to be involved in that anymore."
Tara laughed throatily, her big tits bobbing beneath their revealing cover, and she was fumbling with his zipper as she stepped very close to him. There was sheer excitement in being the aggressor.
"If the fucking you gave me was done by mistake," she purred, her fingers now finding the hot shaft of his big cock, tugging it free, "I'd sure like to see how you fuck when you're fucking on purpose. All week I've remembered how it felt having your big prick stuffing my pussy."
Wayne took a deep, shuddering breath.
"I've thought a lot about how good it was fucking you, too. I've even been fucking Kathy, some of the time, and pretending to myself that I was fucking you again," he admitted then, his hands going to her well-curved ass to reveal which way he had decided. "But if Kathy ever finds out about that, I'm really going to catch hell."
Tara smiled inwardly, her cunt warmly glowing with the approach of success, and she laughed softly as she kissed him on the lips. Her hand slid inside his open fly and formed a cup under his nuts.
"What you're going to catch from me will be heaven, not hell," she promised him, letting her ass roll sexily in his hands while her own fingers caressed his heavy, hairy balls. "I'm going to do things to that big cock you've never imagined. I'm going to show you what you're missing by keeping that prick from me."
"I'm not keeping my prick from you now. Not now, baby!" he said then, suddenly supremely confident, and his hands, leaving her ass, slipped under her net pullover and covered her bit tits. He kissed her, with his tongue sliding between her lips, and then he said, "I'm going to let you have it right between these beautiful boobs. Just lay my prick there and fuck you between the tits and come right in your face."
He tugged the net pullover abruptly upward, baring the exquisite peaks of her large tits, and bending his knees slightly as he lowered his head, began sucking greedily at first one nipple and then the other. Tara put one hand on the back of his head and held him until her knees were trembling, and then she pulled away.
"Take me in the bedroom and fuck me, then!" she said in a voice that surprised her because of its pleading tone. "Fuck me all the ways you've been dreaming about!"
In the small, sparsely furnished bedroom she smiled triumphantly at herself in the mirror above the dresser and watched with growing excitement as Wayne quickly shed his clothes, baring the young body that she remembered as so beautifully muscled. She bent and touched her lips to the head of his cock before removing her own.
The pullover tousled her long hair as she drew it over her head to reveal her large firm tits, and because she knew her knee-high suede boots added to the sexiness of her lithe body, she shed her skirt without removing those. Her smoky grey nylons were the kind that needed no garter belt, and her tiny panties were as thin and as revealing as a wisp of grey smoke, enhancing rather than concealing the hairy beauty of her cunt. Wayne put one hand between her thighs and on her cunt as he kissed her harshly and pressed her down onto the bed.
"Your pussy is just as warm and as wet as I remember it. I can feel the heat pumping and the juices flowing, even through your panties," he said thickly, his hand moving eagerly over her pussy, his large cock hot and hard against her naked leg. "It's so wet, it feels like you're already coming."
"I am coming! I'm a girl who comes very easily." Her voice almost cracked. "And I want you cowing, too! I want you coming exactly the way you just described it – between my tits and in my face and mouth!"
Wayne needed no more encouragement than that. His eyes were shining with purest excitement as he kissed her once again deeply on the mouth, and his hands were sweating slightly as they cupped and held her big tits while he once again paused to suck greedily at her rigid, throbbing nipples. His cock felt harder than ever as he slipped from between her long legs and moved up to straddle her naked upper body. She luxuriated in the feeling of his hairy balls dragging warmly over her smooth, flat belly.
"You wanted this cock and now you've got it, so lick it and suck it!" he said, looking down at her as he knelt with one knee on each side of her, his long thick cock settling into the soft valley between her bit tits. He thrust a pillow under her head and, swinging his hips forward so that the head of his cock inched closer to her lips, ordered, "Let me see and feel your lips and tongue working on my prick."
Tara had put one hand over her cunt, rubbing at it through her thin panties to continue the excitement caused by the hand he had removed. Now she took that hand from her pussy. She eased both hands up between his thighs and her naked breasts. She put her hands on the swelling outer curves of her tits and pressed inward, closing her tits softly around his cock. She slowly began moving her tits back and forth.
"You'll feel my tongue and lips sucking you off soon enough," she said, laughing softly as she felt him shudder. "But don't you also like fucking my titties? Aren't they warmer and softer than any pussy you've ever had around that big cock?"
"They feel better than anything I've ever had around my cock!" Wayne answered, his voice strained, his hips shifting to slide his enormous prick through the deep cleft between her deliciously soft tits. The wine-colored head of his cock made brief contact with her lush, parted lips, and she felt his hand grasping the back of her head, raising it from the pillow. "But I told you I wanted to feel you licking and sucking my cock, so lick and suck it, damn you!"
Even as he so harshly barked his order, her head was straining upward from the pillow, her lips parted and her pink tongue darting out to lick at his cock. As she caught the first welcome taste of his prick on the tip of her tongue, lapping it as if to capture the very essence of its flavor, her ass was bouncing heatedly on the bed, her cunt rising and falling. "You hold my tits around it and fuck me in the mouth while I use my hands for other business," she suggested, her lips so close that they moved against the knobbish head of his prick as she made her heated plea. "Drive your prick in my mouth and fuck me there – fuck me just like you would fuck me in the pussy, while I use my hand to bring myself off!"
"Damned right I'll fuck you in the mouth! I'll drive my cock down your throat 'til you see it coming out your asshole!"
"Keep that promise, lover, and I might just let you stick it in my asshole!" Tara laughed, and again she spoke with her lips moving softly against the head of his prick. "As a matter of fact, ass-fucking is something I've always wanted to try, so why shouldn't I start with the biggest and the best?"
"If it's the biggest and the best, stop running your mouth and suck the damned thing!" he yelled harshly, and the head of his cock plunged forward, seeking entry to her mouth. With his inner thighs clamped tight against her tits and with one hand reaching down to give assistance, he was keeping her breasts softly closed round his cock, and with his other hand he was drawing her face closer and closer to its knobbed head, as he insisted, "Put your mouth on it and suck me off!"
Tara had slipped one hand inside her wispy panties now, the fingers parting and caressing the hot, lubricated lips of her cunt, and her pleasure was becoming almost unbearable as she opened her mouth and let it close over the hard yet spongy head of his prick. With that large knob inside her mouth, she moved her tongue in slow, deliberate circles, teasingly licking it, and the fingers in her cunt moved faster as his hairy balls rasped back and forth over her sensitive skin. As she had asked, he was fucking her in the mouth.
Supporting himself with his hands placed above her head on the bed now, he was leaning far forward, his huge cock plunging almost straight down into her eagerly parted lips. She could feel the head of it – on each mighty inward thrust – touching the very back of her mouth and almost entering her throat, and his hairy balls brushed regularly against her chin. The hair above the thick base of his prick tickled her nose. She could hear the wet sounds his prick made as it slipped in and out of her ovaled, clinging lips.
She liked the hard clean maleness of the prick moving like a piston in and out of her mouth, relished the taste of the droplets of come she managed to draw from its tip with the greedy pull of her lips, and liked even more the rolling waves of pleasure she felt as her fingers moved caressingly over her pussy. She lifted her head to meet his thrusting prick as she began to come.
"Keep your mouth on it when I come! I want to feel your mouth around my prick, sucking the come from it, when I bust my nuts!" he told her, his voice harsh and animalistic, as she slowly eased her head back and, sucking in a way which made deep hollows appear in her cheeks, let her lips retreat down the length of his cock. She had only the head of it between her lips when he cried, "Don't you miss swallowing a drop of it, damn you!"
She took her hand from her cunt then, reaching up with both hands to grasp his muscular, sparsely haired buttocks and lever his hard cock into her mouth while she sucked at it avidly, and with the tip of one finger she found the rubbery circle of his asshole. Her finger was probing its way through that circle when he gave a low, tortured, yet exultant cry and began to come.
The first gush of come she swallowed easily. It spewed from the head of his prick, filled her mouth with hot stickiness, and was taken down her throat with ease. The next eruption came as she was gulping the last of this down, and it came so unexpectedly that she gagged a bit, releasing his prick and turning her face just in time to have it warmly spattered by yet another thick jetting of silvery come that painted her face and shone like morning dewdrops in her auburn hair.
"You honest-to-God like the taste of cock and come, don't you?" Wayne said, his voice slightly awed as he eased his prick away and looked down to see her licking the excess come from her lips as eagerly as a kitten might lap cream from a bowl. "I think you must be the first woman I've ever seen who actually gets her goodies from eating it and playing in it."
"You're damned right I like the taste of it, baby," Tara told him, writhing excitedly as she felt his large cock, still oozing thick come, slide downward between her large tits. She gave him the most lewd look she was capable of giving as she put one finger to her full lower lip, coating it with the come which clung there, and then made a great show of sucking that come from her finger. "I like the taste of it, and I like to feel it squirting from a cock that I'm holding deep inside my pussy. So get that big cock down here and let me feel it that way. And let me feel you sucking on my tits. You do like sucking my tits, don't you?"
"Fucking right I love the taste of your tits! But, baby, you sure don't give a guy much chance to rest up!" Wayne said, smiling down at her as she lifted her long legs and threw them high around his hard, masculine body. He ran his tongue over the creaminess of her big tits with an enthusiasm that caused Tara to grasp his prick and hold the head of it against the center of the smoky grey nylon covering her pussy.
Mowed and desperately in need of the big cock she could feel high between her thighs and touching her thinly covered cunt, Tara was still able to direct a corner of her mind toward certain important aspects of her actions.
There was no clock on the wall in this bedroom, so she was forced to estimate how much time had passed since first she entered the house and touched her fingers to Wayne's prick. She had asked for – and Kathy had agreed to give her – at least half an hour, and though she had lost all sense of time since entering the bedroom and letting Wayne lay his cock between her tits, she felt reasonably certain that much time had passed. She needed only to keep him busy a few minutes longer.
"Mmmmm, baby, I feel that cock getting hard again," she cooed to him, putting the fingers of one hand around his rigid prick and using her other hand to pull the crotch of her panties aside, baring her bushy cunt. "Stick that big motherfucker in me and ram it all the way up to my throat!"
"Damned right I'll stick it in you!" Wayne cried, pushing her hand aside, grasping the flimsy panties, and with a powerful yank tearing the crotch away.
"But not with your panties on. I like plenty of room when I fuck!"
His large cock was sliding into her cunt even as he spoke, its broad round head spreading the lips wide to make room for the long shaft which followed, and Tara sighed with contentment as, gripping the cheeks of her ass with both hands, he began to fuck so forcefully that the bed rocked beneath them.
He was fucking her like that, with each stroke of his prick a little longer and a little harder, when Tara looked over his shoulder and saw Kathy standing in the doorway, an odd little smile on her lips as she watched Tara and her husband fuck. Then she crossed her arms in front of her body, gasped the bottom of her fluffy blue sweater, and quickly tugged it over her head. She was naked beneath it.
She kicked away her loafers and tugged down the zipper at the side of her skirt in a single motion, and her plump titties dangled beneath her as she bent to ease the skirt down over her lush thighs and hips, revealing her bare pussy. Her smile broadened and she was almost on the bed at their feet before Wayne realized she was there.
"Oh, my God. Kathy, I…" Wayne, with a strange look of fright on his face, and obviously confused by his wife's nakedness, pulled his cock from Tara's cunt and turned between her long legs.
"You set a double standard, just like Tara and Jerry told me," Kathy said, still wearing that strange little smile. She put one hand on his broad chest and with the other hand reached down to feel of his thick cock. "But you can't set it anymore. We're going to have the kind of relationship they have, the kind of relationship I want."
Wayne looked ready to cry as he spat at Tara, "You bitch!" and said to Kathy, "You don't know what she did when she got here. I know how this looks, but I do love you."
"Who you love has nothing to do with who you fuck," Kathy said, repeating words she had heard from Tara. "And me – I just love to fuck!"
Even as she said these words Kathy was kneeling with her plump little tits against Wayne's chest and had her hand under his balls, lightly caressing them, as she urged him to take the position she wanted. Tara moved aside to make room for them.
"Just think of being able to act out all your fantasies," Kathy, with her lips nibbling down over his chest and the thin line of hair running upward from his cock and across his belly, said, again repeating words she had heard from Tara. "Think of having two women fuck and suck you at once. Think of having Tara and me fuck and suck you."
Tara looked at Wayne and saw that even though his expression remained one of confusion and anger, he seemed unable or unwilling to resist what was being offered. She realized that Kathy must be offering what for Wayne, Jerry, and probably all other men, was the fulfillment of a fondest dream. That was made evident by the rigidity of his cock as he allowed Kathy to force him down onto his back.
"I can taste Tara's pussy on your prick," Kathy whispered as, holding his rigid rod lightly in the fingers of one hand and kneeling low beside him, she ran her tongue up one side of his cock. She smiled over at Tara. "Join me for a taste of it. Wayne doesn't mind now. He's ready to give us both some peter."
Wayne was silent as a stone as Tara glanced up at his face, then knelt to face Kathy over his naked hips, cock and balls. He shifted his hips as she bent to smile around his prick at Kathy, and he uttered a low cry as she touched her tongue to the huge cock the other girl held waiting.
Together they licked at the sides, bottom, and dark head of his prick, their tongues dancing; and, several times, when their lips rose in unison to the uppermost part of his cock, they kissed one another on the mouth, tongues still flickering. Wayne's ass was moving in uncontrollable passion when Kathy threw one leg over his head, her cunt just above his face.
"Eat my pussy, honey," she ordered, even as Wayne was lifting his face to do just that. She sighed as his tongue touched her cunt, and said to Tara, "You go ahead and help yourself to his cock."
Tara moved quickly astride his hips, kneeling and using one hand to hold his hard, wet prick upright as she lowered her throbbing pussy down over its bulbous head; and she put both hands on the delightful softness of Kathy's tits as Wayne bucked upward and buried his prick inside her. His hands found her ass and he began to fuck her with the force of a piledriver.
"There's no kind of fucking we can't do now! No kind of fucking!" Kathy was saying under her breath, her expression one of pure happiness, as she writhed above the tongue spearing her cunt. Her hands found Tara's tits and, leaning forward, she began sucking at one of the rigid peaks.
Tara had decided the same thing quite some time before. She had also decided she wanted Kathy to join her in that decision. And as she felt the soft lips so eagerly sucking her tit, the hard cock so forcefully ramming her cuiit, she knew all her dreams were going to become reality.
Coming time and time again as she thought of it – and as she so joyfully felt that large cock sliding in and out, in and out, of her tightly clinging cunt – she raised Kathy up to kiss her softly but passionately on her parted lips.
"You're right – there's no kind of fucking we can't do!" she told her, almost unable to speak as she felt Wayne's fiery come filling her cunt. "We can fuck and fuck and fuck!"
Kathy threw her head back. Her lips drew back to reveal her perfect white teeth as, her body straining, she too began to come.
"Damned right!" she managed somehow to say through clenched teeth. "I'm going to be the wildest fucking wife you've ever seen! The wildest wife!"



CHAPTER FOUR


"You realize Wayne Graw's gonna break our damned heads if he finds out we've been fucking his wife, don't you?" the smallest of the three young boys said, laughing uneasily, as one of his companions, the tallest and oldest of the three, rang the doorbell of the small house. "From what I hear he can be one mean motherfucker when he gets mad."
"You think I'm going to waste a hard-on like this just because her old man gets mad, Kenny?" Bill Dillon said, still holding his finger on the doorbell but reaching down with his other hand to put the swollen cock that could be seen at the front of his jeans. "And besides, from what I hear, if her old man tried to kick the ass of every man who ever fucked Kathy, he wouldn't have time to fuck her himself. Anyhow, she invited me and my friends over for a fuck, didn't she? So who's to blame? What about you, Murphy? Is the fear of an ass-kicking going to keep you from getting some of that good cunt?"
The boy named Murphy, who was slim and blond like Kenny and who had been hanging back a bit, grinned. "I don't believe in turning down pussy, especially when it's supposed to be some of the best fucking around." But he glanced uneasily up and down the darkened street, and gave a start when he heard the door being opened.
The three boys stepped back almost as one, staling with disbelief at the woman who stood framed in the light pouring through the open door. She was by far the most beautiful sight any of them had ever seen – tall and slim, with thick auburn hair cascading down in a frame around her lovely face and onto her bare shoulders, and wearing a short nightie made of some sort of net that ended halfway down her rounded hips and clinging to every curve of her statuesque body.
"Were you looking for something I might help you with?" A teasing little smile played over her lush lips as she stood there with her hips cocked just a bit, turning slightly and allowing them a better look at her large, barely concealed tits.
"I – we were looking for Kathy Graw," Bill Dillon stammered at last, unable to tear his eyes away from the shadow that he now realized was her cunt. She was naked under that netlike garment, and the sight of her made his throat dry as he said, reluctantly, "I guess we got the wrong house."
Tara laughed then, her tits jiggling just a bit. "Kathy isn't here, but you've got the right house, okay. You wouldn't mind me taking Kathy's place at your little fuck-fest, would you?"
She laughed aloud at the look on their faces then, a look that might have been seen there had each of them been hit between the eyes with a brick, and she was still laughing when the three of them finally stepped inside, the last using his foot to kick the door shut.
"Kathy isn't the only one who enjoys a good fuck, you know," she told them then, just as bluntly as she had planned to say it when she asked Kathy to arrange this. She turned and walked to the center of the living room, actually feeling their eyes on the nakedness of her lower ass that was exposed below the bottom hem of the netlike nightie, and she said, "And you did come here expecting to fuck, didn't you?"
As if suddenly awakening from a trance, the tallest of the three, a dark-haired youngster who was obviously looked upon as a leader and whose hard cock was evident at the front of his jeans, swaggered over to her and put one hand on the curve of her waist, then eased that hand up until it was cupping her tit.
"Fucking is exactly what we came here for, baby," he said, boisterous now, playing a role in front of his friends, but his nervousness was betrayed by the slight tremble Tara could feel in the hand that now flexed over her tit. He slipped his other hand high between her naked thighs, eased it upward until it was cradling the thick bush of her cunt, and said, "If it's fucking you want, fucking is what Bill Dillon is gonna give you. A real fine fucking! I got firsts!"
This last he threw over his shoulder to his friends, who stood watching with awed expressions, and now one of them called, in a voice that cracked, "I got seconds!"
"Shit!" said the third boy, who like the youngster standing beside him had blond hair, worn long in the current style. "I guess that means old Murphy gets to fuck last! Again! As usual!"
"Nobody fucks first, nobody fucks second, nobody fucks third," Tara said softly, but with a tone in her voice that made her words seem to ring loud in the room. She closed her thighs to momentarily grasp the hand that was caressing her pussy, then whirled away from Bill Dillon and said, "I can handle all three of your cocks at once. Think the three of you have enough to handle me?"
"I got all the cock you can handle, and maybe a little bit more," the boy named Kenny bragged, now full of bravado, arid with quick movements of his hands he tugged out a cock that, while not the longest Tara had ever seen, was among the thickest.
"Do you think you could suck all that?"
Tara looked directly into his eyes as she stepped close to him, kissed him quickly and lightly on the lips, and put her hand on the thick, hard shaft of his prick.
"Honey, I'll suck it until your asshole turns inside out," she promised him, stroking his prick with her fingers. "Since you were first to ask, you're the first one I blow. Now bring that hard tool on in the bedroom. If I have to wait any longer for some cock from you three, I swear I'll end up on the floor, fucking myself with my fingers."
Her legs were trembling and her beautifully curved ass rolling enticingly as she turned and led the way into the tiny bedroom, where she had left a single lamp burning on a table beside the bed. Its light made even more arousing the youthful bodies of the three boys as they began to shed the almost identical tee-shirts, jackets and jeans that they wore like uniforms. Tara watched from the bed.
She watched, leaning back against the headboard of the bed, with one knee lifted so that the already revealing nightie slid back on her smooth thigh and revealed her naked ass and cunt and she grew hotter and hotter at the sight of their virile young bodies, bodies so smoothly muscled that they might be classic Greek statues come to life. They represented to her all the fucking she should have enjoyed – but had never had – before her marriage, and so eager was she for that fucking that she felt dizzy as she reached out to grasp the cock of Kenny, the first to reach her side.
"You wanted your cock sucked, little darling, so let's see how this peter tastes," she told him, her fingers closing around the hard gristle of his prick and holding it lightly as she rolled to her side and prepared to tongue the head of it. She felt him grow tense as she swirled her tongue over the helmet-shaped tip of his cock, and she took that head between her lips and sucked hard on it before smiling up at him and saying, "It tastes sweet and young, like I knew it would – and do these taste the same?"
She moved about on the bed then, leaning out to take the cock of Bill Dillon – a cock longer and thinner than the one she had just released – deep into her throat; and, releasing that with a chuckle that came from deep within her, to suck for a moment at the short but thick prick of the boy named Murphy. Then she fell back on the bed and gave her judgment.
"They're all three good-tasting cocks," she said. "Now let's see how well they fuck."
All Dillon was first on the bed, his hard cock bouncing as he knelt between her long, widespread legs and grabbed the lower hem of her netlike nightie, pushing it upward until it was bunched under her armpits. His dark hair had fallen across his forehead and his dark, deep-set eyes looked feverish.
"You'll see how well I fuck, sure enough!" he said, wetting his lips with his tongue as he stared down at her naked loveliness. "But I want to see those tits! My God – they're the biggest pair of jugs I've ever seen, but they don't even sag! Not a fucking bit!"
Tara, lifting her legs just a bit and rubbing her soft inner thighs provocatively against his legs as she put her hands against the sides of her tits and mashed them together, said, "Don't tell me you get off just by looking? Wouldn't you like to suck them?"
The boy needed no further invitation. He threw himself down over her lush body, his hands grasping eagerly at her tits and pushing her own hands aside, and his lips immediately found one puckered nipple and began sucking it eagerly. After a moment his lips moved to her other tit, and Tara, lifting her ass and grinding her hot, moist pussy against the hard maleness of his body, reached out to draw the other boys closer.
Kenny was kneeling on her right, Murphy on her left, and both, though their pricks were hard as steel, were waiting uncertainly. Tara ridded them of their uncertainty by taking one of their pricks in each hand and letting her fists churn up and down each hot, hard stalk. After a moment she released Kenny's prick and put that hand on the back of Bill Dillon's head, urging him to move lower.
"Put your head between my legs and you'll find something even tastier to suck," she told him when, lifting his head from the tit he had been sucking, he gave her an inquiring look. "Go ahead! Go on down there and eat my pussy! All men eat pussy. Or didn't you know?"
Still clinging with his hands to the creamy domes of her large tits, and first glancing up somewhat uneasily at his two friends, he slid lower on the bed, kissing her flat belly when he reached it and stopping when his head was between her thighs, his breath hot on her pussy. Tara reached down and drew his face against her cunt.
"Go ahead and eat it. You'll love the taste of pussy," she told him, bending one knee over his shoulder as she felt the first light, tentative touch of his lips on her pussy. "All men like the taste of pussy. Mmm! Yes! I see you're liking it, too!"
His hands left her tits, quickly moving down to hold and lift her ass, as his tongue found its way between the lips of her pussy, and Tara squirmed with delight as she felt the wondrous thrill caused by his licking. It was a moment before she was able to regain her senses and turn her attentions to the two young cocks that waited above her.
Raising herself up slightly and putting one arm around each of the boys, she tugged their hips inward until the heads of their hard pricks were almost touching above her face. Her tongue darted out and licked fleetingly over the underside and then the head of one prick, then the other.
The fiery lapping of her tongue across his prick caused Kenny to turn his hips in excitement, his hands grasping the back of her head and his thick cock driving straight at her mouth. She opened her lips wide to accept it, and she felt herself coming as he held her there and fucked her in the mouth.
The thick shaft of his prick slipped in and out of her mouth with a rhythm that matched almost exactly that of the tongue she could feel darting in and out of her cunt – and she allowed Kenny to continue the plunging of his cock until she heard Murphy begin to protest, and then she withdrew her lips in a slow, sucking retreat.
"I haven't forgotten this cock, not by any means," she said, just before her lips closed softly around the head of it and slid in a loving circle down the shaft of it. She took all of it into her mouth and held it there for a moment before slowly easing her lips back to encircle its head.
By grasping his hips as she did while working her head back and forth, Tara was able to work the entire length of his prick in and out of her mouth, and she did this until a shaking in his hips warned her he was about to come. Then she turned her head to return to the sucking of Kenny's cock.
"Lady, you sure give terrific head! You sure are an expert at the fine art of sucking cock!" He was holding his prick for her, and as she eagerly gulped at its thick shaft, she felt his fingers move over it, jacking it off just a bit, and heard him command, "Keep your mouth on it while I come! Swallow my come!"
Tara was doing just that as he barked the order, greedily gulping at the thick gravy that spurted from his prick, filled her mouth, and slid warmly down her throat. Only when she was sure it was exhausted did she release his cock and turn her head to meet the prick that Murphy was driving into her.
Perhaps it was because he was unbearably excited by seeing and hearing her suck the come from the cock of his friend, or perhaps it was simply because of his youth, but Murphy began to come even before his prick was in her mouth, the silvery stream jetting out to spatter warmly against the side of her face. Then she had his warm meat in her mouth and was capturing his subsequent spurts, feeling, even as she swallowed the hot juices, Bill Dillon lifting his face from her cunt.
"I need some fucking I've never in my life had such a hard dick!" he said, his lips, wet with the juices from her cunt, leaving a dewy trail as he kissed his way back over her body, across her tits, toward her lips. "I swear to Christ, my cock feels like it's ready to bust wide open!"
Tara could feel it probing at the lips of her pussy – hard as a steel rod – and she teased him by rolling her hips a bit and keeping her cunt just beyond his reach.
"What you need is a good piece of ass," she said into his ear, putting her arms around his back and crushing him against her soft tits as Kenny and Murphy, their needs momentarily filled, moved away.
"That's what I said," he howled, his cock still seeking her suddenly elusive cunt.
"No, you didn't. You were talking about pussy. You just got offered a piece of ass."
"You're saying you want me to fuck you in the ass?"
She laughed at the disbelieving, look on his face.
"Does a porno starlet suck cocks?"
"Roll over," he said, and moved away so she could do just that.
Tara lay with the side of her face pressed to the sheet, almost prone but with her ass slightly lifted and ready, and she shivered with anticipation as he moved between her legs, his hand sliding over her sleek buttock. She reached back to grip and part the cheeks of her ass, her hands brushing Kenny who lay on his back on her left and Murphy who lay on her right, and she lightly bit her lower lip as she waited for his cock to find her asshole.
Her eyes closed as his hand brushed hers, his fingertip exploring the puckered, rubbery entrance to her ass, and she took and held a deep breath as his linger moved away and was replaced by the head of his prick. His hand went under her, holding her cunt and lifting her ass a little higher, and she exhaled loudly as she felt his cock pressing hard against her asshole.
Her asshole parted as his cock slid in with a flash of pain that was every bit as pleasurable as she had expected it to be, and Tara searched blindly with her hands until the fingers of each found and grasped a young, hotly moist prick that was regaining its hardness. The long, thin hard prick made a deeper stab into her asshole.
"Damn! That son of a bitch is tight! Tight and good!" With the weight of his body pressing her cunt deliciously against the rocking bed, Bill reached around end under to grasp one of her naked tits, holding it almost brutally tight as his long cock moved faster and faster through her tightly clinging asshole. He forced the full length of it inside her and held it there for a long moment as he gasped, "I don't think I've ever felt anything so good around my cock!"
Tara, her ass writhing slowly, its innermost depths burning delightfully, felt herself coming as she cried, "And I've certainly never felt anything like it in my ass! Fuck me, damn you! Fuck me long, fuck me fast, fuck me deep!"
Her fists moved frantically up and down the rigid cocks they grasped, clutching the hard shafts as if she intended never to let them go, and she was dimly aware, as she felt the long cock begin moving swiftly and steadily through the tight tunnel of her asshole, that Kenny and Murphy were panting loudly and pumping their hips, their cocks moving to meet the fists with which she jacked them off.
"Do that again with your ass! Do it again!" Bill cried heatedly against the back of her neck, his voice high and frantic, as she clenched her buttock muscles in a way that caused her asshole to flex around his prick. "It's like having a million fingers playing with my prick! It's…"
Hot come filled her asshole, its hydraulic action pushing his cock free, and Tara, whimpering softly, began once more to come.
Her hands continued to move and on first one fist and then the other she felt the liquid warmth of come that rose and flowed back down over her fingers and mists. As Bill moved away, she took her hands from the cocks of the two boys, rolling onto her back with come leaking from her asshole and puddling warmly under her rump, and she smiled as she licked the come from her fingers.
"What a fuck party!" she laughed. "Is anybody here sorry Kathy couldn't make it?"
All three boys shook their heads, and Tara closed her eyes with a sigh of contentment. She had been fucked exactly as she dreamed of being fucked when she and Kathy had their little talk and made the arrangements for this night, and now she wondered if Kathy was finding the fulfillment of her own dream equally enjoyable.
Tara certainly hoped so.



CHAPTER FIVE


Wearing the short white toga that was narrowly banded with gold and which the girl behind the front desk had provided, Kathy left the dressing room, walked past the three girls in similar togas who sat passing the time in the reception area, and entered the small cubicle to meet her first customer of the evening. As he turned and smiled nervously upon hearing the door open and close, she wondered if her own smile was adequate concealment for her excitement and for the growing, glowing warmth she felt in her pussy.
The man was in his forties, or perhaps a little older, but his body had obviously been kept in shape by good diet and adequate exercise. Wearing only a pair of white jockey shorts that clearly displayed the hard rise of his prick, he was sitting with his legs hanging down over the edge of a low padded table similar to the carts used to move patients about in a hospital, and she saw his eyes brighten as they roamed the curves of her body. He reached up to run his fingers through thinning hair that was completing the shift from brown to gray, and he whistled softly.
"I've been to The Joy Massage maybe a dozen times," he said, shaking his head just a little. "But you're far and away the best looking cunt I've seen working here. Come here and give me a feel of that snatch."
When hiring her, the girl at the front desk had warned her that the customer must be fully undressed before anything beyond an ordinary massage occurred, so Kathy gave him her brightest smile and remained beyond his reach while slit took the battery-powered vibrator from a smaller table near the door and strapped it to the back of her hand. She turned it on and felt its power run through her fingers.
"If you'll remove all of your clothing, sir, it will be easier for me to complete your massage," she told him.
"Easier for you to suck my cock, you mean," he said with a laugh, standing to remove his underwear and reveal a powerful, thick cock that sprang to erectness, balls covered by hair that was also going gray. He resumed his place on the table. "You may be new here, but I guess you know well enough what kind of massage men come here expecting. Now will you give me a feel of that cunt? I've been wanting my hands on your pussy since they showed me your Polaroid picture out front."
"That's much better, sir," Kathy told him, smiling again and deliberately rolling her plump little ass as she stepped close to the table and touched her hand to the thick hair on his chest. "Now, if you'll just lie back and tell me where the ache is, I'll see what I can do about your problem."
He lay on his back, his hand slipping at once under her toga, his fingers finding her naked pussy, and he laughed. "You know damned well where the ache is – it's in my cock! And you know damned well how I want you to get rid of it!"
Pretending to ignore the hand that was rubbing her pussy and making it hotter and hotter, Kathy placed her vibrator equipped hand on his thick, hairy thigh and eased it upward across his balls, finally making a small fist around his cock. She saw the excitement in his eyes as she smiled down at him.
"Does that make it feel better? Or does it give more help when I rub it?" Her fist moved slowly, ever so slowly, up and down his cock.
"It'll help more if you suck it, damn it!" he said strainingly, his hips lifting. Kathy gave him her most incredulous look.
"Oh, I don't think I could do that, sir," she said sweetly. "You see, your fee for a massage doesn't include a blow-job, and the bosses don't pay me for sucking cocks."
"Okay, okay, so I'll give you twenty bucks to suck me off!" he said, his voice anguished and his hard prick still moving through her fist. "Does that complete the routine and get my dick sucked?"
Kathy grinned prettily. "I think that will do very nicely. As a matter of fact, since the moment I saw it, I've been wanting to take your cock in my mouth and suck it."
"Sure you have," he said dismally, taking his hand from her pussy and gripping her plump little ass, as she bent to touch her lips to the head of his prick. "Well, you're being paid to be a cocksucker, so be sure you do a good job of sucking it."
"It'll be the best blow-job you've ever had or will ever have," she promised. "The kind of blow-job you expect when you go to a professional."
Excited by her own words as well as by his, Kathy pursed her lips and closed them softly over the head of his prick. As she swirled her tongue over the swollen red knob, she could feel in her mouth the tingling caused by the square black vibrating device strapped to the back of her hand. Her eyes caught the glitter of her inexpensive gold wedding band as her fingers toyed with the cock she was sucking, and somehow that excited her further.
"Put all my dick in your mouth! Let's see you deep throat it!" her client ordered, and Kathy felt his hand at the front of bet toga, fondling the plumpness of her tit. "Let's see you slide that cock in and out of your mouth like the cocksucker you are!"
Finding odd pleasure in telling him, "You're the boss, so I'll blow you any way you like," Kathy smiled up at him, her pink tongue hovering just above his prick, and then she placed the hand bearing the vibrator under his hairy balls. Her fingers lifted his nuts as her softly ovaled lips slid like an eager pussy down the rigid shaft of his prick.
"That's the way! That's the way I want you to blow me!" she heard him groan as the hot, hard meat of his cock filed her mouth, the knobbed head of it almost entering her throat. "Now suck hard on it! Keep it ail in your mouth and let me feel you sucking it as hard as you can!"
Holding his prick deep in her mouth and running her vibrator-equipped hand lightly over the furry sack of his balls, Kathy sucked until her cheeks were deeply hollowed, and then, raising her head slowly, she let his hard cock slip slowly through her lips.
He put his hand on the back of her head. "Stay down on my cock! Keep it down your throat and keep sucking!"
But Kathy let his cock slip from her mouth and turned her head so that he could see her smile. "I'm going to keep sucking it, okay. But I've got a real treat in store for you. Spread your legs so I can get at your asshole. There!"
As he obeyed her instructions, Kathy slid her hand lower between his thighs, her palm resting against his balls and the tip of her finger probing at his asshole. The hum of the vibrator seemed to grow louder as her finger forced its way through the rubbery circle, and she heard her client groaning with pleasure as she again took his hard cock into her mouth.
As she bobbed her head to slide her lips caressingly up and down his prick, her finger worked rapidly in and out of his asshole, the palm of her hand rubbing the lower part of his nuts, and she felt his hips begin to chum, his cock rising and falling to fuck her in her willing mouth.
She was gulping deeply then, clutching her tit and loudly exclaiming his pleasure, he came. She made a loud choking sound as his come exploded wetly in her throat, but somehow she clung to his prick until the copious flow was exhausted, and then she took her finger from his asshole and chuckled softly as she bestowed a last kiss on his limbering cock.
"What a load!" she told him. "I'll bet you hadn't fucked for a month. Well, don't wait that long before coming to see me again."
As she left him alone to dress, she wondered if he would return looking for her and if he would be disappointed upon learning she was no longer there.
When she passed through the reception area one of the girls waiting for a customer chuckled and called, "Better wipe the come off your lips, honey! Your next john might be a copy!" and Kathy made a lewd show of licking the stickiness from her lips. She went to the dressing room reserved for use by the girls.
Though much smaller in, size, the room reminded her of a locker room in a high school gym. Going to the locker containing her clothes, she took a cigarette from her purse, lit it and sat down on the end of a green metal bench, crossing her legs at the ankles and resting her back against the wall. She felt exuberantly alive, warm and glowing all over, and had it not been for the chance of being caught at it, she would have reached down and rubbed her pussy until she came. Even in her wildest moments of imagination she had not realized that it could be this exciting. Even when she had laughingly discussed it with Tara she had not been able to conceive of any feeling such as that which now filled her tits, her cunt, her entire being.
They had discussed it two nights after she had walked into her bedroom and – as planned – found Wayne fucking Tara, and it had been Tara who opened the way to adventure.
"You know, I really do envy you, Kathy," the auburn-haired beauty had said, as the two of them sat talking over coffee in Tara's kitchen. "It was thinking of you and all the young studs you've fucked – the wild kind of fucking I missed out on when I was in my teens, I guess, that made me so eager to go along when Tara suggested we cut loose and start fucking other people. You don't know how many times I've dreamed of laying on my back and being fucked by an endless line of boys, all of them with cocks that just stay hard forever!"
"There's no reason why you couldn't, not now." Kathy had replied, and when she realized that Tara was waiting breathlessly, she added, "I could fix it up with some guys I know, if you'd rather not go prowling for strange cock." And so she had.
"But what about you?" Tara had asked then, and with only the slightest, hesitation Kathy had told her of the times she had seen herself as a prostitute, at the enormous excitement caused by the thought of being paid to fuck, of being subservient to a man who could order you to suck his cock, lick his asshole, because that was what he was paying you to do.
"It's a common enough fantasy among women, or so I'm told. And there's no reason it can't be made real," Tara had replied, and she had then suggested that Kathy go to work for a night or two in one of the many local massage parlors that were really only whorehouses. They were illegal, it was true, but they seemed to know how to avoid trouble with the law. Kathy had been elated.
She was here, of course, without Wayne's knowledge, because he was still fuming over the way he had placed himself at her mercy by allowing himself to be caught fucking Tara. But, oddly enough, Kathy felt that she was also here for Wayne. When she left here tonight, hot, with the taste of strange pricks fresh in her mouth, she intended to fuck him as he had never been fucked before.
Jerry was away tonight, out of town on one of his sales trips, and Kathy had realized, without saying so, that Tara was taking advantage of his absence. She had wondered about Tara's reasons for keeping from her husband the events she had planned for tonight, and she was wondering about them again, when Sherry, the dark-haired receptionist, peered into the dressing room.
"Would you believe you've got two customers waiting, honey?" the girl, who had a thin face but exquisite tits and ass, said with a grin. "Looks like you're gonna be rich, unless you get worn out giving head."
"It's just like pussy, you can't wear it out," Kathy said with a grin, dropping the cigarette to the floor and grinding it under the heel of her sandal. She could feel the smoldering heat in her cunt renewing itself as, with her plump tits bobbing nakedly under the thin toga and her ass rolling saucily, she returned to the cubicle where her customers waited.
She entered the little room, eager with the thought of holding two hard cocks at one and the same time, and she stopped abruptly as she closed the door. A man and a woman were going through the final motions of undressing, most of their clothes already on the rack at the end of the room. The man, who was slim, dark-haired, about thirty years old, and who bending to remove his shorts, smiled almost timidly at Kathy and then at his female companion.
"I hope you have no objections to women," he said in a shy little voice that caused Kathy to think of Wayne. "I promised Vicki a massage for her birthday – a complete massage."
"You mean you talked me into having a massage, don't you, Mike?" the woman said, chuckling and giving a toss of her long coppery hair. She removed her black satin bra to reveal large tits with sharp pink nipples, placed the bra with the rest of her clothing, and stared directly at Kathy. "He's always wanted to see a woman going down on my pussy. You do eat pussy, don't you, darling?"
Kathy felt her throat grow dry with sudden excitement. She stared at the redhead, her eyes wandering to the sweetly puffing cunt that could be seen through the tiny blue panties the woman still wore, and she was framing a reply when the man interrupted.
"You can set any reasonable price if you'll eat her pussy while I watch," he said, and a small roll of bills had appeared in his hand. He tossed the money at her feet. "And you can double that if you'll let me fuck you while you're eating her."
Kathy saw his cock rise, swelling abruptly into hardness at the excitement caused by his own words, and there was a look of lewd eagerness on her pretty face as she took the vibrator from its place on the table, stepped closer to the redhead, and smiled.
"If you'll take off your panties and lie down on the table," she said, her voice low and throaty, "I'll see if I can't relieve all of your problems. All of them!"
She flicked a switch and the vibrator began to hum.
The cunt of the redhead was surrounded by silky hair that was almost as bright as that which fell to her naked shoulders. She had absolutely flawless skin, smooth and creamy, and her green eyes betrayed her excitement as she down on the padded table and waited, with one long leg bent at the knee, for Kathy to begin eating her cunt. The glow in her eyes grew even brighter when Kathy abruptly tugged the toga over her head and dropped it to the floor, revealing her plumply beautiful tits and yellow-haired pussy.
"If Mike is paying to see me eat pussy, and to fuck me while I'm doing it," she said, explaining that which needed no explanation, "I think he had a right to see all he's paying for, don't you?" She heard Mike give a low, soft whistle as she put her hands on the lovely body before her, her fingers settling just under the magnificently high, firm tits.
"Is this something like you had in mind?" she asked teasingly, the vibrator tingling powerfully as she ran her hand slowly over each of the creamy peaks, stroking upward toward the already stiffened nipples. She bent her head and briefly tongued one of the rigid little pips of flesh, then asked, "Or do you prefer it when I suck your tits?"
The redhead squirmed on the table, one hand gasping the back of Kathy's head, drawing her face once again to the creamily soft tit, and the other reaching for the hand with the vibrator.
"You know you want to suck them, so suck them!" she moaned, as Kathy again tugged with her lips at the rigid nipple. "But get that hand and that vibrator down here and do things – good things – to my cunt!"
Plucking lightly at the puckered nipple with her lips and teasing it with the tip of her tongue, her nostrils filled with the faintly familiar scent of the redhead's perfume, Kathy felt her hand – and the vibrator it wore – being guided down over skin that was as smooth as silk. Her fingers fanned out over the flat belly, their tips touched the soft red hair surrounding the pussy – and, finally, the palm of her hand held the softly furred, hotly moist cunt. The redhead began to squirm in ecstasy.
"My cunt feels like it's being fucked by a million tiny cocks!" she cried, her thighs parting, then closing to hold Kathy's hand against her hot, writhing pussy. "Slip your fingers between the lips of it! Let me feel your fingers inside my snatch! Yes – like that!"
As Kathy stroked the silken triangle, her fingers parting the dewy lips and one of them slipping inside to tease the swollen clitoris, she felt male hands settling on the in curve of her waist, sliding up and around to cup her tits. A hard cock pressed itself against the curves of her naked ass.
"Let me see you kiss and lick her pussy. Eat it – for her and for me!" said the man named Mike, his palms gliding with pleasant roughness over her nipples, the hair above his cock now touching and teasing her ass. "You do want to eat Vicki's pussy, don't you? Mid you do want me to ram you with his dick, don't you?"
Kathy lifted her lips from the delicious tit. She wriggled her ass against his prick. She felt ready to come.
"Yes, on both counts," she responded, then bent low and gave a soft kiss to the coppery-haired pussy. The redhead twisted her ass and hips to receive it.
"Jeez! That's good, honey!" she murmured, straining with her hand to draw Kathy's lips against her cunt. After a moment, still with her hands on the back of Kathy's head, she began moving toward the end of the table, Kathy moving with her. "Now eat me with those soft lips and that pink tongue. Put your head between my legs and lick and suck my pussy!"
"While I take care of your pussy from behind," added her male companion, and Kathy reached back with one hand to excitedly grip and squeeze his cock.
"My pussy is bought and paid for," she told him, loving the thrill caused by her own words. "You can fuck me any way you want to fuck me."
The redhead now lay with her ass near the end of the low table, one leg hanging down over it and the other foot drawn up to rest beside her creamy white buttocks. The pink flesh of her cunt glistened wetly in the center of the red thatch between her thighs. Kathy put one hand on each of the woman's smooth inner thighs and bent down to press her lips to the temptingly parted cunt.
As she ran her tongue lightly over the softly quivering pussy and felt the thighs of the redhead close against the sides of her face, Kathy again felt Mike moving behind her. His hands caressed her naked, upraised ass for a moment, then moved away. She felt his fingers sliding down her naked thighs. Then his face settled warmly against the deft between her buttocks. She shivered with pleasure as he began licking her ass.
Then she felt his hands on the cheeks of her ass, parting them, and the tip of his tongue was pressing hard against the tight circle of her asshole. She felt it slip wetly in, and she rolled her hips with pleasure as she began sucking harder at the redhead's cunt.
The hand bearing the vibrator she held pressed to the soft mound above the pussy she was eating, and she moved it in slow circles as her tongue darted in and out of the hot moist french. A trembling in the thighs beside her face warned her the redhead was coming, and she sucked harder at the tasty cunt.
She was still sucking it when she felt the tongue slip from her tingling asshole. A hand slipped under her body, gripping her tit, and she sucked even harder as she felt the hard length of a cock sliding deep into her cunt.
"Now, really get down on that pussy while I fuck you!" the man named Mike commanded, his prick slipping rapidly in and out of her cunt. "Let her come in your mouth while I give your pussy a good drilling!"
"I've already come so many times I've lost count!" The redhead's voice was strained as she gripped the back of Kathy's head, her ass moving in slow figure-eights. "She eats pussy even better than you do. There, baby, lick me there!"
As Kathy held the swollen clit between her lips and lapped it with the tip of her tongue, her face wet and sticky with cunt juices, she felt the cock moving faster and faster through her pussy. The head of it probed deep inside her cunt. Cock hair teased her naked ass. She began to come.
She came again and again, her legs quaking with each hard thrust of his prick, and she was dizzy with the pleasure of it when she felt his hot come gushing forth to fill her cunt. The hard rod moved slower and slower through her sopping cunt, and she come dribbling down the back of her leg when he withdrew it. The two of them were smiling at her when she straightened up and stepped away.
"You really liked it, didn't you?" said the redhead, looking sleepy and satisfied. "Aside from being paid for it, you really went for the fucking and sucking, didn't you?"
Kathy smiled back at her. She took off the vibrator, slipped on the toga, and picked up the roll of money.
"Damned right I enjoyed it," she said, "Didn't you?"
She left them alone to dress and returned to the reception area. The girl behind the desk looked glad to see her.
"You have another customer, Kathy," she said, nodding toward a man who stood easily waiting in a corner of the room. Kathy glanced at the clock above the desk, then returned the nod.
She had time to suck at least one more cock before going home.



CHAPTER SIX


Tara could still feel the burning need in her cunt. It was as if every nerve in her pussy intended to torment her until she put them to rest by going out and finding them a cock. Her nipples were hard and throbbing, making the same kind of demands, and her asshole still pulsed in remembrance of the cock that had so recently filled it. Never in her life had she so desperately needed a good fuck.
She had expected that fucking Bill Dillon and his two young friends would keep her satisfied for quite some time to come. But it had satisfied her only for the moment. After they left her she had remained in Kathy's bed and remembered the taste and the feel of the hard young cocks that had filled her mouth, hands, cunt and asshole. She soon found herself whishing she had kept them there for another round of fucking, and by the time she left Kathy's and returned to her own home, she was as hot as if she had not been fucked at all.
Pacing the floor of her living room with nervousness that grew and grew, she wished over and over again that Jerry would come walking through the door. She could almost see herself rushing to throw one arm around his neck while using her other hand to pull out his cock. It was even easier to imagine herself taking his cock deep into her mouth and sucking it. Easiest of all she could visualize – and feel – his hard cock driving deep into her cunt. She could imagine all these things – but Jerry was out of town and she was alone.
In the midst of her pacing she suddenly realized that she had parted the front of her filmy negligee and had been running the tips of her fingers over the furry mound above her cunt. She jerked her hand away as if stung and threw herself down in an armchair, draping one leg over the arm so the negligee parted to reveal her naked hips and pussy. The doorbell rang almost as soon as she had settled there.
"All right, where the fuck is Kathy?" Wayne demanded, brushing past her, the moment she opened the door. His face was flushed and set with anger, his Tara windbreaker unzipped to reveal a white tee-shirt tightly drawn across his muscular chest. There was a wild look in his eyes that warned Tara he had been drinking.
"How would I know where Kathy is?" she asked innocently.
"Don't give me that, you bitch!" he snapped, then prowled into the bedroom and back out again. He grabbed her arm, squeezing hard. "You know exactly where she is, you cheap cunt!"
Tara returned his glare, anger and amusement touching her at the same time, and she asked, "Are you sure you really want to know, little boy? Are you sure you can handle it?"
And then she told him.
"You cheap fucking whore! You rotten bitch!" His open palm was swinging toward her face as he spat out the words. "You set this up! You caused it all, you bitch!"
The blow caught Tara on the cheek, spinning her around and knocking her to the carpet. Her robe fell open at the front, baring her lush, naked tits, her cunt.
"I may be a bitch," she said, and she managed a taunting smile, "but I gave you the best fucking you've ever had. Tell me, do you still make believe it's me you're fucking when you're putting the cock to Kathy?"
He bent and grabbed her hair, jerking her head back. His hand cracked across the side of her face. "Shut your fucking mouth, cunt! Just shut your fucking mouth!"
Tara could smell the whiskey on his breath. She felt pain where he had slapped her and where he tugged at her hair, and she realized she might be pushing Wayne too far, but she seemed unable to stop.
"Hell, that's your problem, isn't it? You just can't get it out of your mind how good it was fucking me," she said, and she ran one hand up his leg, feeling for his cock. "Hell, you're even getting a hard-on right now. You can't even get mad at me without having fucking on your mind!"
"Fucking's all you ever think about, isn't it cunt?" he said, his voice suddenly thick and slurred. He gave a brutal yank on her hair, throwing her flat on her back, and placed his knees on her upper arms, pinning her there. "Well, fucking you has cost me the only thing that ever counted, so I might as well finish it up the way it started. Open your mouth and suck on this cock, bitch!"
His hand tugged down his zipper. His thick cock sprang free. He held it with one hand, aiming it at her mouth, and Tara suddenly realized that she was becoming hotter than ever before.
"If you make me blow you, or fuck you, or do anything, I could have you arrested for rape, Wayne," she said, putting into words the thought that was causing her cunt to grow hotter and wetter, "you know that, don't you?"
Wayne put one hand on her tit, squeezing it until she gave a small cry of pain. The head of his cock touched her lips, trying to enter her mouth.
"I don't give a fuck what you do later!" he snarled down at her. "But right now you're gonna suck my cock! You're gonna blow me or do anything else I tell you to do! Now suck it, bitch!"
Tears of pain stung her eyes as his fingers dug harshly into the naked dome of her tit. Tara opened her mouth and almost immediately his hard cock stabbed between her lips. His hand raised the back of her head so that she was facing him more directly and he began fucking her in the mouth.
"That's it, cocksucker!" he growled down at her, his hips rocking and his thick cock filling her mouth. "Suck that tool like the cocksucker you are!"
With her jaws aching as she strained to keep her lips parted wide enough to accept the thickness of his hard cock, bra sucked deeply on the meaty rod sliding in and out other mouth. Her arms hurt under the weight of his knees, but the pain only increased the immense pleasure she felt in her cunt, and she made no attempt to free them. She crossed and uncrossed her shapely thighs, her cunt growing wet and juicy.
Wayne tugged his trousers and underwear down over his hips, baring his heavy, hairy balls. With one hand he grasped the bottom of his thick cock and worked the outer skin of it back and forth, holding it so that several inches remained in Tara's mouth. His balls touched her chin and throat.
"Lick the head of it, you bitch," he ordered. "You like the taste of cock so much, get yourself a good taste of this one!"
Shuddering as she felt herself begin to come, Tara did as she was told, her tongue swirling over the thick cock that filled her mouth. Wayne eased his prick back until only the knobbed head of it lay between her lips, then held it there while her tongue licked over the helmet of meat. Tara flayed the knob faster and faster with her tongue, until with a sudden lunge Wayne drove his cock deep in her mouth and held it there.
She gave a long, pulling suck on his cock, eager to taste his come filling her mouth. But no come gushed from his cock. Instead, he held it there until she was almost choking on the thick rod, then abruptly pulled away and took his knees off her arms.
"Over on your hands and knees, bitch!" he snarled, using his hands to turn her as he spoke. "I'm gonna fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked! Gonna fuck you dog-fashion!"
Tara knelt with her ass raised and her long hair falling down to the carpet, and immediately she felt her negligee being bunched high above her waist. The head of his cock brushed her naked thigh. Then it bobbed against her ass and she felt his hands going under her, reaching for her tits.
Then his knees slipped between hers, spreading them, and he took one hand off her tit. The head of his cock settled between the lips of her pussy. It paused there for just a second. Then it rammed into her cunt with such force that Tara felt the breath whoosh from her body.
"Cock is all you live for, bitch!" Wayne said hotly, grinding his hips so the hair above his prick teased the sensitive flesh of her ass. "So I'm gonna give you all the cock you can handle."
As he began to rock back and forth, fucking her with brutal strokes of his hard, heavy cock, his hands dug painfully into the soft flesh of her dangling tits. His breath rattled from between his lips, and his groin made slapping sounds against her naked ass.
Tara had one cheek resting against the carpet. Each time Wayne rammed his cock deep into her cunt, she was driving forward a kit, the carpet rasping against her skin. But she rocked back to meet each powerful lunge of his prick, and she was coming with almost every stroke. She was coming so often that the floor seemed to be spinning and tilting beneath her.
Never had she been fucked with such brutal force. Never had her cunt been so completely filled with cock. Never had she felt the head of a cock reaching so deep inside, her. She was getting pleasure from the fingers that dug painfully into her tits.
"Oh, you're splitting my cunt wide open!" she cried, sure it would only cause him to fuck her harder. "You're really hurting me! Hurting my tits and pussy!"
Wayne reacted as she had known he would. His fingers tightened over her throbbing tits. His hips began to fuck wildly as he drove his cock faster and faster through her tightly clinging cunt. He was fucking her as if he could kill her with his cock.
Throwing her head back, Tara let her ass roll slowly. It increased the pleasure she got from each inward thrust of his cock. It caused his thick rod to touch all the tingling inner flesh of her pussy, and she bit her lower lip to avoid calling out and letting him know how much she was enjoying his fucking.
It ended all too soon. She felt his hairy crotch against her naked ass, his thick cock going fully into her cunt and staying there, and then her pussy was boiling with the hot lava of his come. He held his cock there until the come stopped spurting, then pushed her away as he slipped it from her cunt. She could feel the warm come trickling from her pussy as she turned to watch him tugging up his pants and shorts.
"Fucking really is all you're good for, you know," he told her, spitting on the carpet near her feet, and then he left.
Tara wondered if he realized what a favor he had done her.
She stretched lazily out on the softly padded carpeting, sighing with contentment as she let her mind recall all the fucking she had done this evening. Then her thoughts wandered again to Jerry and the fucking she intended to give him when he got home. She smiled happily at the thought. Alter two days and two nights without pussy, her husband would come home ready to fuck as they had never fucked before. And she would be just as ready.
As she got to her feet and straightened out her negligee, she wondered – but only briefly – what her husband was doing at that moment.
"I'm going to get you out of the rest of these clothes, and then I'm going to eat your pussy," Jerry Allen, in a hotel room in Chicago was telling his secretary. "I'm going to put my tongue up that pussy of yours and eat it like I've been wanting to eat it since the first day you wiggled your cute little ass into my office."
Stella Martin laughed softly as she helped him remove the lacy bra he had just unfastened. She wriggled against him as he kissed her lips and put his hands on her small, naked tits. She laughed again as she spun out of his arms and quickly removed her brown wool skirt.
"Who said you have to help me out of my clothes?" she said, stepping close to him again and reaching out with one small hand, to touch the front of his shorts, feeling his cock. "Hell, I like a man who eats pussy, and I've been wondering when you'd get around to trying to fuck me. So here we are. So let's get it on."
With his cock hard and aching from her touch and from the sight of her lovely, almost naked body, Jerry put his hands on her tiny waist and pulled her close. She was a small girl, very pretty, with short, platinum hair, and he had to bend his knees slightly in order to touch his lips to her tits. They were as small and hard as apples, and felt her twist as he kissed one rosy peak, then the other.
"Mmmm! You do know how to suck a tit, don't you?" she purred, her tiny hand slipping inside his shorts and closing around his hard, throbbing cock. Her other hand settled on his shoulder, pushing down. "Let's see if you're as good at eating pussy."
Jerry remained where he was for a moment, sucking almost all of one small, firm tit into his mouth. Then he dropped slowly to his knees. He put his arms around Stella's slim body, turning his hands to grasp her scantily covered ass. He used his grip on her ass to swing her hips forward, drawing her pussy closer to his face.
She wore sheer white panties. The hair around her cunt was a very dark shade of brown – almost black – and it formed a dark triangle that could be clearly seen through the thin material of her panties. Jerry had expected her pussy hair to be blonde, and he was enormously excited to find it mismatched with her platinum tresses. He pressed his lips to her inviting cunt, kissing it once. Then he began licking her pussy through its thin nylon covering.
Stella had her hands on his shoulders, steadying and supporting herself. Suddenly she reached down with one hand and pulled the crotch of her panties aside, partially baring her cunt. She pressed her pussy against his face.
"Never try to eat a candy bar with the wrapper on, Jerry," she told him, her voice husky. "Slip your tongue up under my undies and get yourself a real taste of pussy!"
Jerry could see the coral colored lips of her pussy peeping out of the thick tangle of dark hair. He ran his tongue over the fingers she was using to hold her panties aside, following those fingers in until the tip of his tongue was touching the moist flesh of her cunt. He felt her tremble as he began licking her pussy.
Her pussy had a very clean, almost sweet taste. It gave off a faint scent that was pleasing to smell, and the scent grew stronger each time his tongue licked over the quivering flesh. That scent filled his nostrils when he stiffened and extended his tongue and snaked it between the dewy lips of her pussy. Stella began to swivel her hips, her boyishly round ass rolling.
"I'm going to come right in your mouth if you keep licking it that well!" she cried, her tiny body shuddering. The hand that still clung to his shoulder clawed frantically at his flesh. "I'm going to come like you've never seen a girl come before!"
Jerry kept his nose pressed against the soft nylon of her panties, his lips against the cunt she revealed by holding those panties aside.
"That's the best part of eating pussy," he said, his voice rising muffled from her crotch. "I wouldn't miss tasting your come for all the gold in Fort Knox."
His tongue licked rapidly across the stiffened flesh of her clit. It licked again. And again. He felt the muscles in her round little ass go taut. Her hips twitched convulsively. Her cunt writhed against his face. She began to come.
He held her tighter than ever, his mouth now covering her cunt and sucking it thirstily. He heard her crying above him, and fell the frantic shaking in her legs, but he sucked at her pussy until she moaned softly and released the crotch of her panties, letting them fall back in place over her cunt. Then he tugged the panties down and helped her step out of them.
"If you're as good with that cock as you are with your tongue, I'm never going to let you go," she said, rasping his hard prick, as soon as he had stood and removed his shorts. She clung to his cock as he backed her toward the double bed. "You and I will just keep fucking from here to eternity."
She released his cock and fell back on the bed, her legs parted and her small body bouncing gleefully. But as Jerry started to move between her legs – ready to fuck – she sat up and stopped him by reaching out to regain her grasp on his prick. Her lips felt very soft as they touched his cock.
"What's good for the pussy is good for the cock," she laughed up at him, one arm around his waist, her other hand holding his rigid prick poised before her mouth. She licked the head of it several times, then said, "If I wasn't so hot to feel you fucking me, and just stay right here and bring you off in my mouth."
With that she gulped quickly down his cock, taking almost all of it into her mouth. She hold it tore for a moment, sucking hard, and then slowly cased her head away. Failing back on the bed, she threw her legs wide and lifted her arms invitingly to Jerry.
He was between her legs at once, one hand sliding down to grasp and lift her boyishly firm ass. With his other hand he aimed the head of his rigid cock at her rising cunt. He felt the pink lips open to receive his prick, then close around it, and heard her moan as he shoved his cock deep.
They began to fuck.
She fucked as if it had been months since the last time her cunt knew the feel of a cock. Her hands found the back of his head and pulled his lips down to meet her own. Her tiny tongue found its way into his mouth and flickered there. Her slender legs lifted high around his naked body, fell away, lifted again. Her ass bounced excitedly on the bed, her tight little cunt rising to meet each thrust of his prick. Her firm little tits moved warmly against his chest.
Jerry clung tightly to her bouncing, undulating ass with his right hand. With his left hand he reached in to cover and caress the firmness of her tit. He could still taste her pussy on his mouth, and his excitement was increased by knowing that she must be tasting it, too. He sucked at her tiny tongue for a moment, then forced his own tongue between her lips, shuddering with pleasure as he felt, her draw on it. The strokes of his cock grew faster.
"Yes, fuck me like that! Fuck me like you're trying to drive it up my cunt and out my throat!" she exclaimed, her head rolling from side to side, on the pillow. Her ass was moving frantically now, her cunt flexing around the shaft of his cock. Her nails raked his back. "Bang me hard! Let me feel your balls slapping against my ass!"
She was doing tricks with her pussy such as Jerry had never felt. One moment it would be gliding over his cock like a soft velvet glove. The next moment it seemed to be sucking at his prick like a hungry mouth. When he shaved it deep and held it there while she came, her cunt worked at his cock as though massaging it.
Her cunt seemed to be milking his cock, and he came with a sudden explosion that began somewhere deep in his balls and continued until he was weak. She held him in the soft cradle of her thighs and kept her cunt moving until his cock began to shrink inside her, and she kissed him softly just before he rolled away.
"I wonder what your wife would say if she could see us now," she mused, as she snuggled her warm little body against his.
Jerry rested one hand on her thigh, just below her pussy, and said, "Don't worry about it. We have an arrangement. She fucks who she wants to fuck, and I have the same freedom."
"You're kidding!" Stella seemed totally surprised.
"No, I'm not," Jerry said, and had a thought that excited him. "Hell, maybe one of these days I'll take you home to meet her."



CHAPTER SEVEN


As Kathy placed the drink on the coffee table and turned to leave, Jerry reached out and put one hand on the back of her leg, then slid it up under her brief blue skirt and felt her cunt. She clamped her legs together to hold his hand on her pussy, but turned to look over her shoulder and grin down at him.
"Don't play with the pussy unless you've got something big enough to fill it," she laughed, giving a playful shake of her ass, then reaching down to feel of his cock. "Okay, play with the pussy. I see you're in good shape to take care of it."
"Damned right I'm in good shape," Jerry said loudly, wanting his words to carry across the room. With his hand still clamped warmly between Kathy's thighs, he rose off the sofa long enough to touch his lips to the front of her soft blue sweater, planting a kiss on the tip of her tit. "You take those clothes off and I'll show you what the old cock can do."
As Kathy laughed and seated herself on his lap, her arm going around his neck and her plump little ass wriggling against the hardness of his cock, Jerry looked across the room to see if the little display was having the effect he had planned.
It seemed to be working that way.
Stella, wearing the prim white blouse and belted grey skirt she had worn at the office today, was watching intently, with a look of awe on her pretty face. Jerry saw her cast an expectant glance at Tara, who sat on the love seat beside her, as though waiting for his wife to protest.
But Tara was watching with great amusement. She sat with her long legs crossed, her low-cut, clinging and nearly transparent lounging outfit almost lewdly revealing the flaring curves of her full tits and thighs, drawing the eye to the slope of her cunt.
When Jerry had returned from Chicago to find that Kathy had been thrown out by Wayne and was going to be living with them, and after Tara had described exactly what she had done while he was away, Jerry had hesitated only briefly before telling her about the night he spent fucking Stella.
Her response had been beyond his wildest hope.
"Bring her by some night," she had said, fondling his cock as he lay naked between her and Kathy. "That at least lets me see who you're fucking, and you just might end up being fucked by three girls at once. You haven't lived until you've had a three-way fuck. Believe me. I know."
When he had suggested to Stella that she come home with him tonight, he quickly saw that she realized she was being asked by for more than just a drink. He also saw that she was excited by the unknown prospects awaiting her, and although she had seemed a little tense at first, a couple of drinks seemed to have taken cafe of that. A growing excitement was now obvious on her face.
That excitement increased as Jerry slipped both hands under Kathy's sweater and raised it up to bare her plump tits, taking one in each of his hands. Kathy's squirming had caused her short skirt to slide high up on her thighs, and he knew that Stella must also be able to see the blonde nakedness of her cunt.
"Hey! I don't care how much screwing you two do!" Tara called across the room, laughing as she sat her drink down. "But if you're going to put on a show that gets me hot and horny, you'd damned well better save some of that cock for me." She stood and looked at Stella. "How about you, Stella? You don't intend to let them leave you out of the action, do you?"
"I've never been much of a swinger," the girl said, nervously touching the front of her platinum hair. She finished her drink with one quick gulp.
"You won't be able to say that when you leave here," Tara promised, taking the small girl by the hand and pulling her to her feet. "Come on. You're going to help Kathy and I give my old man the fucking of his life, and I won't mind a bit. Honest, I won't."
Jerry looked at Stella and knew she was going to go along with it. Knowing that caused his cock to swell beyond any size it had ever reached, and he turned Kathy around on his lap. He pressed his face between her soft, warm tits, then found one swollen nipple and began sucking it.
"Come on, Kathy, it's time to share that cock. Help us get his clothes off," he heard Tara say, and Kathy wriggled off his lap, her hand already reaching for his belt buckle.
The three of them laughed as they tore at his clothes, Tara bending to pull off his shoes and socks while Kathy worked on his trousers and shorts and Stella fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. He twisted and turned to help them, his cock growing harder as he saw the relish with which Stella entered the game.
"He has a nice cock for sucking, don't you think?" Tara asked, kneeling beside his leg, with one hand around the base of his prick, when at last he was naked. "Who wants the first taste of it, girls? How about you, Stella? Since you're the guest, I'll even hold it for you while you suck it."
There was a faint challenge in Tara's voice, and it was a challenge Stella quickly accepted. She looked at Tara, then at Jerry, and dropped to her knees between his parted legs. She put her hands on his thighs and bent slowly over the cock Tara was holding upright and waiting. She touched it with her lips.
The first touch of her lips was tentative and hesitant. But then her tongue lapped slowly over the knobbed head, her soft lips parted, and her warm, wet mouth gulped greedily down the shaft of his cock. Jerry gave a low moan of pleasure.
On his left Kathy had removed her sweater and was rubbing her warm tits against the side of his body and against his arm. Several times she kissed him wetly on the ear, running her tongue inside it, and once she leaned down to lick at his nipple.
Tara was gently sliding the outer skin of his cock back and forth, even while Stella so greedily sucked it, and with her other hand she was stroking his balls and even the crack of his ass.
But most of all there was that mouth. Stella was sucking his cock far more enthusiastically than she had sucked it that night in Chicago. Her soft lips would pause briefly around the knobbed head, then her mouth would swoop down the full length of his cock. She would make little wet sounds from deep in her throat as she lingered there, then her head would rise slowly and her lips would work softly as they slid back up the shaft of his prick. Jerry was almost ready to come in her mouth.
"That's enough cock for now, I think," Tara said, and with her hand she urged Stella away from Jerry's prick, just as he was ready to come. "Kathy, you take your turn while I help Stella out of her clothes. I'm interested in seeing if those tits are as pretty without clothes as they are with them."
Stella looked dazed as Tara helped her to her feet, one hand already reaching for the buttons at tie front of her blouse. Jerry watched the buttons come undone one by one, and was so fascinated with the watching that he gave a small jump of surprise when he felt Kathy make a soft fist around the lower shaft of his prick.
She was kneeling on the sofa beside him now, naked from the waist up, and her blonde hair fell softly around her face and onto his thighs as she bent low to capture his cock between her lips and begin sucking it. As her lips slid far down the length of his throbbing cock, Jerry reached out to pull her skirt up over her ass and slide his hand over her naked cunt. Her pussy was warm and wet to the touch.
As her mouth slid wildly up and down his cock, Jerry leaned over her kneeling body and stroked that wet cunt until her ass began rolling to show her delight. Her plump tits were crushed warmly against his naked leg, swaying a little as she writhed her body, and they added to the enjoyment of the blow-job he was getting. He watched her head bob over his cock for a moment, then raised his eyes to look at Tara and Stella.
Stella was nearly naked now. Her white blouse and bra lay on the floor at her feet, and her perfect little tits were prettier than he remembered. She wore the same dazed expression he had seen just before she started sucking his cock, and he could see her trembling as she allowed Tara to remove her skirt. Jerry raised his hips and plunged his cock deep into Kathy's willing mouth as that skirt fell away and Stella's cunt came into view.
Once again, she wore sheer white panties through which the dark hair of her pussy could be seen. She also wore a frilly white garter belt that held smoky grey nylons in place and made a beautiful frame around her pussy. Jerry had only a brief glimpse of her cunt, and then Tara was on her knees in front of Stella, her hands stroking the lovely thighs and her head blocking his view.
Almost at once, spurred on by the sight before him, he began to come in Kathy's mouth. He came so suddenly and so powerfully that he felt she must surely drown in the thick juices gushing from his cock, but Kathy seemed not to notice. Instead, she kept her lips working greedily on his prick, sucking at him until he felt weak and shaken. Come shone on her lips when she smiled up at him.
"You have great taste when it conies to picking pussy. Did you know that?" she said, smiling, licking the pearls of come from her lips with the tip of her tongue, and nodding her head toward Stella and Tara. "I've been itching for some of that cunt since the two of you came strolling through the door. Are you ready to make it a four-way fucking?"
Jerry was ready. His cock had not even begun to lose its hardness, and as he rose from the couch with his eyes on the two women, he felt as if he could fuck forever. He was certainly ready to try.
Stella was out of her panties now. She stood with her hands on Tara's shoulders, her boyish little ass rolling as Tara licked and sucked at her dark-haired pussy. Her eyes were tightly closed and she was biting her lower lip. Jerry moved behind her and reached around to cup her apple-firm tits in his hands, the head of his cock touching her on the ass. He kissed her bare shoulder.
"Save a taste of that come for me," he whispered, nuzzling her with his lips and grinding his cock against her delectable little ass. "Remember me. I'm the guy who likes the taste of you coming in my mouth."
Stella turned her head then, her little ass moving frantically as Tara sucked noisily at her cunt, and Jerry kissed her. Her tongue shot between his lips, and then she turned her head.
"Oh God! I can't stand it! My legs are giving way!" she cried, and sank to the floor between them, her hand reaching for Jerry's cock. "No! Don't stop! Don't stop eating me!"
Tara was rising to her feet, already starting to shed her lounging outfit, and now Jerry eased Stella down onto the carpet and moved around to kneel between her lovely legs. He put one hand on her dark-haired pussy, caressing it, and slid down onto his belly. As she lifted her legs and draped them over his shoulders, he was already leaning in to touch his lips to her invitingly waiting cunt.
Her thighs closed against the sides of his head as he buried his face in the warm, furry nest. The lips of her cunt were wet from the sucking Tara had given them, and the heady aroma of her pussy juices filled his nostrils. He felt her tiny hands gripping the back of his head as he began lapping her cunt.
"Oh, yes, yes! I want all three of you on me – eating me, fucking me!" he heard her cry passionately, and lifted his face from her cunt to look up the length of her naked body.
Tara, now completely naked and with her big tits hanging down, was kneeling on the left of the platinum-haired beauty. With her head bent low and her auburn hair falling around her face, she was avidly sucking at the puckered tip of Stella's small tit. The fingers of one hand she had fanned out above the pussy Jerry was eating.
Kathy moved into his line of vision just then. With her skirt now removed, she knelt on Stella's right, one hand sliding down to caress a naked, rosy tit. She bent low and Stella lifted her head, their lips coming together in a passionate kiss. Jerry saw Stella lift one small hand and close it lovingly over the creamy plumpness of Kathy's left tit. He felt ready to come as he resumed the eating of Stella's cunt.
Wet from all the licking and sucking it had undergone, her cunt moved wildly against his face. Her small ass bounced up and down in his hands, and her thighs scissored against the sides of his face. Her heels beat a steady rhythm against his back.
Her stiff little clit seemed to throb between his lips, and the hot wetness in her cunt told him she was coming repeatedly.
With his cock hard as steel beneath him. Jerry sucked the juices from her cunt as thirstily as if his life depended on them. He licked and lapped and sucked at the quivering slit until his mouth seemed full of her juicy sweetness, and he was licking toward the upper curves of her ass when he felt two hands tugging at his shoulders.
"How about sharing that pussy?" Kathy was saying as he looked dazedly up from the darkly thatched pink cunt, and she put her lips to it, running her tongue around his mouth to lick away the pussy juices that clung there. "Let me between those legs and I'll teach you a few things about the fine art of eating pussy."
As Stella took her legs from his back to let him move away, Jerry ran the palm of his hand across the warm, wet lips of her cunt and was surprised when he looked up to see what she was now doing with her own hands, lips and tongue.
Tara was kneeling over the platinum-haired beauty. She was leaning slightly forward, both arms extended to support herself, and her beautifully curved ass was cupped in Stella's hands. The blonde had her head raised, and Jerry could see her pink tongue as it eagerly licked at the dark-haired cunt of his wife. Tara was groaning with pleasure.
Even as he took all this in, Kathy was replacing him between Stella's thighs. She reached down with both hands to capture the delightfully wriggling ass and lifted it high, letting the smooth legs fall over her shoulders, and Jerry saw the flash of her tongue as she bent to bury it in the dark-haired pussy.
"Move around here and let me suck your cock!" Tara called to him, her voice deep with excitement, her hand reaching blindly out in search of his prick. Her hips were swinging to and fro above Stella's upraised head. "I missed my part of that three-way cocksucking session we were supposed to have, you know."
Jerry moved around to stand in front of her. As she reached out to grasp his cock with one hand and caress his balls with the other, he looked down and saw that her beautiful face was blazing with pleasure and excitement. Her big tits swayed as she moved her cunt above Stella's face and tongue.
"You've got one of the biggest hard-ons I've ever seen you have. Just the right size for sucking!" she said admiringly, sliding his foreskin back and running her tongue over, the head of his cock. She licked it several times, then threw her head back and said, "I want a good fucking in the mouth. Drive your cock in and out of my mouth just the way Stella is using her tongue on my cunt. Do it…"
In mid-sentence her mouth closed warmly and wetly over the head of his cock. Her fingers closed tighter over his balls, as if to milk them of their come. Jerry grabbed the back of her head with both hands and began to fuck her in the mouth.
As Tara sucked eagerly at his pounding cock, Jerry was able to look down and see the full cheeks of her ass moving as her aunt was eaten by Stella. He could see Stella's exquisite little tits rising and falling with her excited breathing. And he could see Kathy kneeling naked between Stella's thighs, lapping with a pink tongue at her dark-haired cunt.
It was the most unbearably exciting scene he had ever witnessed, and almost at once it caused him to come explosively in Tara's greedily sucking mouth. The full length of his cock was in her mouth when he came, and she gagged on the thick fluid, pulling away. A second gush of come caught her full in the face. A third, weaker spurt streamed down onto her large tits, covering them with silver. She licked at his dripping prick until he was weak in the knees, then let him go.
As she released him she was swinging one leg away from Stella's head, lying down beside the blonde and taking her in her arms, drawing the pretty face toward her large, come-spattered tits. Jerry saw Stella begin to lick at them. He felt a new surge of power welling in his balls and he moved around to kneel behind Kathy.
Putting his hand under her soft little belly and raising her ass and cunt, he used his other hand to guide the head of his half-hard cock to her warm, moist pussy.
"Come on, Kathy, put that pussy in position," he told her, the head of his cock searching for the entry to her cunt. "I've got a stiff cock that just won't quit."
Rocking back on her knees to meet his thrusting cock, Kathy raised her head from Stella's cunt and turned to look at him. She gave a tinkling little laugh.
"Well, you've sure got plenty of pussy to use it on," she said, wriggling her plump ass at the feel of his cock sliding in. "You're in a position most men would sell their souls to be in."
That was right, Jerry thought. That was exactly right.
Then he began to fuck for all he was worth.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Kathy was wearing only a pair of transparent black crotchless panties with a little red bow at each side. As she knelt between the man's hairy thighs and took his hard cock in her hands, the opening at the front of the panties was drawn apart, offering a clear view of the tuft of taffy-colored hair surrounding her pussy. She moved her hands lightly and teasingly over his prick, and laughed at the expression on his face.
"Well, Roger, which of us are you going to fuck first?" she asked, with a glance at Tara, who sat on the edge of the bed and held the man's hand in his lap, moving it against her pussy. Kathy saw him rub his eyes over Tara's statuesque, naked body, and she gave him a moment to consider, before saying, "Of course, you might prefer fucking us both at the same time. Suppose I just sit on your cock while you decide?"
As she climbed astride his naked body, holding his stiff cock in one hand to guide it through the opening at the front of her panties, Kathy saw that Roger Hollendale maintained the look of amazed disbelief he had worn for the past hour, since the two of them picked him up in a nearby bar. Only the faintest hint of a smile touched his lips as she lowered her pussy down onto the thick shaft of his cock. He reached up to run one hand lightly over the softness of her tit.
"I just can't understand what two good-looking young cunts like you would want with an old bastard like me," he said, for at least the tenth time since they had made it clear that they intended to fuck him. But his smile became a grin as he lifted his hips, sliding his thick cock far up into Kathy's cunt; and he said, "Not that I'm about to complain. It's been at least a dozen years since I've fucked a chick who looks as good as either of you, so the hell with your reasons. Just keep that tight little pussy moving on my cock!"
"You just named the reason we decided we wanted to fuck you. Your cock!" Kathy said, bouncing a little above him, shivering with pleasure as she felt the warm shaft moving in her cunt. She leaned forward and ran her hands teasingly over the curling grey hair that covered the thick muscles of his chest. "When we saw you in that bar, we took one look and knew you were going to have a cock like a mule. Isn't that what we said to one another, Tara."
"A cock like a mule and a tongue like a make," Tara said, leaning down so that her large tits hung against his square, rough-looking face. She moved her shoulders, swinging her tits back and forth so that her rigid nipples brushed his cheek and lips. "We saw you and we knew you were the bearer of the cock and tongue we needed for our cunts today. See – you're proving how right we were, just by the way you're using that tongue on my tit. Are you that good at eating pussy?"
For just a moment he continued to suck at the tip of Tara's tit, then he moved his head slightly away from her and said, "I've never yet had any complaints about the way I eat pussy. Just you put that cunt up here and I'll show you how good I am at eating it!"
Tara laughed and threw one long leg across his face. She put both hands on the solid flatness of his stomach to support herself and, as he grasped both her thighs, eased her pussy down his extended tongue. She shivered delectably as he licked at the tiny hollows high on her inner thighs, just beside her hairy cunt.
"Don't just lick around it, honey, get your tongue up in my cunt!" she cooed, moving her ass from side to side until she felt the tip of his tongue make delicious contact with the lips of her pussy.
She slid her hands down his belly until the tips of her fingers rested at the point where his cock went through the opening at the front of Kathy's panties and was swallowed up by her slowly moving cunt. "You do a proper job of eating it, and I just might take your cock out of Kathy's pussy and suck it for you."
Kathy laughed and worked her hips up and down, her pussy leaving his cock wet as it slid up and down the hard cylinder of meat. "If you want this cock, you'll have to fight Kathy to get it," she said. "I've just started to get the feel of it in my pussy."
Tara was also starting to get the feel of his tongue in her pussy. As though further excited by their exchange of words, he had lifted his face high between her thighs and was searching through the hair of her pussy with the tip of a stiffened tongue. He found the slit he was looking for, licked the pouting lips crosswise, and then stabbed his tongue deep into her cunt. Tara felt it rasp deliciously over the sensitive pip of her clitoris.
With the side of her face pressed against his hairy belly and her jutting ass rolling above his eagerly licking tongue, she reached blindly out to stroke the hair above his cock. The tips of her fingers touched the wet base of his prick. She felt the silk of the panties framing Kathy's pussy, and the back of one finger was wetly brushed by the lips of the pussy itself. She began to caress the soft little rise above Kathy's cunt.
"Those fingers and that cock – what a combination! Keep rubbing my pussy! Keep shoving that cock to me!" the blonde girl cried, the bed rocking beneath them as she began moving her cunt faster and faster over the prick that impaled it. "Lift your ass and drive all of that big tool up in me!"
Roger Hollendale was doing just that. With his feet flat against the bed for leverage, he had lifted his ass and was holding Kathy suspended over his cock. His hips bucked and twisted, his thick cock stabbing and grinding at her pussy. Tara heard Kathy whimper softly and knew she must be coming.
Tara was about to do the same. Roger had now slipped one hand between their bodies and was holding her tit, kneading it softly. His other hand held the cheeks of her ass slightly apart. With each lifting of his head he licked across the tingling lips of her pussy and into the crack of her ass, slopping just before he reached the tight circle of her asshole. Lowering his head, he would swirl his tongue wildly, and then his mouth would close over the lowermost part of her cunt, sucking hard. He was sucking on it when Tara began to come.
She moved her cunt against his mouth as he sucked the juices from it, and she heard Kathy give a great sigh of pleasure as her cunt was filled with a sudden flow of come from his cock. She watched as Kathy wriggled her cunt wildly to get the fullest pleasure from his thrusting prick and then fell backward to let it slide from her cunt, and then she moved quickly to take his prick in her hands.
Holding it lightly with her fingers she lapped at the sticky head, tasting on it the juices from Kathy's cunt, and her lips were parted and ready when he released another, weaker stream of come. She swallowed that easily while he continued to suck at her cunt.
Lifting her head from his wet and softening cock, she found herself starting directly into Kathy's cunt. Lying back across his legs with her thighs parted and her lovely legs bent at the knees, the blonde was positioned so that the opening at the front of her crotchless panties gaped and her pussy was thrust forward. Come ran thickly from the pouting pink lips of her pussy. More come matted the taffy-colored hair around it. Tara put her tongue to the pink trench and began to lap at the warm flow.
"Lick me nice and easy, Tara. Lick my pussy nice and slow," Kathy said dreamily, her round hips moving only slightly. "Lick my cunt until it's nice and clean."
Tara was doing exactly that – licking Kathy's pussy slowly and easily – her own cunt moving above Roger Hollendale's busy tongue, when Jerry walked into the room.
His arrival came almost exactly as the three of them had planned it.
"If the idea of picking up a total stranger and fucking him ragged turns the two of you on, it's okay by me," he had told them, a gleam of excitement showing in his eyes, when they made the suggestion a couple of nights before. "Hell, the two of you go out and find the stud you want to fuck, get him here and balling, and then I'll join in the party. Whoever you pick, we'll really blow his mind!"
"We'll blow more than his mind!" the two women had said, almost as one voice.
Now, approaching the bed, with his cock hard at the front of his white jockey shorts and a wolfish grin on his face, Jerry looked at the three of them and said, "Looks like I made it home just in time for the fucking." He reached down to run one hand over Kathy's tit.
"Hey! What the hell?" Started, Roger pushed Tara away. Bit and strong as he was, his eyes looked somewhat frightened as he stared up at Jerry. "Look, I didn't come here looking for any trouble."
Tara laughed as she sat on the edge of the bed beside him and reached down to tease his soft cock. "Who said anything about trouble. Hell, Jerry is just here for the fucking. Can't you tell that by looking at his cock?"
Kathy had turned on the bed so that she was facing Jerry. She gave a little laugh as she grabbed the top of his shorts and tugged them down just far enough to let his hard cock spring free. She made a little fist around it and playfully began to jack him off.
"You don't have to be afraid of Jerry, Roger…" she laughed, her fingers still gliding over his cock. "As you can see, this is no deadly weapon." Turning a bit, she took the head of it softly between her lips.
Roger Hollendale looked more confused than ever. His eyes dropped to the hand Tara was running over his cock. They shifted to Jerry's hand, obviously comparing their wedding bands.
"Sure, we're married," Jerry answered before he had a chance to ask the question. Kathy took her lips from the head of his cock and turned to smile at Roger as he added, "So what's the fucking difference? If I don't mind you screwing my wife, it's no hair off your balls."
"And he does have plenty of hair on his balls!" Tara laughed, suddenly bending her head low between Roger's thighs. She lifted his limber cock, holding it out of her way, and began to lap at the wrinkled sack of his balls. Her big tits hung down so that her stiffened nipples touched his leg, and she moved her shoulders so that they swayed against him. His cock began to harden.
"I do believe Roger is over his fears and ready to fuck," she said, squeezing his cock and kissing its head before sitting up to put one arm around his shoulder and press her naked tits against his side.
"Ready to give me some of that good cock, Roger?" Roger glanced uneasily up at Jerry, who had moved away from Kathy and was still smiling as he bent to remove his shorts. He still seemed unsure of what was happening, but his hand had wandered to Tara's pussy.
"Baby, I don't know how long an old man like me can keep on fucking," he said, forcing a little laugh. "But as long as I can keep it up, and as long as nobody has any objections, this cock is yours."
"To have, to hold – and to fuck!" Tara gave his cock a very hard squeeze, sliding the outer skin back from the head, and then put her hand on the thick muscles of his chest and began easing him back on the bed. "And I know exactly how I want you to fuck me."
It was a way of fucking she had seen in one of the girlie magazines to which Jerry subscribed, and she had been fascinated with its possibilities since reading about it. Now she was ready to give it a try, and her cunt was smoldering in anticipation.
She guided Roger down onto his back, keeping one hand constantly on his hard cock. When he was laying exactly the way she wanted, she turned her back toward his face and threw one long leg over his body. He put his hands on the in curve of her narrow waist as she eased her hairy cunt down over the head of his cock. She inhaled deeply and her tits rose as she felt his cock sliding in.
"Put your hands on my tits and spread your legs," she told him breathlessly, falling back so that she felt the fur on his chest against her shoulder blades. His cock felt hot and hard as a glowing poker inside her cunt, and she was barely able to go on talking. "That's the way, baby. Now, just keep that big prick inside me while I set things up for the kind of fucking I have in mind. Kathy, don't you see a couple of thing you might like to lick?"
Sitting on one edge of the bed, Kathy had been watching with her blue eyes growing wider while Tara mounted Roger and eased his cock up into her cunt. Now she seemed to tremble deliciously all over as she moved into position between their feet.
Laying back with her long legs extended between Roger's, her big tits held firmly in his hands, Tara had placed herself so that the upper half of his cock was nestled in her cunt. It held the pink lips of her pussy wide, and his hairy balls were visible just under the sleek under curves of her full ass. Kathy placed one hand on each of Tara's shapely thighs as she bent down to begin licking.
"Yes, baby, lick the lips of my pussy. Lick it and lick his cock, too!" Tara puffed as she felt the tongue run expertly and knowingly over her trembling flesh, touching that rim of flesh where his cock vanished into her aunt. Feeling Roger move tremblingly beneath her and knowing that Kathy must also be licking his cock and balls, Tara said, "Easy, Roger, easy! Don't let your prick slip out. That feels too fucking good to lose."
It felt better than anything she had ever known. Her aunt was tightly packed with warm, hard, slowly moving cock meat, yet she was having it eaten at the same time. It was almost unbearably good, but it was also only a prelude to the way she intended to be fucked. She raised her arms as Jerry sat down beside her on the bed. He kissed her hotly on the mouth, then took her hand and moved it down to the hard shaft of his cock.
"When do I get a little of that pussy?" he asked, moving his hips so that his hard cock slid through her fingers. "I'm about ready to shoot my load from watching the rest of you fuck."
Tara squeezed his cock very hard. The sensations in her cunt were such that her vision was blurred as she looked up at her husband. She wriggled her ass slowly and carefully, causing Roger's cock to shift inside her cunt and causing Kathy to lick at her even more eagerly.
"Kiss me and suck my tits right now, Jerry," she told him, unable to make any move that would cause Kathy to stop using that expert tongue on her pussy. "Love on me while I lay here and enjoy having my cunt tongued and fucked."
As Jerry bent eagerly down and began licking and sucking at the tits cupped by Roger's hands, Tara felt Kathy begin licking at her pussy with fleeting little touches of her tongue that made it impossible to keep her body still. At the same time, Roger began lifting his hips and fucking her with slow and careful but powerful strokes of his hard, thick cock. She felt herself coming.
"Lick my cock, baby! And lick my balls!" Roger cried thickly, his hands going tight over Tara's tits and his prick moving faster in her cunt. "A little more of that and I'm going to come like you've never seen a man come before!"
"No! Not yet! Don't come yet!" Tara said, awakened by the urgency in his voice and the sudden vigorous thrusts of his prick. "I want fucked another way before you come. Jerry, move down there and take Kathy's place. Hurry! I want bath of your cocks inside me and fucking me at the same time. Hurry, damn it!"
"Hey… I don't know about that!" Roger said then, his cock suddenly unmoving. Tara flexed her pussy around it, her ass moving against his groin, as Kathy bestowed a last kiss on her cunt and moved aside to make room for Jerry.
"Don't get uptight about it, Roger," she said, looking up to see Jerry already kneeling between their outstretched legs. His cock was hard and rigid before him, and she could scarcely wait for him to Tara it stiffly up her cunt. "There's nothing homosexual about two cocks sharing the same cunt. Just think about how tightly packed with cock meat my cunt is going to be, and about all the good fucking you're going to be giving me. Go ahead, Jerry, bury your cock right above his in my cunt."
Jerry was already preparing to do exactly that. His dark face was tense with excitement as, holding his cock with one hand, he moved higher between her thighs. His other hand closed over her tit, holding it firmly but gently; and then she was sandwiched between the two hard masculine bodies.
She felt Roger's cock being forced back and in as it was joined in her cunt by the head of Jerry's prick. She felt him move beneath her as his cock was jostled aside by the ramming shaft that had joined it, and she felt him lift his hips higher as Jerry began to fuck with deep, rapid thrusts of his cock.
Kathy had knelt behind Jerry now, reaching down between his legs to caress his balls and base of his prick, and Tara could hear her chanting words of encouragement, words that caused Jerry to fuck more excitedly than he had ever fucked before.
Inside her tightly packed cunt Tara could feel the two hard cocks thrusting this way and that, their meaty heads stabbing at the inner walls of her pussy. Like two stiffened eels they moved to and fro, up and down, in and out, and it was as if they were fighting over the most favored place in her pussy. She had never felt anything inside her cunt that even approached the excitement of this.
With her eyes tightly closed and her lush body squirming between the two men fucking her she chanted, "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me, God damn you!" over and over again, not even aware she was saying the words.
She would never know which man came first. Suddenly there was a wet rocket exploding inside her cunt, then another and another, and she felt their pricks slipping free. Then they were coming on her thighs, belly, the cheeks of her ass, and into the auburn hair around her pussy. At last Jerry rolled away and Tara moved over to lay between the two men. It was a moment before she saw Kathy reaching down to touch Jerry's cock.
"Hope both you guys can get it up again," she said cheerfully. "You've got another cunt waiting who wants to try two cocks at once."
Tara looked up and gave her a wink.
It was great being able to fuck without any hassle.



CHAPTER NINE


The hassle started a week later. It began as they were eating the supper she and Kathy had cooked, and it was triggered when Tara casually mentioned that Bill Dillon and one of his friends had stopped by that afternoon.
"The guy with him had a cock this long," she said, laughing and holding her hands about a foot apart. "And the little bastard fucked like a real artist."
Jerry laughed softly, looking down at his plate. "You've been seeing a lot of this Dillon kid, haven't you?" he said softly. "I mean, this must be at last a dozen times he's been by here while I'm at work."
Tara laughed easily, her big tits jiggling slightly under her orange blouse. "Hell, who's been counting? I don't know how many fuck parties we've had together. Maybe it has been a dozen, maybe more. You're not going to start getting uptight over some kid, are you?"
"I just don't like it, that's all," Jerry said, still looking down at his plate and surprising her with the sullen look on his face. "I don't really care who you fuck, but I don't want you to get hung up on fucking one guy either – some young stud with a cock like a mule. I think you'd better break it off with him."
She stared across the table at him, her fork tapping lightly against her plate. "Hey, what is this? I thought you and I had an agreement! Do you realize that you sound just like Wayne?"
"I don't care who I sound like," he said, almost shouting, his face red. "I just don't want you doing any more fucking with that guy and that's that!"
As Kathy got up and moved noiselessly away from the table, Tara glared at Jerry and said, "I don't remember you making any restrictions like that when you suggested that we start getting it on with other people, and I don't recall you getting pissed about me fucking that guy Roger. So what is all this crap about Bill Dillon?"
"Roger wasn't some snotty-nosed kid!" Jerry snapped and, throwing his fork down, got up and left the table.
Tara let it drop for the moment. But it remained very much on her mind and she seethed with anger throughout the night, anger which had very little to do with Bill Dillon. He might be young and energetic in his fucking, but she knew she could always find another just as good. He really had very little to do with the problem. The problem was more basic than that. She and Jerry had agreed to give one another absolute sexual freedom. If she now allowed him to place even a single restriction on the limits of her fucking, then she had no freedom at all.
Once she had clearly defined the problem she felt sure she knew the solution, so in the middle of the afternoon of the next day she called Bill Dillon and asked him to come by.
"I think you're making a mistake and I think I'd rather not be here when Jerry gets home," Kathy told her, a few minutes before Bill was due to arrive. "I've got a feeling the shit may really hit the fan."
"Go ahead and leave for a while if you want to," Tara shrugged. "But I'll make you a bet. I'll bet that when you come back, I have them in bed together, fucking me like there's no tomorrow."
Bill Dillon arrived only a few minutes after Kathy had gone. He was wearing his usual tee-shirt and jeans, and his young face took on a look of wonder when he stepped through the door and saw the outfit Tara was wearing. It was one she had bought through the mail, solely to wear while fucking, and it had arrived only two days before.
The bra did not cover her tits at all. It simply framed the large, creamy mounds of flesh with black satin, holding them high and causing them to thrust forward. The straps of a matching black garter belt clung to the curves of her shapely thighs and were attached to black mesh hose that were in beautiful contrast to her naked upper thighs. Her filmy black panties were split over her cunt and asshole, and all of this was set off by high-heeled black leather boots that ended just below her knees.
"The better to fuck you with, my young stud," she told him, stepping into his outstretched arms and pressing her tits against his chest as soon as he had closed the door. She reached for his cock and found it hard. "And if you'll hurry me into the bedroom, I'll show you just how much better fucking can be."
"If it's any better than it looks, I'll get fucked to death," he joked, running his hands wildly over her tits, her ass, her cunt. "I never thought there was any way your tits could look better, but I swear they do!"
He put one hand under each of her tits and lowered his head to suck passionately at them, and bra let him linger there until, her nipples were pounding like drums, her knees were weak, and hot juices were welling up in her cunt. Then she pulled away from him and let her ass roll saucily as she led him into the bedroom.
It took the two of them working together only a few seconds to remove his clothing. When his lean young body was naked she stood for a moment with her lips against his, her big tits mashed against his chest, and her hand sliding back and forth over the length of his long, hard cock. Then she eased him down on the bed, on his back, and knelt down over him to suck his cock.
She had one knee on each side of his slim body. Her cunt and ass were poised directly over his head. As she took his balls in one hand and his heated prick in the other, she could feel his hands on the naked flesh above her hose and could almost feel his eyes admiring her scantily dressed cunt and ass. She felt his hands begin to stroke her as she touched her tongue to the head of his cock.
She began tormenting his cock with her tongue, wanting to see if he would lift his head and eat her pussy without being asked. She could still recall the day she had talked him into eating her cunt in front of his friends, and it always excited her when he lost control and began eating her pussy so excitedly that he seemed unaware of what he was doing. Those were the times he ate her cunt best.
Forming her lips into a soft oval that covered the helmet-shaped head of his cock, she moved her tongue in a slow, deliberate circle over the tasty knob of meat. Her fingers closed around the base of his cock, squeezing hard. Her tongue circled the head of his cock once more, moving in the opposite direction. She felt his hands on the cheeks of her ass, warm through the thin nylon of her panties, and could feel his breath on her cunt.
Taking her mouth from the head of his cock and holding the long shaft off to one side, she ran her tongue lightly over the corded blue vein that ran along the underside of his prick. Then she followed that vein down to the base of his cock. From there her tongue moved to the darkly haired, wrinkled sack containing his balls. She lapped at the hot flesh. Then she took that wrinkled flesh between her lips and nibbled it softly. She felt his tongue on her thighs, so very, very close to her pussy.
"Man, you'll never know how good that feels when you're licking and nipping at my balls!" he said, his face so close to her pussy that little ripples of pleasure, caused by his hot breath, went though her cunt as he spoke. "Lick down close to my asshole, like you do sometimes when you're blowing me. Like that!"
With his balls held to one side, Tara licked the bottom of the furry sack. Her head dipped even lower between his thighs, her tongue moving into the lightly haired crack between the cheeks of his ass. She continued licking downward until her tongue touched the puckered eye of his asshole, then slowly began licking and nibbling her way back toward his prick. She felt him kiss her pussy.
It was a very light caress she felt on her cunt, just his lips pressing through the slit in her panties to touch the dewy flesh that pouted from the center of her pussy hair. But it was enough to send her into a frenzy that she acted out on the long, hard shaft of his cock.
Her mouth opened wide as she gulped down on the head of it. She slid it far between her lips with a wet sound that echoed in her ears, and when she could feel its knobbed head probing at her throat, she sucked it harder than she had ever before sucked on a cock. All of it remained in her mouth until she felt the rewards of her effort.
Pressing his face heatedly against her cunt and moving it wildly from side to side, licking them from top to bottom, sneaking between them to flay her clit. His hands were holding her ass as lightly as if he feared she might escape.
She bobbed her head rapidly up and down, his long cock sliding in and out of her mouth. With her hands she held the base of his prick and eagerly milked his balls. Her ass writhed excitedly in his hands, her pussy doing a little dance above his face. Her mouth left his prick for just an instant.
"Lick my asshole! See if you can stick your tongue in my ass!" she pleaded, shifting her hips to make it easier for him to reach the place she was begging him to lick. "Put your tongue in my ass and lick it just the way you lick my pussy!"
There was no more hesitation on his part. She felt his hands spreading the slit in her panties, baring the deep cleft between the cheeks of her voluptuous ass. She felt him lick her cunt one last time, and then his head was rising high between her parted thighs. His tongue licked wetly at the crack of her ass.
As she felt the fiery wetness moving closer and closer to her eagerly tingling asshole, Tara began sucking his cock with total abandon. Her lips flew up and down its long length, tugging and sucking at it with the relish of the devoted cocksucker. They worked at his prick as if it were an item of worship, and they clung to it more avidly than ever with his tongue found and began licking her asshole.
His face was pressed tightly to the crack of her ass, his breath hot against the sleek flesh, and the tip of his tongue was lightly circling the rubbery brown spot. Then she felt that tongue stiffen and make a stab at her asshole. His hand spread her buttocks even wider. His tongue slid into her ass like a wet little cock, and she shuddered violently as she began to come.
As if triggered by her own coming or by the trembling of the lush body that hovered above him, he also began to come. His cock was deep in her mouth when the thick stream was released, but she managed to swallow it with no choking. Her lips clung to his cock until it began to shrink and grow soft, and then she turned to hold it lovingly in her hand while she pressed her magnificent body against his and kissed him on the mouth.
"That was terrific – having you tongue my ass," she said softly, her fingers moving over his cock. "Do you remember the day we met? How I let you fuck me in the ass? Well, I want you to fuck me there again. But first there's something I want to tell you."
She lay beside him with her hand on his cock and told him about her arrangement with Jerry. She told him how it began at the suggestion of her husband. She described the night she and Jerry had traded partners with Kathy and Wayne. She told him a little – but only a little – about some of the rest of the fucking she had done. The only thing she failed to mention was her husband's irrational jealousy of him.
He listened silently, with a look of disbelief on his lean young face, and finally he turned to look into her eyes. He whistled softly and gave a shake of his head.
"Jeez! Are you telling me your old man really doesn't care about you fucking other guys?" he said. "You mean he really lets you fuck other men right in front of him?"
"I'm telling you more than that. I'm saying it turns him on to see me fucking or sucking somebody else. The best fucking I ever get from him is when he's sharing me with another man. And today I want you and him to share me. I want you and my husband fucking me at the same time."
As she had expected, he sat up then, looking frightened and ready to flee. She pulled him back down on the bed, rubbing her tits against him and holding his leg between her thighs, letting him feel her pussy through the slit at the front of her panties.
"Look, Bill, I'm telling you the truth! Would I risk letting him find me and you together like this if I was lying?" she reasoned, her hand caressing his chest and his cock. "There won't be any trouble, I promise. Don't you remember how good it was the day I fucked you and your two friends? Jerry likes the same kind of action."
Some of the tension seemed to evaporate then. "Well, if you're sure," he said hesitantly, and Tara realized that he was turned on by the idea of sharing a woman. She suspected that all men were.
"I'm absolutely sure," she said, feeling his cock growing hard in her hand. "But there's something you have to do, and don't ask for any explanations. If my husband asks, your name is Walter. Okay?"
She stifled his question by kissing him passionately on the mouth, her hand moving excitingly over his cock, and in that way she kept him occupied until she heard a sound at the front door and knew that Jerry was home.
"Don't worry about a thing," she told him in a low voice, kissing the head of his cock before climbing from the bed. "I'm going to let him know you're here and arrange a real fuck party."
Jerry was already out of his jacket and loosening his tie when she stepped into the front room, and he gave a low wolf whistle when he saw the way she was dressed. He put both hands on her ass when he kissed her, and she could feel his cock swelling and growing hard. She unzipped his pants and jacked him off a few strokes.
"I see you brought the goodies home," she said, moving her tits so he could feel them through his shirt. "That means both of us are ready for some non-stop fucking. Mmmmm! I love this prick!"
Something in her voice revealed her meaning.
His face showed his excitement as he slipped his hands down the back of her panties, feeling her ass, while her grip tightened on the hard shaft of his cock. He pressed the head of his cock against her belly and looked over her shoulder toward the bedroom.
"A party? Who with? Are you going to tell me now, or do I go in and fuck first, then introduce myself?" His laugh said that he had forgotten their quarrel.
"Just a kid I picked up. Walter something-or-other. He's scared to death, so let me handle everything." Her hands were working rapidly at his clothing, and as he began helping her, she said, "God, I've been going nuts waiting for you to get home! All I could think about was you getting here and the two of you giving me a double fucking!"
"Lead the way, baby," Jerry said, and Tara did.
Bill Dillon lay where she had left him, his long cock now soft against his leg. The doubt was once again apparent on his youthful face, but it banished when he looked up and saw Jerry naked and smiling at him. Still, the smile he managed in return seemed meek and embarrassed. He watched warily as Tara climbed on the bed and reached out to touch his limber cock.
"Don't tell me you've lost your hard-on, poor thing," she said, then bent to take several inches of his cock into her mouth and suck at it, her hand going between his thighs and rubbing his balls. She sucked his cock until she felt it grow hard inside her mouth, then lifted her head and said, "That's better. Now keep it nice and hard so you can fuck me in the ass."
Having Jerry watch as Tara sucked his cock was the final assurance that Bill needed. As she moved away from him and put her hand on Jerry's hard prick, she felt his hands sliding up the back of her leg, tinder her lacy panties, and onto the cheek of her ass. She wriggled it beneath his hand as she bent over Jerry.
He was lying on his back, his cock rigidly upright and his eyes bright with excited amusement as he turned his head to watch the utter devotion with which Bill fondled Tara's scantily clad ass. He chuckled.
"Goddamned nice stuff, isn't it, sonny," he said, putting one hand on the back of Tara's head as she bent down to tongue his cock. "You damned well better make the most of it. Not every kid your age gets a shot at a good-looking cunt like Tara."
"I'll make the most of it. You can damned well bet on that," Bill told him, his confidence back now. His hands spread the slit at the rear of Tara's panties, and she felt his tongue lapping wetly at the sensitive flesh close to the crack of her ass.
She let him lap at her ass for a moment while she knelt and sucked at Jerry's hard cock. When the tongue on her ass and the cock in her mouth had combined to make her cunt so seething hot that she could bear it no longer, she pulled away from the two of them and threw one slender leg over Jerry's hips. He reached up to caress her tits as she grasped his cock and guided it toward the slit at the front of her panties. His lips drew back in pleasure, baring his teeth, as the hair of her cunt touched the head of his cock. His hips rose from the bed as her cunt enveloped it.
"Get over and behind me and fuck me in the ass! Now!" she told Bill, leaning a bit forward as Jerry's hard cock slithered up into her cunt. She could barely stand the waiting. "Ram your cock up my ass and let me feel the two of you fucking me at once!"
Jerry put his arms around her then, his lips rising and falling to drive his cock in and out of her cunt, and he held her so that the tips of her big tits grazed lightly against his chest. As she kissed him, she felt his hands grasping her ass, holding the cheeks spread wide for the cock that was about to enter her there.
She felt Bill's hands on the small of her back then, just above Jerry's, and she felt the head of his cock settling in the crack of her ass. It touched her asshole. She tried to hold her buttocks still, but that was impossible because of the forceful way Jerry was ramming his cock upward at her cunt. A twinge of pleasurable pain flashed through her body as her asshole was parted by the head of Bill's long, slender cock.
His prick was in her. She could feel it inching quickly into the tight tunnel of her asshole. She could feel the cheeks of her ass shaking around it. She could feel it going deeper, deeper.
Then it was retreating, pausing, and once again it was plunging into her asshole like a ramrod. It was fucking her with strokes that came almost as fast as those of the cock slithering in and out of her vibrating cunt. She threw her head back.
"Oh, my God! It's like I can feel your cocks bumping together inside me!" she cried. "Can you feel them? No! Don't answer! Just fuck me! Fuck me in my cunt and in my asshole!"
They fucked her as if deliberately matching the rhythm of their cock. When Jerry raised his hips and plunged his cock deep into her cunt, Bill lurched forward and rammed his prick just as deep into her asshole. When Jerry lowered his hips to let his cock retreat, she could feel Bill's long cock slowly withdrawing from her asshole. When one prick moved faster, the other did the same. They even sounded as if they were breathing in unison, and the breath seemed to rattle in their throats as they began fucking her with frantically fast stabbings of their cocks.
"Oh, Lord, what a fucking!" she groaned, feeling herself begin to come. "What two fuckings! Harder! Fuck me a little harder!"
She was suddenly pressed between their hard bodies, held to tightly she was barely able to breathe, and she felt each cock being buried to the hilt. A wet warmth flooded her asshole. The same wet warmth filled her cunt. A delicious eternity passed before they withdrew their cocks and let her roll free.
She rested between them and she almost glowed with satisfaction. As she looked at Jerry and smiled tiredly, she knew that she would now be able to prove her point. Her argument with him was won. His anger over her fucking Bill was totally without reason, and she would show that to him as soon as Bill was gone.
But that could wait until later.
For the time being she was more interested in what could be done with the two cocks she held lovingly in her hands.



CHAPTER TEN


"You lied to me, you fucking bitch! You lied to me and you made a fool of me!" Jerry shouted, for perhaps the twentieth time in two days. His face was livid with rage as he paced back and forth in front of the sofa where Tara lounged. He looked at Kathy, who sat forlornly in the love seat opposite Tara, and he said, "After I told her not to bring that bastard here again, she has me right in bed with them while he's fucking her in the ass! Can you imagine that?"
"It was all right with you as long as you didn't know who he really was," Tara said, trying to make her voice soft and reasonable, even though she was about to lose her temper again. "Don't you see that it's just all in your mind? How can you not mind me fucking any other man, then fly into a rage over a boy like that? And besides, when did we ever agree that you get to pick the guys I fuck?"
"Fucking you right in the ass, by God! Fucking you in the ass and you really going for it!" Jerry whirled, aiming his finger at it as if it were a pistol, and she saw he was beyond the point of reason. "I'll bet it wasn't the first time he fucked you that way, either. He's probably had his cock up your ass at least a dozen times!"
"So what if he has? What fucking difference does it make?" Tara was fed up. She stood and faced him, her hands on her hips and her big tits visibly shaking beneath her chiffon gown. "You and I had an arrangement. We were supposed to have the freedom to fuck around without all this bullshit. So what happened to that idea, big shot?"
Jerry stared at her for a moment without speaking. His lower lip began to tremble slightly and his hand dropped to his side. He turned his head slightly, as if unable to meet her stare.
"I guess that idea turned out to be a mistake," he said finally, the words barely audible. "I guess I can't handle swinging as well as I thought I could. I keep worrying that you'll get hung up on this kid you've been fucking and I'll end up losing. So it's all over. We're through fucking around lice a couple of wild people."
Tara stood motionless for a moment, glaring at him. When she spoke her voice was cold as ice.
"Speak for yourself, darling," she said. "Maybe you're through fucking around, but I'm just getting started."
Then she turned abruptly and strode angrily into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Jerry stared after for a moment, then put his hands in his pockets and began pacing the floor again. He seemed totally unaware of Kathy's presence, and she sat staring at the floor, knowing there was nothing she could say or do. She had the eerie feeling that the scene might continue forever – with her sitting there silently while Jerry paced – and she was enormously relieved when the doorbell rang and Jerry went to answer it.
Her relief turned to happiness when Wayne stepped through the door, and she was on her feet at once, moving toward him.
"I want you home, Kathy," he said, ignoring Jerry and putting his hands on her hips to pull her close. He kissed her twice on the mouth. "Damn it, honey, I've done a lot of thinking, and I want you back on any terms I can get you back. Will you go home with me?"
She was laughing and crying at the same time. "Give me something like a second to get my things. Hell, I haven't even bothered to unpack."
Jerry stared at them in moody silence as Kathy retrieved her small suitcase from the closet, and he let them pass without saying a word. At the door Wayne turned as if to speak, but he had already turned away and was walking toward the closed bedroom door. Wayne took her arm and led her out into the night.
At their front door, when she had her hand on the knob and was ready to turn it, Wayne put his hand over hers and stopped her. He was standing close behind her, and through her blue wool skirt she could feel the hardness of his cock digging into the cheeks of her plump little ass. She wiggled her rump against his prick and smiled back over her shoulder at him.
"Honey, when I said I wanted you back on any terms, I meant it," he said, pressing his cock even harder against her ass while reaching around with one hand to feel her tits. "Before we go in, I'd better explain that to you. I've got a surprise for you."
The look on his face gave her a warning of what to expect. She reached back with one hand to feel his hard prick, and said, "This is the only cock I want now," but even as she said that she realized that he was determined. She listened to his hasty explanation.
He had decided that she was right and he was wrong. A couple could be bored to death by fucking only one another. There was no harm in having a little strange pussy or cock now and then. No harm at all. He had begun to realize that, Wayne said, when he told Jim and Karen Cartwright the reasons behind their separation and learned that the Cartwrights were into swinging. They claimed that it had strengthened their marriage, and they were in the house right now, waiting.
"If you're sure that's what you really want, Wayne," she said when he was finished. "I just don't want it to cause any more trouble between us. But I'll do any kind of fucking you want me to do."
They went into the house.
Jim Carpenter was naked on the sofa. He lay sprawled with his back resting in the curve of its arm. He had one leg extended on the sofa and his other foot resting on the floor, so that his legs were spread wide. His wife Karen was kneeling over him on the sofa, with her naked ass toward the door, and she was bending down to suck his cock. Kathy saw it slide deep into her mouth as they entered.
"Hey, Kathy! Glad you could make the party," Jim grinned and waved a hand at her, as casually as if he were welcoming her to dinner. He was a year older than Wayne, slim and dark, with black hair that now fell across his forehead. "Karen, think you can stop sucking cock long enough to say hello to our hostess?"
Karen Carpenter was a petite redhead, with small, sharply pointed tits and a boyishly round ass. She was wearing a man's dress shirt, unbuttoned; and nothing else. Kathy could see the lips of her cunt pouting out between her thighs as she bent to suck the cock of her husband, and for a moment it appeared that the redhead intended to ignore them and go on sucking. Then she lifted her head and smiled at Kathy.
"It's a damned good thing you got here," she said cheerfully. "Otherwise, these two studs might have fucked me to death."
She was not joking, Kathy realized. One look at her was all that was needed to know that she had been fucking and sucking both men, and probably for some time. And the house had its own story to tell. Bottles and glasses littered most surfaces, the ashtrays were filled to overflowing, and a large space had been cleared in the center of the floor, a space big enough for group fucking.
"Here comes old Kathy to the rescue," she said, and she began to undress.
By the time she had stripped to her panties and was hooking her thumbs in their elastic to tug them down, Wayne was out of most of his clothing and she could see his hard cock pushing against the front of his underwear. She tossed her panties into a pile with the rest of her clothing and reached down his shorts to clutch at his cock.
"I don't give a damn about the rest of it," she told him, "Just as long as I get fucked by your cock. You'll never know how much I've missed it."
"You'll get all the cock you can handle," he said, shedding the shorts and then pulling her close, holding her so that her plump little tits were mashed against his chest and the head of his cock was warm against her belly. "From now on, I promise you, you'll be getting plenty of cock."
With his one hand holding the round under curves of her ass and his other hand cupping her tit, he kissed her on the mouth. Then, as she began to suck at his tongue and her fingers became frantic on the thick hardness of his cock, he moved his lips down to her tit. He was tugging with his lips at the puckered nipple when she felt Jim moving up behind her.
"Not to interrupt the reunion," he said, laughing softly as the head of his cock touched Kathy's ass and his hands reached around to feel of her tits, "but you've got this old boy so hot he's about to bust his nuts from watching. Kathy, I've wanted to fuck you for at least five years. I don't think I can wait even five minutes longer. Man, what tits and ass!"
He continued rubbing his cock against her ass and stroking her tits with his hands as Wayne moved toward that cleared space in the center of the floor. As they sank to the carpet she kept her hand on Wayne's cock, but she allowed herself to be turned exactly the way he wanted. And what he wanted was soon clear.
"Get down over me and blow me," he said, his hands urging her into a kneeling position over his cock as he sprawled out on his back. "God! You'll never know how I've missed having you suck my cock!"
As she smiled at him and lowered her head to kiss the tip of his cock, Kathy felt Jim shifting about behind her. His knee was between her own, his hands lightly holding her tits, and she could feel his cock searching blindly for the entry to her cunt. She parted her lips and settled them over the head of her husband's prick.
It was the thickest cock she had ever sucked, so large in circumference that her jaws ached as she forced them wide to take it in her mouth. It seemed twice as thick as the cock she now felt parting the lips of her cunt, and she could barely wait until this scene was over and she was being fucked by it. She began sucking it in a way that she hoped would show how much she loved and needed it. She lapped, licked and sucked at it with all her skills.
"Man, what a pussy! What a tight little pussy!" she heard Jim chant from behind her, driving his cock at her cunt in a series of quick, choppy strokes, and only then did she dimly realize that she had begun to roll her ass in front of him. His prick plunged so deep that she could feel his cock hairs teasing her ass, and he grunted, "Baby, this pussy is as good as I always knew it would be!"
"And this pussy is hotter than it's ever been before," she heard Karen say. "Wayne, baby, I think you'd better eat it and cool it off before we catch the house on fire."
With her hands clutching Wayne's cock and balls, and Jim driving his prick at her cunt with strokes that came faster and faster, Kathy raised her head and looked up the length of her husband's naked body. She held his cock tight as she watched.
Karen was squatting above his face. The shirt she wore hung open to reveal her red-tipped, sharply pointed tits. Her smooth thighs were spread wide and the brownish pink lips of her pussy glistened wetly in the center of the coppery hair surrounding it. Wayne had his powerful arms around her thighs and was holding her easily as he raised his head to lap at her cunt.
Kathy could actually see his tongue licking at the dewy cunt. She could see it darting between the glistening lips, and she could hear Karen sighing happily as her pussy was eaten. She turned away and once again began sucking her husband's cock.
Now she held the head of it between her lips and licked it with her while using the fingers of one hand to slowly jack it off. With the fingers of her other hand she lightly caressed and squeezed his hairy balls.
"Faster! Jack me off just a little faster!" Wayne cried, his voice muffled. "And keep your lips around it so I can come in your mouth!"
His hips began to rise and fall slowly, his thick cock ramming at her mouth. Then they began moving faster, forcing more of his cock between her lips. Her fingers moved faster still, and she sucked at him with wet little noises that seemed to fill her ears.
Those noises mixed with the panting sounds Jim was making as he fucked her from the rear. His prick was sliding so swiftly in and out of her cunt that she knew he was only a few strokes short of coming, and she could feel her cunt seething with the approach of orgasm.
She came then, more intensely than ever before, with a shudder that began in her cunt and ran through each curve of her tits and ass. She was quaking all over as her lips slid far down Wayne's cock and her fingers kneaded his balls as if to force them to release their stored-up come.
They did. Far back in her throat, his cock gave off a great squirt of thick, hot gravy. It filled her mouth and slid greasily down her throat, and was quickly followed by more of the same. She was using the suction of her mouth to drain it from his prick when she felt the same hot juice spraying the inner walls of her cunt.
She remained on her knees, with one cock going limp in her mouth and another doing the same in her pussy, until Jim sighed loudly and pulled his cock free. Come was seeping from her pussy as she released Wayne's prick and moved up to lay beside him. She saw Karen curled up on the rug, looking tired and happily satisfied.
"I know I owed you this one," she told Wayne, kissing him and putting her hand on the wet shaft of his cock. "But later on, I think you and I ought to have a talk about what we really want."
"Sure, we'll talk," he said, smiling. "If we ever get through fucking."
Tara smiled as she knelt on the bed beside the young boy. She gave him a very lewd look as she took his cock in her hand and, bending lower still, rubbed the head of it against the smooth, creamy flesh of her right tit. She felt his slam body tremble, with excitement, but she was sure that his arousal was nothing compared to her own.
His body was slim, smooth, and except for the blond hair covering his balls. He wore his blond hair long, but it was neatly trimmed and he was a very good-looking youngster. His name was Raymond, and Bill Dillon, expecting to find Kathy still here, had brought him along. But Kathy had been gone for almost a week now, so Tara had the two of them for herself. She felt quite capable of satisfying them.
"Do you like feeling my tits against your cock, Raymond?" she asked him, pressing the big domes against his hard prick and moving them from side to side as she smiled up the length of his body at him. "Or is there something else you'd like me to do to your cock? It's such a nice cock I'll do anything to it you want me to do – suck it, fuck it, anything."
"Every thing you do to it feels good," the boy said, twisting his hips so that she felt his hard cock moving against her tits. He gave a spasmodic jerk as he put one hand high between her thighs, clutching at her pussy. "Put it back in your mouth and kiss it or suck it again. That was out of sight!"
Tara turned her head to grin back at Bill, who was resting with his back against the headboard of the bed. She saw that his cock was regaining its hardness as he watched the scene taking place.
"This time I'll suck you off all the way. I'll bet you've never had a real blow-job before, have you?" she said, knowing he had not and excited by the knowledge. She slid back the outer skin of his prick. "Well, I'll give you one you'll remember after the hair on your balls has gone grey."
The skin over the shaft of his cock was the color of ivory, its head was very pink. The pink head seemed to glow as she bent to touch it with the tip of her tongue. When she began swirling her tongue over it, his cock seemed to leap into her mouth and grow noticeably hotter in her hand. She was very careful not to scrape him with her teeth as she eased his prick into her mouth.
"Suck it soft and easy, would you?" he said in a boyish, pleading tone that added to her excitement. She felt his hand gently stroking her wet pussy and felt his other hand settling gently on the back of her head. "I really dig it when I feel your mouth just sliding over my cock. Wow! Like that! That's how I like to feel you sucking it!"
His cock was far from the largest she had ever sucked, so she was easily able to take all of it into her mouth. She let her lips slide down it until the head was deep in her mouth and the hair at the base of it was teasing her nose, then she sucked lightly as she raised her head and let the warm shaft slip through her clinging lips. The taste of it was delicious in her mouth.
As he began to squirm beneath her, his warm, hard prick wriggling like a snake inside her mouth, she felt two hands settling on the cheeks of her upraised ass. Then her ass was touched by the head of a cock. Taking her hand from the prick she was sucking, she reached back to grasp the hard cylinder of meat. She squeezed it and moved it about until the knobbed head was in the crack of her ass. It felt hot as fire against her asshole.
"I think you know where I want you to stick your cock, don't you?" she said, lifting her head and looking back over her shoulder at Bill. She rocked back on her knees, seeking to engulf his cock with her asshole. "Don't make me beg you, honey. You know what I want, so shove it on in there. Fuck my ass, damn you!"
Bill held his cock with one hand and used the other to pry the voluptuous cheeks of her ass apart. He swung his lean hips forward, the head of his prick drilling at the puckered brown circle of her asshole. He thought he heard a popping sound as the rubbery circle parted and then closed around the head of his cock. As he felt her asshole squeezing at his cock, he leaned aver her body and reached around to grasp her big tits.
"Nine inches of cock sliding up your asshole!" he said, swinging his hips powerfully forward and shoving his cock in to the hilt. "And I think you're liking it better every time I put it in there, aren't you?"
But Tara did not reply. As she felt the exquisite hurt of his long prick digging deep into her asshole, she had bit at her lower lip until it passed and was replaced by the delight she always felt at being fucked in the ass. Then she had quickly recaptured Raymond's hard prick with her mouth and began sucking it with quick bobbing of her head that caused the young boy to clutch harder at her neck and bounce his hips in a way that drove his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. The sound of his heavy breathing added to her own excitement as she sucked his cock.
Bill was fucking her faster now, his belly slapping loudly against the cheeks of her ass each time his long prick drilled deep into her squirming asshole. His hands worked frantically at her big tits, squeezing, pulling, stroking, and she knew he was ready to fill her ass with come. She squeezed Raymond's balls and gave a long, loving suck on his prick.
His come tasted almost sweet in her mouth. She sucked it from his prick and rolled it about in her mouth as though it were honey, and she was swallowing the last of it when she felt Bill filling her asshole with the same substance. She squirmed on his spewing cock, coming herself, and it was not until she had taken all of his come up her asshole and she was laying between the two boys with a warm cock held in each hand that her thoughts turned to Jerry. She smiled lazily as they did.
When they made their agreement to give one another absolute sexual freedom, Jerry had clearly been excited by the idea of having a sexually wild wife. She had agreed to be that kind of wife, and it was his problem, because he was going to have the wildest wife on the face of the earth.
Though he might never know it.
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