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CHAPTER ONE


She moved closer and let her legs twine around the man's upper thigh. In this position, she could rub her snatch on his leg and get the divine friction in her pussy that she longed for.
The woman felt her cunt begin to water and drool at the nearness of the prick. While having the hairy leg rub all over her cunt lips was nice, the idea of that prick ramming deep and hard all the way up into her belly was even nicer.
"Fuck me, Stan. I'm horny!"
"You're always horny," he said. "Don't you do anything at all during the day? I mean, God, you, are always wanting it!"
"Sure, dear, I do all sorts of things during the day. I usually masturbate from twelve till one!"
"Don't joke like that. It's not funny."
"So who's joking?" she shot back.
The young woman tossed the blonde hair from her eyes and moved closer to her husband. Candy thought he could be such a drag at times. She loved him, but she wished he would show a little more life when it came to fucking. All he ever wanted to do in bed was sleep.
That wouldn't have been bad, she admitted to herself, if he wanted to fuck out of bed. But he didn't. He seemed to think there was something evil about balling in the living room or fucking while taking a shower together. Stan wasn't the most imaginative man in the world.
Candy wished he was. Her pussy wished he was. She ran her hands over his hairy chest, tangling her fingers in the thick curls she found there before moving lower. His belly was so nice and hard and flat. It turned her on, thinking what he felt like as he pressed her down into the bed, those muscles literally rippling with power as he fucked her. But he wouldn't do such a thing unless she really convinced him she was desperate for his prick.
He loved her, she was sure, but he also thought she was a borderline nymphomaniac. She wasn't.
She just got hornier than he did.
Her fingers found his limp prick. She began lightly squeezing it, stroking the flaccid cock and bouncing it around, hoping a little life would flow into it. She wanted that cock long and hard, and shoved all the way up her cunt.
The mere thought of fucking made her even hornier. She could feel her pussy begin to churn and boil. Her frothy cunt juices leaked out between her puffy cunt lips and smeared all over the tops of his thigh.
"Really, Candy, do we have to? Tonight?"
"Whassa matter, big boy, you got a headache?" she teased. "Let's play doctor and nurse. I'll nurse at your big doctor and make it well!"
She went down on him. Like a snake slithering down a tree trunk, she dragged her huge tits along his body as she went. The feel of his rough skin sliding over her now rigid nipples sent hot shafts of desire into her chest. She felt her boiling blood hammering faster through her aroused body. The woman knew that they wouldn't explode from too much arousal, but they sure felt like it. The hard little nubbins of her nipples throbbed and pulsated with every beat of her racing heart.
She found his prick was still limp. She cupped it in the palm of one hand, as if it were some religious relic. Most men would have been hard and ready to fuck, simply being in bed with a voluptuous blonde like Candy. Not Stan. He had such a low sex drive that he sometimes thought he was abnormal.
There was no denying the fact that she was gorgeous. She was only twenty-one, and she doubted the magic had worn away from their marriage yet. They had only been married a year. She kept herself in shape, her tits firm and high and huge. Her slender waist flared out to womanly hips and ass. Her legs were slender, and she jogged five miles a day to keep them that way.
She was attractive and willing. Stan was attractive, but he was seldom willing. She didn't understand her husband at all. Sometimes, he even made her think he was right about her insatiable sex needs. Maybe she was a nympho and didn't know it. Still, from what she had read, nymphos don't enjoy fucking. They needed it, but didn't get off on it.
Candy got off on fucking in the biggest way possible. She would climax five or ten limes during a good fucking. That told her that Stan was probably wrong about her. She loved it. She just couldn't get enough of it.
"What a lovely prick," she said, loud enough for Stan to hear. "I think I'll sample it!"
She began licking at it like it was an all-day lollipop. The man stirred a little in bed, shifting his hips, but his prick didn't instantly stiffen as she had hoped it would. She began to suck in more and more of the limp prick. Her ruby lips clamped firmly onto the tip of his prick. She began sucking as hard as she could, using her tongue to tease and torment that lifeless firehose of cockflesh.
Her checks went hollow under the pressure she exerted. But her efforts began to pay off. Stan moaned softly and stirred more, his hips lifting up from the bed a bit. She increased the suction and made her tongue dance over his slowly inflating prick. Stroking along the sensitive underside of his prick produced the best results.
His cock stiffened and almost tilled her mouth, but he still had a long way to go. When she rammed her tongue tip into his piss-slit, she got him fully erect.
"Uhhhh, God, that feels super," he said. "But you can't get your tongue down there. Not big enough."
"I know," she giggled, "but it's so much fun trying. And you're more than big enough for me now."
She rolled her tongue tip around the very end of his cock. The purplish hood throbbed with virile power now. This was what she had been after, and now she could satisfy the longings threatening to devour her entire pussy.
"Keep sucking," he said. "I love the way your breath gusts around my balls."
"Like this?" she said, exhaling fast. She watched with fascination as his crotch bush rippled with the sudden hot wind. His balls tightened up into a small sphere that dangled under his long cock. She pressed the tip of her rough, pink tongue against that hairy little sac. Inside, she could feel the balls lurching and tumbling around with the thick stew of his jism.
She was getting closer. She knew that his passion would reach the point, sooner or later, where he couldn't help rolling over on top of her, crushing her into the mattress, stuffing his prick all the way up into her hungry cunt, and fucking her cross-eyed. How she wanted that prick in her cunt!
"Keep doing it. Feels nice."
His voice trailed off. For a horrified moment, Candy was afraid he had gone to sleep on her. No man could go to sleep while she was giving him a blowjob! That was an insult not to be endured!
But she was wrong. He was merely mumbling to himself in contentment. His throbbing cock told her he wasn't asleep in the only place that mattered. If his mind went to sleep, that was just too bad! She'd fuck herself on his prick and to hell with him!
"Go on, Stan, fuck me good. I can hardly stand it any more. Give all of your wonderful prick to me – right up the pussy!"
"You really want it?"
"Christ!" she shouted. "Why do you think I went to all this trouble? Yes, yes, I want it! I want every Goddamn inch of that sweet prick of yours fucking my cunt. And I want it now!"
She knew her emerald green eyes were flashing angrily. She didn't like to get mad while fucking. This was something special – or it should be. Tenderness and lust, cock ramming powerfully into cunt, both being thrilled to the limits of human endurance – that was what it was supposed to be about. Enjoyment. But lately, she had been getting mad at her husband.
She had to, if she wanted any sex. He simply wouldn't fuck her unless she forced him into it by getting angry. The blonde couldn't understand it. If she had been ugly or misshapen or a lousy lay, she would have been able to understand, a little. But she wasn't ugly, and she was anything but a lousy lay. All through high school, the studs had rushed to her because she was so good in the sack.
She had been selective then. She could afford to go out with only the best of the high school crowd. When they grew tiresome, she started dating the college kids. They really knew how to fuck, and had shown her tricks she would never have thought of on her own.
And then she'd met Stan. He was a good husband in every way except one. She loved him and he loved her, but he simply had not the driving need to fuck like she did. It was driving her out of her skull rather than over the brink of orgasm night after night.
"Fuck me!" she demanded.
She tugged hard at his prick. She rolled onto her back and spread her legs wantonly wide for him.
She wondered how he could possibly ignore such an invitation. Yet she knew that he would have, except for the fact she still held on firmly to his prick. She wasn't about to let that throbbing fuck stick loose until it was buried deep up into her seething hot pussy.
"Okay, I'll do it," he said tiredly.
She almost kneed him in the balls and left. She didn't want this to be a chore. It was fun! She could make it the next best thing to heaven, if he would only relax and enjoy with her. But he looked on fucking as a duty rather than as a thrill.
But she didn't kick him in the nuts. She wanted that huge prick of his sunk balls-deep into her cunt. And she got it. Her fingers guided his prick forward. She shuddered lightly as the knobby tip of his prick touched her turgid cunt lips. When the head of his prick vanished between those pussy lips and went up into her cunt hole, she cried out.
"Yes, yesssss! This is what I want!"
He dropped forward heavily, crushing her. She grabbed him wildly and pulled him down even harder. The feel of his broad, hairy chest against her nipples was almost more than she could bear. He began rocking back and forth. This jiggled her tits and mashed them flatter and flatter.
She moaned softly. She felt her breath coming in jagged gusts now. The feel of his body so near, the power of his prick nudging into her cunt, the smell of the sweat on both of their bodies – everything turned her on even more.
"Fuck haaaaaard!" she cried.
"You got it, babe," he said. His hips jerked forward, driving his prick to the hilt up her softly yielding cunt.
She screamed as she came. The mere entry of his prick was enough to get her off. She had wanted this for so long. It seemed an eternity. And now the best was yet to come. She knew what it would be like when he really got to fucking her with his long, smooth, expert strokes.
In one way, the man's lack of arousal helped her. He had no trouble at all controlling his own come. He could fuck all night long, and sometimes did, when she could convince him she needed it badly enough.
Clawing at his shoulders, she lifted her ass up off the bed and rammed her cunt down around the thick spike of his prick. She relished the feel of it pressing hotly against her inner cunt walls. She was stretching internally to take the thickness. She didn't mind the slight discomfort right now. Later, it would be superb.
"Want more?" he asked teasingly. "I can give it to you, if you want."
"I want, I want!" she moaned. "And fuck hard! Be brutal. Take me like an animal in rut!"
She needed to feel his body powerfully ramming into hers. She wanted his crotch to grind down hard on her cunt lips. It didn't matter if he bruised her pussy. She wanted it rough tonight. That would add more zest to the fucking.
"You got it, baby!" he cried.
He began fucking her with the rhythms he knew and loved. It was slow and tormenting. She felt the thick head of his prick move agonizingly slowly along her heated fuck tunnel. It pressed into the dripping walls of her cunt and built up just enough friction to keep her hot.
She knew she would be more than hot in a few minutes. She would be coming like a machine gun, and there wouldn't be any way she could stop. The effect of his prick on her pussy was strong.
Her legs lacked around his ass. She pressed the heels of her feet down into the hollows of his calves. This allowed the blonde girl to pull her cunt up to meet every single incoming stroke of the man's cock. She wanted to bury that stalk of cock meat all the way up into her cunt. If he ripped her apart all the way to the chin, so much the better!
"God, your pussy's squeezing down hard on my pecker tonight," the man grunted. "Feels like a landslide all around me. Gotta fuck more, more!"
She went berserk with desire when he rammed harder into her. The speed of his fucking picked up until her entire cunt burned with the friction. His thick cockhead swelled even more until she was certain he would rip her apart, as she had hoped earlier.
"I – aaaaaieeeee!" She cried as she came.
The woman lay in bed beside her husband, wondering if she could possibly stroke his prick back into that lovely steel-hard length she loved so much. She doubted it. She remembered the problem she had getting him erect the first time.
Candy couldn't stand it any longer. She got out of bed and went into the bathroom. Running the water from the faucet until it was just the right temperature, she quickly laid down in the tub, her legs propped up on the walls on either side of the running tap.
The hot water gushed over her cunt lips and clit. The caressing force of the hot water turned her on. She lay there masturbating for almost an hour. Her fingers were turning into wrinkled prunes, and she knew her cunt had to be waterlogged, but it still felt good to her. Sighing, she wondered what she could possibly do to interest Stan in fucking long enough to satisfy her.
She couldn't think of a single thing she hadn't tried. She was going to have to be content with staying perpetually horny, since Stan's sex drives didn't match up with hers.
She cried herself to sleep thinking about that, and the hollowness still gnawing at her pussy.
And Charlie wouldn't let her get to sleep. His fingers crawled under the thin nightie she wore and sought out all the places that aroused her the most. She heaved a deep sigh and knew that nothing was going to put him off tonight. Besides, the feel of his hands did sort of make her forget her tiredness. Charlie was an expert lover, but she did wish he would cool it now and then. All of the time, fuck-fuck-fuck. It seemed to be all he thought about.
"I'll show you some nice ways of keeping from thinking about how tired you are. Just lean back and let Charlie show you."
She sucked in her breath when his fingers caught the loose nubbins of her nipples. He squeezed down almost painfully hard. But she didn't mind. Not when those nipples began to fill with aroused blood from her pounding heart. She shoved her chest outward a little, hating herself for giving in to the man's ceaseless carnal demands like this. She wanted to sleep, not fuck!
"Ummm, Charlie, hurry, will you?" she pleaded.
He misinterpreted her meaning. "Sure, doll, I'm already hot and hard. Reach down and check it out for yourself."
She slid her hand under the sheets and found his prick already straining and erect. She began to fondle it, in spite of her vow to rest tonight. She realized this would only make the man's demands on her body more insistent. He wouldn't stop until he sank his cock deep into her pussy and fucked the skit out of her.
Night after night, it was the same thing. Mandy brushed her blonde hair back from her forehead and glared at her husband. Her green eyes glossed over a little in response to his hands moving restlessly all over her tits. She sobbed and snuggled down into the bed. He cupped her huge knockers and began wobbling them around in small circles. At first, he only moved the mounds of titflesh gently.
As his passion mounted, he began to brutally manhandle those scrumptious boobs. His fingers worked feverishly on the now-hard pebbles of her nipples. He moved his fingers in obvious milking motions. She sobbed louder, the desire mounting in her unwilling body.
How she wanted to sleep! But Charlie knew all the right things to do to her, ensuring she wouldn't get to sleep soon. He could simply fondle her jugs and she would come alive to him. She hated herself for this, but there wasn't anything to do now but go along with it.
Reluctantly, she would try to please him. After all, she was married to him and she did love him. If only be wasn't such a sex maniac!
"God, I think you're beautiful. Even more beautiful than Candy is."
"Oh, Charlie, come and it," she said in disgust. "We're twins. Candy looks exactly like me."
"Bullshit," he said earnestly. "I think you're prettier. Besides, it's you I love. And it's you in bed with me. Go on, doll, don't be shy. Stroke that prick you've got hold of. I can take it without coming like some kid getting his first handjob."
She thought that she might be able to get her husband's rocks off fast. If she did, he would let her rest. But no, he was a super stud. He could fuck all night, and often did. She could only try to keep up with him.
"Your tits are growing. I can feel your heart hammering away just inches under my hand."
He pressed down hard into her titflesh. She felt her boobs mash out flat. He tried to remold it into a shape more to his liking. He failed. The instant the man released his hold, it snapped back to its original sexy shape.
"I've got to sample that. It looks too good to pass up."
She started to protest, then his mouth took away her words. He went down on her tits and was avidly licking and sucking. The sharp jolt of carnal electricity that speared into her chest robbed her of her power of speech. The blonde girl could only accept what the man wanted to offer her.
And he offered her more than most women ever receive in a lifetime. She was filled with the sexual tension that made fucking Charlie such a thrill. He knew all the right things to do, all the right places to suck and lick and kiss. He used his tongue to torment her rigid nipple, then sucked the hard pebble of flesh into his mouth.
The action of his lips dragging across her sensitive nipple almost made her come. Most women would have been happy with a single orgasm. Most men would have been glad to get their women off once. While Mandy was content, Charlie wasn't.
To him, it was a challenge to his macho image. He had to get the seductive blonde off as many times as possible. Mandy realized she was in for another tiring night of active fucking. There wasn't any way in hell she could stop him from inflicting come after come on her tired, drained body.
She arched her back when he licked a wet spiral down the slope of her left tit. When he arrived at the deep canyon between the mountains of white titflesh, he lapped up and down the creased flesh before beginning the tantalizing spiral up her right knocker.
The woman almost went berserk under the tongue lashing. The rough, pink tongue made her shiver all over. She felt her pussy beginning to water with arousal. The woman wanted to deny that these changes were occurring in her body, but she couldn't. She was a sexual creature, but she just wished that her husband would pick better times to fuck.
He found the crest of her right boob. His tongue shot out and crushed the erect nipple into the soft marshmallow-like flesh underneath. The nipple pulsed and throbbed with new life. He watched it spring back. The coppery disk of her areola began to ripple as her breath came in ragged gusts again.
He recognized the symptoms. Redoubling his efforts, he made sure she came again. He felt her tits heat up as the flush of excited blood rushed to her shoulders and head. Her entire body trembled delightfully.
This spurred him on to even more erotic activities leaving behind a wet trail of spit, he slid down the cone-shaped slope of her tit and coasted across the dome of her belly.
Tongue flashing out into the deep depression of her navel, he hesitated there for only an instant. He could smell the tangled jungle of her pussy mound. His mouth watered at the thought of eating out that delicious cunt.
"Please, Charlie. No, nooooo!"
She came again as he entered the pussy's mound's tangled mat of hair. He used his tongue to pull up wetted strands of pubic hair. His chin crushed down into the woman's pubic bane. How he wished his prick was inside of that fuck tunnel! This would make her cunt seem even smaller than it was. He would be in heaven!
He found her little clit poking meekly out front between the folds of her cunt lips. He licked across it a few times to let it know he was there, then rushed down the liquid, channel of her pussy. He parted her cunt lips with his tongue and exposed bright pink inner flesh. The delicately scalloped flaps of sensitive flesh were all his. He sucked them into his mouth and ran his tongue over them as fast as he could.
The woman arched her back, screamed, and came. The frothy flood of her cunt juices almost drowned him. He continued to suck and lick slurping up that tasty, tangy flood. His tongue poked into the cunt hole and slithered up as far as he could reach.
Jaws cracking with strain, he tongue fucked her for all he was worth. He felt her cunt walls rippling with the power of her arousal. She came repeatedly. He continued to slurp up her sauces and then allowed his tongue to limply fall from her cunt hole.
For a moment, Mandy thought it was over. As delightful as the tongue fucking had been, it left her body even more weary than before. She couldn't take much more of this without having a nervous breakdown. She was physically exhausted, and wanted only to go quietly to sleep.
She knew she wasn't going to be allowed to do that when his tongue slipped down even farther.
"No, Charlie, ohhh, God, noooo! Not there, please, not tonight! I… I just can't!"
His tongue shot all the way up into her whole. The wiggly worm of his tongue worked against the woman's anus and then seductively rubbed her rectum walls. He tongue fucked her butt until she was whimpering like a whipped dog. The emotions raging inside of her were even more intense than before. She loved it and hated it at the same time.
Any woman would have given anything to feel this aroused. Mandy realized that she would be even more exhausted by the time Charlie had finished with her. With the frenzy he was building up, he might fuck her all night long.
"Roll over," he ordered. "Get on your belly. I want to see that sweet white ass of yours better."
She felt strong hands helping her to obey. She knew what was coming, even though she couldn't see. The thick probe of his cock parted her asscheeks and dived down toward the ring of her anus. She cried out loud when the blunted head of his prick tried to ram all the way up into her ass.
"No, please, ohhhh! You're hurting meeee!"
"Sorry," he said. "I thought you were reemed enough to take my little friend."
"Little? That swollen prick of yours? God, you can tear me apart with it! Please don't, Charlie, please!"
Again, he misunderstood her. He thought she was begging him not to harm her. He said, "Don't sweat it. This is going to be the best butt fuck ever! I promise!"
His prick raced up and down the liquid cradle of the woman's cunt lips. The thick love juices leaking out of her cunt made sure that his prick was well-greased for the trip all the way up her ass. He moved back into position, his cock nudging into the tight ring of her asshole muscles.
"Relax," he cautioned. "This is going to get even hotter later on. But right now, just take it easy."
"Ununmn, oh!"
She came again as the thick head of his knobby prick penetrated her ass. She felt an inch of his quivering cock slide in, followed by another and then another, until she had taken his entire eight inches. She tried to relax. The pain caused by his prick pushing outward so hard against her tight ass walls soon lessened. She stretched enough internally to take the thick girth of his mighty prick.
"God, you're like surgeon's glove around me. A surgeon's glove filled with burning hot lava. I love it. I could stay here all night long!"
"NO!" she cried, wanting him to stop this depraved act right now.
"Don't worry, darling. I won't stop. Hell, I'm just getting started. I'm going to fuck your butt like it's never been fucked before!"
He made good his promise. He pulled backward slowly. She thought she would go out of her mind with the feelings hi, caused deep down in her ass. The suction threatened to pull her insides all the way out with his piston of prick. The suction seal between his prick and her tensed up rectal walls made the vacuum inside almost perfect.
It sounded like she farted when he broke the seal, his prick almost falling out of her asshole.
"Stop! Don't do this to me!" she cried, shuddering with lust.
He only laughed. He thought she was getting confused in the throes of passion generated by the fucking. He had heard it all before. A woman begging him to stop when she really meant "fuck faster".
He fucked into the beckoning asshole as fast as he could. He gasped in response to the heat and pressure surrounding his cock. He loved butt fucking. This was his wife's tightest hole. She could satisfy him easily.
He rubbed his hairy upper thighs over the softness of the buttocks pressing into his groin. They fit together like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. His prick relished the feel of her meaty asscheeks on either side as it rushed inward. When he sank balls-deep all the way up her tightest passage, he could revel in that sensation.
The heat rushed down his prick, like a fuse burning to the powder keg. He knew his balls couldn't take much more of this. They had already begun to tumble and churn with passion. His hairy little bag began to contract. This made the boiling action going on inside all the worse. He fought to hold down the burning tide of his heated jism.
"Gotta fuck, just gotta!" he moaned.
He started fucking faster, every stroke powerfully thrust into the woman's tight, hot ass. His hands rubbed along the sides of her body, finally reaching around and seeking out her clit. When he found it, his fingertips gave feathery light touches to the hard cunt.
She came hard.
Her ass smashed down around his prick, trying to flatten it. He didn't stop his powerful butt fucking. He kept his cock moving in and out of her body, even though it was harder for him to control his hips. Soon, he lost all sense of order. The tip of his prick heated to the point where it burned the entire length to the lead-heavy jism locked up in his balls.
Only through iron-hard control did he manage to keep from spewing out his jism into her tight hole. But he lost all conscious control of his actions. His hips took over. He rammed fast and hard into the woman's ass. The friction between cock and ass wall mounted. He felt the crushing power of another orgasm rush through his wife's body.
That was the last straw. He couldn't tolerate any more. The heat. The pressure. The feel of her body. The idea of him ramming his prick up her shit chute. All that and more conspired to rob him of his precious come. He blasted apart, like a stick of dynamite exploding, his prick spurting come.
He whitewashed the walls of her asshole until every single droplet of his come had been milked from his balls. His prick fell limp and spent from her asshole, followed by a flow of his come.
"Wasn't that the sexiest enema you ever got?" he asked, falling forward so that his arms went around his wife.
She felt those knowing fingers working lower, across her belly, through the mat of her bush, all the way to her snatch. He parted her cunt lips and drove his middle finger into the clinging tunnel of her pussy. She knew he would soon fall asleep.
But she wouldn't, not for a long time.
She was glad it was over, damned glad. Now she could try to rest a little, if he would let he. Mandy was glad she hadn't asked, "Is that all?" She had done that once and he had thought she'd wanted more.
Most women would have counted themselves lucky to be married to a man like Charlie. Mandy couldn't keep up with the hectic pace of his lovemaking. Every single night, he wanted to feel if it had just been simple fucking, she might not have minded quite so much. He loved to experiment with absurd positions. And he got into things she considered absolutely kinky and not done by nice people.
To Charlie, it was simply fun. Nothing more.
For Mandy, it was unbearable. She wondered if getting laid too much was grounds for divorce. Somehow, she doubted it. The blonde girl went to sleep dreaming of a place and time where she wasn't required to fuck all of the time. That came as close to heaven as she could imagine.



CHAPTER THREE


"It's so good you could have lunch with me, Mandy," Candy told her twin sister. "I've been going out of my mind lately. I feel like I'm in some sort of a trap and can't get out."
The other blonde, a virtual mirror-image of her sister, nodded solemnly, thinking of her own problems with Charlie. "I know what you mean. I'm at the same place in my life. God, did getting married ever complicate things!"
"Yeah," said Candy fervently. "It was a real treat going out four or five times a week with a different guy each night. Goddamn, but those were good times. I could get laid a dozen times by a dozen guys if I wanted. Now, it's not so good."
Mandy's concentration wavered. She hadn't been the socializing type like her twin. She had stayed at home a lot, even though she got plenty of requests for dates. It seemed better to her to only go out with a guy when the mood moved her. And fuck? Hardly ever, which was just about the right frequency for her.
"You're pretty lucky," said Mandy, "compared to me. I can't keep Charlie off me! I mean, he jumps me all the time. Morning, while I'm fixing breakfast, he'll bend me over the stove and fuck me from behind."
She shivered a little. That had happened only that morning. She unconsciously rubbed her hands over her ample tits, remembering the feel of the burner just inches under them while the man had fucked her. The thrill of it had turned Charlie into a wild man. For her, there was nothing but minor irritation that she had burned the toast.
"I wish I had that kind of a problem," Candy said. "Stan doesn't seem to have any sexual instincts at all. I guess I knew that when I married him, but it's getting me down. When I want to ball, all he wants to do is sleep. That's driving me crazy."
Her fingers dipped down and pressed into the front of her skirt, but that wasn't good enough for her. She slipped her hand under her skirt and slid her fingers up and down her snatch. She shivered deliciously at the idea of masturbating in a public place like this.
The others in the restaurant didn't seem to notice her at all. She became bolder, her finger dipping all the way up into her cunt hole. She was already beginning to froth and boil over, her thick fuck oils drenching her hand and panties. If only Stan was here! He could fuck her under the table. Maybe he could slip under the table, push her skirt up, and lap noisily at her cunt.
To be eaten out in public! She would love the thrill of that. It was so much better than simply rolling over onto her back and spreading her legs for Stan to fuck her in the missionary position. Of course, lately she had been lucky to get even that much.
"We got problems, Sister," Mandy agreed. "You can't get enough cock from Stan, and Charlie's insatiable. I never realized he was such a satyr until after the honeymoon. I went along with all that because I thought it was expected. I didn't know he was going to keep on like that after we settled down. It's positively disgusting."
"What is?" asked Candy, her finger moving swiftly up and dawn her pussy. The words of her twin sister pushed her passions upward. The idea of listening to all this illicit gossip while finger fucking herself almost got her off. Almost.
"He frightens me," Mandy said earnestly. "He wants to do all those acrobatic things he reads in those filthy books of his. Why, the other night he actually wanted to tie me down to the bed before balling!"
A delicious thrill shot up into Candy's pussy at the words. Bondage! That would be a real turn-on, she thought. And she could never in a million years get Stan to agree to try it.
Her mind refused to give up on the idea. To be helpless and at a man's mercy. To struggle futilely, muscles straining to evade the bonds on wrists and ankles. To be unable to stop anything the man wanted to do to her, no matter how depraved or disgusting.
She shivered again, her finger fucking reaching a speed that burned all along her pussy walls. She almost came, but the other woman's words brought her down from her pinnacle.
"You okay, Candy? You look a little flushed."
"Okay, just fine. Tell me more about you and Charlie. I mean, what all he wants you to do."
Mandy blushed. The thought of some of the horrid things Charlie had come up with was bad, but the things she had allowed him to talk her into was even worse.
"He took pictures one night. You know that video tape machine he brought? He got a camera for it and set it up next to our bed one night. He he's got every sordid detail there on videotape! And he watches it! I think that's disgusting!"
Candy thought it was great. To be able to have instant replays of her lovemaking would get her hot all over again. She loved to watch the ripple and flow of a man's muscles as he fucked. She sometimes went alone to X-rated movies just to see the stars' hairy asses moving tightly above the chicks they fucked. The sight of the prick going into pink cuntlips turned her on in a big way, but not as much as feeling it actually happening.
To be able to combine the two stimuli – visual and physical – would be a real treat!
"God, Mandy, can you play it in slow motion?"
"I don't know. I don't want to know. And he put mirrors up beside the bed another time. I made him take them down. I didn't want to see what was going on like that."
"Why not?" Candy was confused. For her, this would be the next best thing to paradise. For Mandy, it didn't appear that way at all.
"It's the kind of things he wanted to do. I well, oral sex is okay, as long as you don't do it too often."
"I agree. Shouldn't be eaten out more than five or six times a day."
"Don't joke about things like that, Candy."
And she wasn't. She wondered where her twin sister had gotten such prudish ideas. Their parents certainly hadn't been prudes. They were real swingers – like Candy.
Mandy heaved a deep sigh, her tits wiggling around with the motion. She shook her head and said, "I think you'd be better off with Charlie than I ant. You say some of the most terrible things."
"And it sounds as if you and Stan are a matched set. Isn't it ironic that we seem to have married the wrong man?"
Both twins stared into each other's emerald green eyes for a full minute, then they broke out laughing. Candy said, "Why not? We swapped dates when we were in high school."
"Yeah, I remember some of them being damned good dates, too," Mandy said.
Candy almost laughed again at that. She had given the real duds to her sister to save the real studs for herself. The woman hadn't realized that she had been doing them both a favor.
"We can't get away with it, though," said Mandy. "It's nice to think about."
"Why can't we? We're identical twins. You may be left handed and I'm right handed, but so what? We could both be a little clumsy for a while. If this works out, we have both our problems solved and nobody knows. Nobody but us."
"No, it would never work, Candy," said her twin. "Could it?"
"There's only one way to find out," said Candy wickedly.
"Well, for a little while."
Mandy felt like a complete idiot, going along with her sister's scheme to swap husbands. She felt as if she were cheating on Charlie. Sure, he drove her out of her skull, but she had married him and she did love him.
But this was something outrageous. It was even worse than the wife-swapping she'd read about. This was swapping without the men knowing.
"Hi-ya, darling," said Stan as he came in the door. He chastely kissed her on the cheek and went to change clothes.
She simply stared at his retreating back. He hadn't tried to rape her like Charlie always did when he came home. He claimed a hard day at the office made him hornier than hell. Watching all the young secretaries gave him a hard-on that lasted all the way to the front room – unless he tried to fuck her on the doorstep.
Mandy wondered about this. Was Stan so much different than her own husband? Could two men be so different? She realized there was a vast chasm between Candy and her when it came to sexual ideas. Maybe the same applied to their husbands, too.
She went into the bedroom. Stan had stripped off his shirt and was grabbing up his tattered tee-shirt.
"Do you have to wear that old thing?" she asked, shuddering a little at the sight of the dingy shirt. "Why not wear something a little nicer?"
"But you wanted me to look comfortable. You said I was always too formal for you. Why the change?"
Mandy felt a surge of panic. She had only been "Candy" for a short while and already she was making mistakes that Stan easily noticed. She tried to still her rapidly beating heart. It felt as if it might leap out of her chest. She placed one hand on her tits, as if that might stop it. Beneath her fingers, she felt the firm, resilient flesh of her tit. The irrelevant thought of how similar panicky fear and lust were, raced through her mind.
"Nothing. I… I just wanted something different. I like you in your sports clothes. They look nice."
"That's a real switch," he said, dropping the tee-shirt back into the drawer. "You're usually so hot to fuck that you want me to wear nothing but the old stuff so you can rip it off. Glad to see you're cooling off a little. But don't go too far in that direction, hub?"
Mandy was appalled at the idea that her twin sister would actually attack Stan like he had just mentioned. The woman tried to cover her nervousness by going over to him and planting a big kiss on his check. "You're a darling to put up with my little quirks."
When he touched her, Mandy almost jumped. She was used to Charlie trying to fuck her if she showed the least bit of interest. All Stan did was return her kiss, and nothing more.
And strangely, that made her feel the urges in her body more strongly. He wasn't going to force her to do anything she didn't want to do. That meant she could just be herself and not always be on the defensive. The woman felt her pussy begin to surge and chum, the warm juices leaking from between her cunt lips and trickling down her inner thighs.
No, she wasn't going to be forced to fuck. Knowing that made her so horny that she had to have prick, and lots of it.
Mandy didn't try to work out the contradiction in her head. All she knew was what she felt – and she felt like fucking.
She didn't bother to tell the man what she was going to do. He could see it and feel it. She immediately opened the fly of his trousers and pulled out the meaty prick.
She gasped in astonishment. She thought he would be tiny, from the way that her sister talked about Stan's cock, and balls. He was anything but small. And as she held the limp prick, it grew. When it was swollen, to full size and jumping around lustily in front of his groin, she knew that she had to give him the best blowjob of his life.
Going dawn on him thrilled her strangely. Usually, she didn't like the idea of taking a man's cock into her mouth. Stan's pecker tasted temptingly different than her husband's. She could smell his manly, virile musk odor. Her lips closed over the tip of his prick and she sucked as hard as she could.
"Watch it, woman," he said. "You're gonna pull my guts out the end of my cock, if you keep on sucking like that."
"Ummmmm!" was all she said.
The more she sucked, the hotter she got. She couldn't stop her rampaging emotions. Mandy wondered what it was that made her so eager. Sex didn't turn her on the same way it did her twin. But she felt the overpowering need deep down inside, and she answered the call in the only way she could.
Bobbing her head, she felt the rubbery tip of the man's cock bounce off the roof of her mouth and lodge in her throat.
"Goddamn, Candy," he moaned, "that's the first time you ever deep throated me! It… it's super!"
She turned her green eyes upward and saw the pleased look on the man's face. This only fed her own lust. She hadn't known her sister couldn't do this. Mandy didn't enjoy swallowing a man's prick whole – or she'd thought so until that minute.
Charlie had forced her to learn.
But this wasn't force now. It came from deep inside of her. She wanted to give head. She wanted to give the man the best she could. Something of her enthusiasm transmitted itself, to the prick deep in her throat. It pulsed and throbbed harder, almost choking her a few times made her throat constrict, swallowing hard over the most delicate portion of the man's hard prick. She loved the way that cock grew even stiffer in her mouth and throat. She knew that more and more blood hammered into his cock every second.
And she caused it!
Stan began to pull back. Gratefully, she heaved a big sigh. Sucking in enough air to last for a while, she went back down on him, his entire prick sailing past her tonsils. Her tongue cradled his cock in such a way that she could drag the roughness along the sensitive underside as he worked his prick in and out.
"Shit, baby, this is fantastic! You're doing everything just the way I love it. You usually rush things too much. This is great!"
She smiled around the thick plug of prick in her mouth. She was able to do something better than her twin! The idea turned her on even more. Mandy wanted to prove to the man she was at least the sexual woman her sister was.
Her lips clamped into a rigid ring around his prick. She pulled back, the din of his cockhead stopping just inside her teeth. Using her pearly teeth, she lightly scraped the entire length of his prick as she bobbed her face forward again. She face fucked herself just enough to really arouse his cock.
"Keep doing it. My whole prick is on fire. It's everything I can do to keep from jetting into your face. Ummm, God, don't stop sucking!"
That was the last thought in the blonde's head. She tasted a bitter drop of pre-come and almost pulled his prick from her mouth. Having a man come in her mouth had never been a favorite thing with her, but now she wondered. Would it be different if the man wasn't forcing her to take his come?
She allowed Stan's prick to snap free of her lips for a moment. The thick stalk of manmeat bounced wetly just inches fro her watering mouth. Her hot breath blew past the rigid boner and gusted through the tangled mat of his crotch hair.
"Would it be okay if you don't come in my mouth?" she asked hesitantly.
"Why, it doesn't matter. Just so long as you keep sucking. I… ummm, your hand on my balls is heaven! Jesus, Candy, this is the best head you've ever given me."
"Does it matter to you if you don't come in my mouth?" she asked, the very question making her pussy begin to flow and burn with need.
"No. I'll try to warn you. Now get back to it, wench!"
It didn't matter to him. It did matter to Charlie. He had to come in her mouth or it wasn't good, or so he said. The idea – that Stan cared enough for her that he would shoot his wad onto the floor – made the girl determined to please him in any way she could.
Her cheeks went hollow under the suction she applied to the tip of his prick. Her fingers worked over his hairy little nut sac. She even reached boldly past his nuts and sought out his asshole. Her middle finger wormed its way up his asshole as her tongue began trying to drill down into his piss slit.
"I… oh, sweet Jesus, I'm already there! Better get off the end of my cock. C-c-can't hold back much more!"
She loved the idea he actually warned her. She only sucked harder, vowing to enjoy this to the hilt. She couldn't hope to do that if she didn't suck some more and use her agile tongue all over the knobby head of his cock.
The bell-shaped hood at the end of his prick spread wider and wider. His prick pulled with virile power now, raw, lusty power that turned her on and not off, as it did with her own husband. There was a difference. She had done this all on her own. It wasn't being forced on her.
The woman squeezed down hard on the man's balls as the first spurt of jism squirted into her mouth. She felt it spatter onto her tonsils. Greedily, she nursed even harder on his prick. The second spurt smeared over her tongue.
The girl was pleasantly surprised at the taste. She loved it!
The salty tangy flavor of the man's come made her wonder at her earlier reluctance to swallow. It added excitement to the act. She had never felt a sexual high when giving head. Mandy didn't know if it was the idea that she was putting something over on Stan, or whether sucking actually was better with him, that turned her on so much.
When his prick flopped out of her mouth, totally limp, the man said, "You're improving, Candy. You didn't rush things the way you usually do. It's as if you'd developed patience. I've been telling you that eagerness is great, but you have to take things one at a time."
"I agree," Mandy said, startled at the man's words. It was certainly different from the way Charlie felt. He and Candy seemed to have more and more in common – just as Mandy was finding that she had more and more in common with Stan.
"Well?" he asked. "Me we going to continue or not?"
She sat on the edge of the bed, licking her lips. Mandy knew she was missing out on something again, some little point that a sexually active couple had, at which an outsider like her could only guess.
"Sure," she said, waiting to see what would happen. She didn't have to wait long. Stan lifted her skirt and began to eat her pussy. Mandy found out what he meant by taking it slow and easy. She'd never come so many times before.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Aw, come on, spoil-sport," Candy chided Charlie. "I want to go. Tonight."
"I told you that I'm too tired. What's got into you, anyway? You usually don't mind sitting around and watching TV or reading. Christ, sometimes I think that's all you ever want to do," Charlie said, looking at the woman he thought was his wife.
Candy sat on the edge of his chair, her fingers running through his hair in the most enticing way possible. "Come on, let's go to that new disco."
"You don't know how to disco."
"So show me. I want to learn."
Candy knew how to dance. She did it well. The feel of her body moving in the sinuous, snake-like dances turned her on sexually. And seeing all the men that danced turned her on, too. Some of them were real studs.
"I never thought I'd see the day I wanted to stay home and you didn't. But okay, lady, you got it. And I'm going to dance your little feet off. You're going to be sorry you disturbed the old man's sleep."
"No, I'm not," she said, stroking the bulge in his trousers as she rose to dress. She felt her heart beating strongly at the idea of going out with Charlie. Candy didn't think he was as handsome as Stan, but there was an animal magnetism to Charlie that appealed to her. She wanted to see how he danced, how he moved.
Candy bet herself that he moved as well on the dance floor as he would in bed.
The disco was filled to capacity. Hot bodies pressed into equally hot bodies, some of the individuals finding a partner and going out onto the dance floor – or leaving for more enjoyable pursuits.
"Damn, this place isn't fit for man or beast," Charlie said. "It's too crowded. Let's go."
"There's a table in the corner," Candy said, pulling the man along behind her like a captive animal. She had to elbow a couple to reach the table first, but she didn't care.
The entire disco was afire with emotion. The music sent electric-like shocks up and down her spine. She didn't know if it was the music and the crow exciting her or the idea she was with her sister's husband.
"They don't intend for you to put much more than a drink on these tables, do they?" said Charlie, putting his elbows on the small circular table.
"That's all right, Charlie," she said. Then, in a voice just loud enough for him to hear over the music, Candy told him, "I'm wearing crotchless panties. Why don't you do something about that?"
Charlie did a double take. He looked at her, smiled, started to turn his head and then his attention riveted fully on the green-eyed blonde. He saw instantly she wasn't kidding him. The wicked little smile dancing at the corners of her mouth told the entire story.
For the first time in his life, Charlie was unsure of what to do. This was so unlike his wife that he suspected some sort of trap. She had always complained every time he wanted to feel her up in public. And now she had dragged him to the most crowded club in town and openly propositioned him. He didn't understand her, but he wasn't going to wait far her to change her mind, either.
"How's this?" he asked, both hands still resting on the table.
Candy almost came when she felt the man's big toe prodding between the lacy halves of her crotchless panties. He had run his foot up the inside of her thigh, pushing aside the thin dress she wore, and then rammed his toe into her hot, wet cunt hole. She was sobbing when the waitress brought their drinks.
"You okay?" asked the waitress. "You look like you're… well, you don't look so hot…"
"I… I'm all right. Really. Thanks," Candy managed to get out. She felt her lust mounting higher and higher as she talked.
Charlie's toe never left her pussy. He wiggled it back and forth so that she could get the full impact. The idea that the waitress might figure out what was going on drove her passions to the breaking point.
Just as the waitress turned to another table, Candy came. She came hard, her entire body shaking. She almost spilled her drink. Steadying the glass with both hands, she lifted it to her trembling lips.
"Easy does it," cautioned Charlie. "You don't want to choke."
"I won't," she solemnly assured him. The heat in her belly raged, growing into a fire. She was so hot to fuck that she was almost out of her mind with lust. It was great feeling his big toe slithering up and down her well-lubricated cunt lips, but she wanted his prick. She wanted a piece of the meat that Mandy complained about all the time. She wanted to fuck her sister's husband!
"Come on, let's dance," Charlie said. "We can work our way out onto the floor now."
The crowd had thinned a little and she saw that he was right. At first, she wanted to protest, then an idea came to her. She nodded her head, a tuft of blonde hair tumbling into her eyes. Pushing it back, she stood. The emptiness in her cunt made her moan like a trapped animal.
"It'll get better," he promised her.
"It's got to get closer," she said, rubbing her thigh against his crotch. She could feel his hard prick trying to turn cartwheels in his pants. She moved with the liquid grace of a lioness as she moved out onto the floor.
The lights whirled around her as she abandoned herself to the primitive beat of the music. All she knew was movement. And she moved spectacularly well. The girl felt her excitement mount when Charlie loosened up a little and began to dance with her. His own movements were as good as hers.
His pelvis thrust out in a blatantly sexual way that caused her to move closer, to him. Their crotches touched and their bodies shook as they danced. Together, apart, it didn't matter. Everything they did was intended only for them, every move packed with sexual meaning.
Soon, others watched, cheered and applauded. Candy was oblivious to all that. She wanted Charlie. She wanted Charlie's prick thrusting firm and hard and fast up her twat. Nothing less would satisfy her now.
Foreplay didn't have to be touching. It could be dancing. And she had had enough foreplay to get hot in the crotch.
"Gotta go to the little boy's room for a second," Charlie said, stopping to catch his breath.
"I have a better idea," she told him, whispering passionately in his ear. She took the time to lightly nibble at his earlobe and stroke around the rim with the flickering tip of her tongue. "Let's both go into the women's john."
"Both?"
"Sure. We can see what happens after that." She grabbed his wrist and pulled her hand up to the front of her dress. She was hot to fuck, and nothing but cock would sate her driving desires now.
"God, Mandy, you're so different tonight! Did you find a recipe for aphrodisiac?"
The woman smiled wickedly at the man. He was so unlike Stan. She could imagine Charlie's prick already throbbing with need. And it was a need that only she could satisfy. She would make sure that she was the only one who would satisfy it!
"I'm horny for you!" she hotly whispered. "And let's not talk about it. Let's do it!"
She pulled him toward the women's john. For a moment, he resisted her, then padded along behind like a dog on a leash. She knew that he didn't think she meant what she had said. She meant it. Her pussy wouldn't accept anything less right now than a hard, hot prick reaming her out.
"Wait!" he cried as she pushed open the door. Her hand hadn't released his, and her intention of actually getting him into the women's restroom was obvious now. "We can't… I mean, I can't go in there. I'd be arrested if anyone found me in the women's can!"
"That's all right. I'll be with you. Mamma'll write a note to the principal if you get caught out of school. Now, cut the chatter and let's get it on!"
The door slammed shut behind the man. He glanced around nervously. The layout wasn't much different from the men's john, but there wasn't a urinal on the wall and the stalls seemed larger.
Charlie knew that another woman would come in any second and find him. Then it would be all over for the both of them.
"What's wrong?" she panted. "Aren't I good enough for you?"
Her hands slowly lifted the hem of her skirt. He gulped twice when he saw her crotchless panties. They were made of frilly black lace. The sexy woman's hot, drooling pussy lips poked through the flaps. They visibly throbbed with lust.
The woman's legs parted and she stood with hot desire in front of him. His cock was jerking fiercely now. He had to get it out and ram it deep into that seething cunt.
He forgot all about the fact that he was in the women's restroom and at any second might be caught fucking this wanton woman. All that mattered to him now was getting his rocks off.
"I want you bad," he moaned. "I got to fuck you!"
"Here?" she taunted. "In the women's john?"
Her tits rose and fell as she talked, teasing him. She had always had fantasies of something like this happening to her. Some man would follow her into the restroom and then fuck her before anyone could discover what was happening.
Candy knew that her husband would never do a thing like that, even to please her, to allow her to fulfill her innermost desires. But she could make Charlie do it. The man was as oversexed as she was. He would do anything for a good fuck.
And she intended to make this the best fuck of his life. Screwing didn't have to be measured by quantity. Quality counted. She was hot because of the switch of husbands with her sister, but she was also ready to fuck because of the dancing and the music and the toe-fucking. Now, she was living out her fantasy of fucking in the john. She'd make damned sure he got off on this!
She almost raped him when his prick was free of his pants. When she saw the purplish head throbbing wildly, she leaped on it. Her legs spread wide apart, she rammed her snatch down so that the cockhead rocketed all the way up into her cunt.
"Aiieeeee!" she screamed. She felt the insistent throbbing of his cock against her tender, wet cunt walls. She was already at the point of coming it wouldn't take much fucking to push her over the edge. The woman began bouncing up and down, her hips bucking to fill her pussy with inch after inch of that hard, virile cock.
"Shit! Quiet down!" he warned, "You'll have every cop in the place down on us!"
"Isn't that a shame?" she said playfully, her tongue finding the hollow of his ear. She thrust her tongue in and out in the same motion her hips used to fuck her cunt over his prick. She thrilled to the feelings. She was coming alive like she had never come before.
The idea of fucking in the women's bathroom made it all the kinkier for her. The threat of discovery made her entire body sing a new sexual song that caused her cunt to throb even more. Her cunt lips tried to clamp down on the thick root of cock slipping in and out of her well-oiled twat, but the huge fuck stick managed to escape her strong cunt muscles each time. She didn't care about that. The friction mounting inside of her made her weak in the knees.
She propped herself up against the wall of one of the stalls and pushed her legs out straight on either side of the man's body. She hung on only by his prick.
This let the cock drive deeper into her cunt than any had ever done before. She had fucked some men with longer pricks, but she had never felt a hard cock pound through to the very end of her cunt. Her pussy was entirely filled, and she loved every single inch of it.
"Fuck me good," she groaned. "Give it all to me. I need it. I'm burning up inside. You've got to fuck me now. Fuck me hard. Haaaaard!"
His hands slid down under her firm asscheeks. He gripped the meaty mounds of flesh and pulled her upward. This made his cock pull out of her cunt. There sounded a lewd, wet slurping noise as his cock slid from her cunt. An equally obscene noise echoed through the john as he lowered her body and reinserted his cock.
The slow fucking wasn't good enough for the woman. She had to have it fast and hard.
"Faster, harder! Oh, sweet Jesus, fuck me as good as you can, you great big stud! I need your swollen prick fucking me. Fucking meeee!"
Her entire body trembled in response to his increased motion. He began lifting and dropping her body with more authority. It was as if he had finally gotten over his fright of fucking a woman in the restroom. He was beginning to need her cunt wrapped around his prick as much as she needed his cock shoved all the way up her pussy.
"Rip me apart with that fucking cock!" she cried. Her fingers clawed at his shirt. Her shoulders were shoved hard against the wall of the stall, causing it to bend and sag. She hardly noticed. Her entire world was centered between her legs. She tightened her thighs around the man's waist to pull her cunt down over his prick with even more force.
She wanted it rough. She wanted to feel his body grinding against her, bruising her cunt lips, making her come totally alive. She wanted to feel like a well-fucked woman when this was done.
"You son of a bitch, give it all to me! All of it!" She bounced up and down on his prick now. His body surged up to meet her every downward thrust. She was totally filled with his swollen cock. She tensed and relaxed her cunt walls to get the full impact of his cock on her velvety pussy. She sobbed out loud now, not caring if she attracted all the attention in the world. She was getting what she wanted, in the very place where it would turn her on the most – a public restroom.
Then, she came.
Her entire body was wracked with long, wrenching shudders. She cried out, tears racing down her cheeks to drip onto her blouse. The tears soaked into the fabric and made her tits stand out in even bolder relief. The nipples throbbed against the thin fabric and made her all the more aware of her orgasm.
It had never been this good with her husband. She was glad that she had swapped with her twin sister. Candy hoped that Mandy was getting as little fucking as she wanted. Candy knew that things couldn't be better for her.
The friction of the swift fucking in and out of her cunt warmed her pussy. It spread slowly throughout her belly. She heaved and hunched and twisted around on the thick spike of his prick. It penetrated all the way up into her cunt. She loved it. She had to have more.
The rattle of someone trying to get into the john startled her. She was panting from the fucking and couldn't answer. Charlie looked back over his shoulder, guilt etched on his face.
She grabbed him by the ears and pulled his face around to meet hers. "Don pay any attention. Just fuck me!"
"Goddamn, this is too much for me!"
"Fuck me, and hurry! I'm still hungry for your cock. Fuck me, stud, fuck me like you never have before! Make believe this is the first time you ever stroked that prick of yours into my hot cunt. But for God's sake, fuck me as hard as you can!"
She was out of her mind with lust now. Sounds came from her lips, but made little sense. Her overpowering desires devoured her. The thrusting prick was her only hope for total release.
"Goddamn, what's going on in there?" came a harsh voice from outside. "I gotta piss and I'm not gonna do it out here!"
"In a second!" cried Candy. Her voice was cracking under the strain of the fucking. She didn't really care about the woman. She was having the time of her life.
"Well, dammit, hurry! I don't wanna pee on my own leg!"
"Maybe we had better go," said Charlie, his face straining. Sweat poured off of his forehead and ran into his eyes.
It took only a quick look at the man for Candy to realize he was almost ready to get his rocks off. He might not even know what he was saying. "Fuck me harder and forget that bitch. She's not getting what I'm getting. She must be jealous!"
The words had the desired effect on the man. He began fucking her so hard that the partition pressing into her shoulders gave way. She fell backwards, supported only by his prick.
The man never missed a stroke. He rammed harder and deeper into her cunt, picking up the tempo until she was positive he was going to burn her to a cinder. The heated friction in her cunt made her explode like a stick of dynamite.
Just as she was coasting down the slopes from her sexual high, she felt the sweet, hot rush of his jism filling her pussy. He erupted like a volcano. She got off again as his come whitewashed her cunt.
His prick went limp with surprising speed. She tucked it back into his pants after licking off the last of his come. Then she stood and rearranged her dress so that she was halfway presentable to the outside world.
Unlatching the door, she strolled past the irate woman who was still waiting to get in. The woman's mouth dropped open when Charlie came out, right behind Candy.
"Damnation! I wonder if there's another one in there for me!" the other woman exclaimed.
Candy laughed all the way out of the disco. This was a night to remember. Never had she been so excited sexually, or so fulfilled.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Goddamn, Mandy, I never had so much fun in all my life," Charlie said breathlessly. He leaned against the doorjamb of the house, holding his sides and laughing. "Why haven't we done this before?"
Candy looked at the man who was her temporary husband. Thoughts of that fleeting relationship raced through her mind. Why not switch for good? She didn't think Mandy would really mind being saddled with a dud like Stan. And she was certainly enjoying life with Charlie. The man had a joy of life that made her own life brighten immensely. After all the dreary evenings spent with her real husband, this was like a breath of fresh air to the green-eyed blonde.
"I don't know, Charlie. Why haven't we?" she asked coyly, running her hands up and down the front of his suit. Her fingers moved under the lapels of his jacket and she pulled him closer.
For a moment, they stood still, staring into one another's eyes. Then their lips met. Once again, Candy could feel the need billowing up inside of her. The sexual tensions were almost more than she could bear.
Her tongue flicked out and drove between the man's lips. He resisted for a second, and this only made her all the more daring. Her tongue slithered into his wet mouth and sought out his tongue. Finding it, she swirled her own around the tip, teasing, promising much more to come.
The kiss deepened, and their hands sought out each other's bodies. She felt her tits begin to heave as her heart, hammered in her chest, making her keenly aware of how turned on she was.
The dancing had done part of it. The simple act of moving out on the dance foot to the sexy disco music had gotten her started. Then she had allowed him to toe-fuck her. Only the two of them in the entire crowded disco had known what was going on under the table. She couldn't have stopped herself from leading him off to the women's john then. Her fantasies had overtaken her.
Candy was not the least bit disappointed in acting out her fantasy of fucking in a public restroom. She had loved every second of it. She had felt more alive and turned on than she had in years, in more years than she cared to remember. Even her honeymoon hadn't been on par with that emotional pitch. Perhaps the first time she had fucked might equal it, but she doubted it.
Fantasies were powerful, and she had lived hers out. But she had others, and didn't think that Charlie would mind living them out too. He would be willing to indulge her and treat her with the respect she wanted. He would also give her all the hard, long prick she could stand.
She broke off the kiss and said hotly, "I've always wanted to go on a big game hunt. Why don't you be the hunter and let me be the tiger?"
"What?" asked Charlie, still thinking more of the softness and passion of her lips than anything else. "What do you mean?"
"I got turned on at the disco. Let's keep going. I don't want to go to bed right now, not like this."
"What do you mean, 'not like this'?"
She pulled his hand down to the crotch of her dress. A good-sized spot had wet her dress where her pussy had leaked out its surplus of cunt juices. There was no mistaking what she meant.
"Goddamn, Mandy, you never wanted to fuck more than once a week before. Something really changed you. You… you're sex-starved now!"
"Don't you like it, stud?"
"I love it!"
"Then let's do something about it. Mighty hunter!"
She slipped away from his arms and dashed off into the darkness of the house. Candy hoped he wouldn't turn on the lights. It would be all the more exciting if he stalked her in the dark. She dropped to her hands and knees and began prowling through the hallways. Coming back into the front room, the woman was surprised to find the man was gone.
"Grrrrr!" she roared. "The mighty beast of the jungle is hungry! She's hunting for dinner!"
As she worked her way through the living room, she slowly stripped out of her clothes. She tossed aside the expensive gown as if it meant nothing to her. Candy knew her twin sister would shit if she saw her callous disregard of expensive clothes. To her, it meant nothing compared to the promise of fucking later on. A million dresses couldn't compare to one great fucking.
She was totally naked, and her bare white skin flashed in the darkness of the front room. She edged out into the hall again, wondering where Charlie had gone. She began waving, her ass in the air as she crawled on hands and knees to the bedroom. He wouldn't have gone there!
But he had. She found his shirt laying on the floor. She bent down, picked it up with her teeth, and tossed it onto the bed. This simple act made her feel even lustier than before. She was becoming a tiger, but not just any tiger. She was a tiger in heat, a savage beast of the jungle, looking for a kill.
"Where is my prey?" she called out. She roared to lend authenticity to it, then listened. She heard sounds coming from the kitchen. Still an her hands and knees, she raced through the house and to the kitchen.
Empty.
She found the man's trousers dangling over a chair. This was evidence that he was playing the game too, and her pussy began to churn and boil with need. Charlie was in the spirit of the game now. He was stripping for hot and heavy action, whenever they happened to find one another.
"Hungry for meat! A man's meat!" she called out.
The only response was a slight shuffling noise from the living room. She crawled there, fast.
She could see nothing. Moving from side to side, she explored the dark room. Stopping for a moment, she listened. She could hear the man's light breathing, which was becoming heavier as he anticipated what was going to happen. He was turned on by the game, too.
She crept up on him, when he least expected it.
The man, was crouched near the end of the sofa. Candy came up from behind, saw his balls clanging limply under his ass, and dived for them. Her mouth fastened over the hairy sac as she began to suck, lick and tease with the tip of her tongue.
The blonde thought the man was going to come right then and there. He screamed with surprise and leaped up. His prick had been hanging limply between his legs, but her brief tonguing made the prick snap to rigid attention.
"Gotcha!" she cried.
"Is that any way for a tiger to talk?" he asked, turning and dropping to his knees beside her. They were both gloriously naked, and ready for anything, he saw.
"I got my prey. Now I claim my prize."
"Which is?"
"Meat!" she cried, shoving her face into his crotch.
Her tongue raked along the entire length of his prick, just like a feline sampling a tasty morsel of meat. She made lewd, noises as she gobbled the cock, licking and kissing and sucking on it. The hot musky taste aroused her even more. She truly felt like a savage beast as she tongued his balls and the hard shaft of his pocket.
"Ummm, I like it when I'm being eaten like this," he said. "I give myself over to the tiger, willingly!"
"What?" she cried her surprise. "The hunter is giving up so easily?"
"You've got my gun. I'm helpless now."
He rolled onto his back, his prick jutting straight up from his crotch. It was apparent that he wanted her to continue giving him head. She clawed savagely at his leg with her fingernails and drew blood.
"Hey, watch it! I… ohhhhh, shiiiiiit!" he cried.
The pain mixed pleasurably with the suction she applied to the head of his cock. Her tongue snared the dancing prick and pulled it in between her ruby lips. Blonde hair falling down and tickling his balls and belly, she began to suck for all she was worth. She knew that her sister hated giving men blowjobs. To her, it was a chore that should be avoided.
Candy felt differently, a lot differently. The idea of having a man's prick in her mouth excited her. She felt so near to the center of a man's being that way. She could control him, make him jump, and give infinite pleasure at the same time.
"Ummn, God! Why didn't I take up tiger hunting earlier?" Charlie moaned. "This jungle is dangerous. The jaws! I love them!"
She made gobbling noises as she took his entire cock into her mouth. The rubbery tip bounced off of the roof of her mouth, then lodged in her throat. She had to hold her breath to keep from gagging, but it was worth it to her. The feel of his cock pulsing hotly in her throat excited her even more. She thought she might come then and there. She concentrated on the intensely pleasant feelings growing in her belly. She wanted to come like she had never come before. Nothing less than total, soul-searing orgasm would do for her now. Living out her fantasies demanded that she attain higher and higher levels of arousal each time, or she would be disappointed.
Candy wasn't going to be disappointed this time. Finally, after tightening her throat around the most sensitive part of the man's cock, she had to back off. She was getting dizzy from the lack of air.
"Shit, baby, where'd you learn to suck cock like that? You never went down on me before like that!" Charlie exclaimed loudly.
"I'm not your baby," she said sternly. "I'm a dangerous jungle animal about to leave her prey." She turned and rushed off into the darkness on hands and knees, making sure that her perky white ass wiggled in the air enough to entice the man to follow her. She wasn't finished with that delightful prick, not yet. Not until it was buried deep in her cunt.
"Damnation!" he cried. "The hunter has to go after the tiger in the densest forest around. But that's all right. He's expert when it comes to sticking his gun into a bush."
She shivered when she heard his words. He was going to encourage her even more by acting out the fantasy for her! She scrambled away and found herself trapped in the den. No matter where she turned, he was there, caging her, preventing her from escaping.
Strong hands gripped her slim waist. He pulled her back and she felt her knees leave the floor. He was pulling her up around his waist.
She felt his cock brush her cunt lips. A shudder shot into her body, and she almost came. Only through immense control was she able to use the fleeting touch of his cock to add fuel to her inner fires, rather than trigger her come.
"The vicious beast attempts to escape!" she cried, thrashing around. She wrapped her long, slender white legs around the man's waist. He held her like a wheelbarrow, gripping her hips. She had to support her weight on her arms to keep her face from being shoved to the floor, but the effort only made her even hornier.
The feel of his prick pressing on the lips of her wet cunt turned her into a beast. She twisted her hips, driving herself backward to get that prick into her cunt.
"Fuck me!" she demanded. "Don't do this to me. I need that prick so bad!"
"Ha!" he laughed. "I'll bet you do, my savage tiger bitch! But this hunter is going to explore new terrain. I'm going to have to shove my gun ahead to make sure it's safe territory."
He relaxed his hold on her hips a little, and she slipped forward. The woman instantly knew what the man was going to do to her. His prick slid past her cunt hole and worked its way up between her asscheeks.
He was going to fuck her up the ass!
"Butt fuck me!" she sobbed. "Give it to me up the behind!"
"God, I never thought I'd hear you say that. This is my lucky night!"
Candy's mind tumbled and twisted wildly. She realized she wasn't acting in character. Her twin sister would never allow a man to stick his cock up such a dirty place. That act would seem worse to her than murder or treason.
It was stark heaven for Candy, though. She loved the feel of a man's cock reaming out her butt. Stan never did it. He thought it was depraved. Obviously, Charlie had other, better, and exciting ideas about fucking. His prick pressed hard on the tight ring in her ass.
"Drive it in! Give me every Goddamn inch of that fucking cock!" She tried to get her hips into position so that he could fuck her more easily. As long as he held her in this wheelbarrow fashion, she was at his mercy. She didn't have much freedom of motion.
"Such language," he chided. "But I agree. I'm gonna get it in as soon as you relax a little."
"Fuck that!" she cried. "I'm too uptight to relax. Just drive, it in. I need it so!"
"Hell, can't do that. Feels like a hangman's noose to me. Might get my old friend chopped off at the balls. Slow and easy will turn the trick!"
He applied a tad of pressure to her asshole. She felt the thick head of his cock slowly parting the tight muscles of her ass. The more the woman tried to relax, the more excited she became. And the more aroused she was, the tighter her asshole seemed to clutch at his hard cock.
But the man knew exactly what to do. He didn't rush into her in a way that would rip her to bloody ribbons. The cock pressed into her ass in a way that would rip her to bloody ribbons. The cock pressed into her ass lightly, then paused for what seemed an eternity. She felt the hot cockhead throbbing against the walls of her rectum.
"Fuck meeee!" she demanded. She was lost in the land of lust now. Her entire world centered around her tightest passage. The burning sensation of his prick driving into her asshole spread like wildfire throughout her belly. Soon, she was sobbing with passion. Only a good ass fucking would turn off the flames that were licking away at her ass.
His prick worked its way into her ass one slow inch at a time. She was panting, gasping for air by the time she felt his balls slap against her pussy lips. He was all the way up her ass, she knew.
Tensing and relaxing her muscles, she felt thick cock buried all of the way up her ass. He stretched her butt to the breaking point. She was weak inside, hardly able to keep her face up off of the floor. His supporting hands gripped feverishly at her hips, but did nothing to keep her face and tits away from the den floor.
She had to get more of that sweet prick into her ass. She curled one leg around the man's back and pulled as hard as she could. The cock shot another full inch into her ass.
She screamed as she came. She couldn't help herself. The feelings had mounted to the point where she was a quivering raw mass of flesh. "Aieeeee!" she cried.
Her entire body trembled with release. She felt the rhythmic motion of his fucking begin. He slid back from her clinging asshole and paused for what seemed a lifetime. In reality, his cock was only outside of her ass for a few heartbeats before he rammed it all the way up her ass. "Yessss!" she hissed. "That's the way I want it. Long and hard and fast! Burn me up inside with your cock!"
"You're going to burn my cock down to a nubbin," he told her. "I never thought it would be this tight. Feels like a Goddamn glove all around my prick. And hot! Goddamn, your asshole's burning hot! Like a fucking blast furnace!"
Her leg curled around his waist again. She pulled his cock even more powerfully into her ass. She felt her buttocks mash flat against the hardness of his belly and upper thighs.
The man was muscled in the ways she loved most. He could fuck all night long and never tire. She wanted to feel that prick fucking her for ever and ever!
"Gotta get my rocks off soon. You… you're milking my balls with that squeezing asshole of yours. Like a body stocking on my cock! Ummm, wow!"
He went wild and drove his prick mercilessly into her tiny brown hole. He drilled deep, moved his prick around like a spoon in a mixing bowl, then pulled out at the same speed he had used to fuck into her body.
The friction along the entire length of his prick lit the fuse of his desires. Slowly, he pulled back. He fought it as long as he could, but he just had to come.
He wanted to butt fuck her all night long. His body was responding in ways it never had before. He felt the tenseness in his balls. His nuts lurched and tumbled with a thick stew of his jism. Then the fuse burned down the entire length of his cock and ignited the powder keg-like nut sac dangling under his cock.
He creamed her asshole, giving her the sexiest enema she had ever received. He kept up the frantic pace as long as his prick was hard. All too soon, his cock went limp and popped out of her asshole amid a gush of his come and her shit.
Charlie laughed. This was so stinking perverted, and he loved it!
Candy loved the warmth still filling her belly. The walls of her ass had quivered under the fucking of his cock, and would continue to throb for hours to come. A good ass fucking was just the thing she needed to help release the pent-up emotions in her body. They fell to the floor, panting.
And Mandy had given him up! Candy laughed and snuggled up close to Charlie, pulling her face down so she could properly kiss him. It wasn't long before his prick stirred again and he did what she'd thought was impossible.
He showed her a brand new position in which to fuck!



CHAPTER SIX


Mandy held the magazine in her hands, but her eyes did not focus on the page. She was thinking about the switch she had pulled. Glancing guiltily at Stan, she wondered if she had done the right thing. So far, everything had been super. She couldn't have asked for a better husband substitute.
Stan didn't continually paw at her body like her husband did. She thought that Charlie was some sort of sex fiend, the way he always wanted to screw. Mandy shivered a little, thinking of the long nights she had spent lying awake, next to her husband, worrying about him. He would wake up in the middle of the night and want to fuck then and there.
She liked to sleep; he liked to fuck. They simply couldn't get together on timing.
She loved Charlie, but she was going out of her head with him. Stan was a lot more laid back and sedate. He watched television and didn't bother her.
But it was wrong to fool both men like this. She and Candy had been switching identities on and off since junior high school. It had worked so perfectly for them, then.
Mandy thought that Candy had handed her all of the dates she thought would be dull. Mandy didn't mind that, then. She wasn't as highly sex driven as her twin. But this husband swapping scheme could get out of hand.
The blonde woman began to think that, if things were ideal with her and Stan, how was Candy doing with Charlie? Mandy shuddered harder at that. She guessed that they were in bed right now, fucking like rabbits. At least they were enjoying themselves and not inflicting their lewd, perverted drives on others more normal than they, she guessed.
"How about bed, dear?" asked Stan.
Mandy tensed. Whenever Charlie said that, he really meant: "let's fuck". She tried to calm down.
Her heart was pounding hard, and she knew her tits were rising and falling heavily under the thin robe she wore. That would have been a sure sign for Charlie to come and rape her. But Stan only peered at her, his forehead wrinkling with puzzlement.
"Anything wrong? You look uptight."
"No, nothing, Stan," she said.
Mandy wondered what Candy would have said. Would her sister have made a snappy comeback? She had an acid tongue when she set her mind to it, as she often did. But that wasn't Mandy's style. She wasn't her sister, and never would be like her.
"You've been so quiet. You're not coming down with the flu or anything, are you? You seem so… hesitant. That's not like you. You're usually the go-getter in the family," Stan offered, trying to coax her into talking.
"Oh, that I am," she said, nodding slowly. "It's just that I'm worn out. Would you mind if we didn't get it on? I mean when we get to bed?" She was almost afraid to hear his answer.
"Nope, not at all. I've had a rough day. But that's not like you at all. You can't get enough, usually."
His eyes moved over her trim figure. Mandy worried that he might find some little mole or spot that would instantly betray her. She had no idea where all of her twin's birthmarks were. As kids they compared, but that had been so long ago.
"You're as beautiful as ever, but, you, know what? I think you're even more attractive, now that you're not pushing yourself on me. I like a discreet woman, not the sex-starved bitch type."
"Thanks," she said.
"No, I mean it. I wasn't being sarcastic. I know you like to screw, but I'm usually worn, out from work."
"Let's go to bed," Mandy said, wanting to change the subject before he got off into areas she couldn't possibly know anything about. What did Candy and Stan actually do in bed? Did they have favorite positions.
Mandy was sure she could cope with anything. Charlie had fucked her in just about every physically possible position. Her joints still ached from some of the bizarre things he had done to her while they fucked.
She was positive she could match her sister in that regard.
But Stan didn't make a play for her at all. He kissed her solemnly, then began to undress. No forced attentions, nothing. For an instant Mandy was a bit outraged. She had a great body, and he was ignoring her!
Then she realized this was more in line with the actions of what she thought was a normally sexed man. She had been conditioned to expect a pass at every single opportunity from Charlie. He was insatiable. He would fuck her, go limp and then impatiently watch the clock until he got another hard-on, so he could fuck her again.
Stan simply wanted to go to bed, to sleep. Mandy watched with amazement as the man crawled between the crisp white sheets and rolled onto his side. She didn't understand the conflicts raging inside of her. This was what she wanted, and yet she felt she was missing something by not having hard, probing prick shoved forcefully into her unwilling cunt.
She went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water gushed down in a fine spray. Shivering with delight as she stood under the water, she began to soap her body.
It was a very good body, she knew. She soaped her tits, cupping them in her hands. The firm, high mounds of titflesh turned a lusty pink under the impact of the hot water. Her nipples were hardening, as if with lust, and she pressed her fingertips into them. She sighed as the surge of delight knifed through her chest. This was soothing, comforting and, at the same time, it aroused her.
She continued to soap her lithe, trim body, allowing the smooth flesh to ripple under her fingers. When she came to her curly-haired crotch, she hesitated. It had never seemed right to her when she played with her cunt. Masturbation was something only sick people did, she thought.
But she did feel good when she did it, she knew.
The water comforted her, and her fingers dipped lower. She began to rub her stiffened fingers across her cunt lips. The pink flaps of pussy flesh were pulsing under the stinging impact of the hot water. She caressed herself until her cunt popped out of its nest.
Taking the tiny nubbin of flesh between her thumb and forefinger, she rolled it around. An electric-like jolt blasted into her body. She involuntarily cried out. Biting her lower lip to prevent further outcries, she began to diddle herself as fast as she could. Her cunt throbbed lustily as she stroked it from the base all the way to the pointy tip. The pleasure she got from this simple motion caused her to cry out again.
"Please, dear God give me strength to stop," she moaned. "Don't let me do this terrible thing to myself!"
But she loved the sensations rippling through her body too much to stop. She felt sinful, but there was no stopping her finger as it stroked the puffy edge of her cunt lips and then pried its way to the mouth of her cunt hole. The middle finger dipped into her pussy.
She came.
Her world exploded and spun wildly around her. She had to reach out and grip the edge of the shower stall. Otherwise she would have fallen down. Her legs had turned rubbery and her insides quivered like a bowl of Jell-O in an earthquake.
The soap skittered around on the floor of the stall as her feet kicked out. She sobbed and stuck her head under the rush of the water. The heat only added to her intense sexual come. She shuddered again and again, then slowly relaxed. The orgasm had struck her harder than any she had ever experienced.
If this was what Candy got from fucking, Mandy could understand her sister's single minded drive to fuck. But this was a fluke. Fucking wasn't like this all the time. It couldn't be. It felt too good.
She reluctantly got out of the shower, feeling as if she were leaving something important behind. Toweling off was a sexual turn-on for her. She had never realized how sensitive her nipples became after a climax. Cupping her tits in her damp hands, she squeezed and played with herself until she got off again. This come wasn't as intense, but it soothed her afterwards. She felt at ease, at peace with the world. It was a great sensation.
She pulled the robe around her naked body and went out to the bedroom. Stan was already asleep. Again, she felt a pang of regret. Making it with him would be so different from fucking with Charlie. She tossed the thin robe aside and crawled into bed.
Mandy stiffened. She had no idea if her sister wore a nightie to bed or not. She should have looked through the drawers in the dresser. But even this wasn't definite proof. If Stan woke up, rolled over and felt naked flesh, he might get suspicious.
But she couldn't call up Candy and ask her what she wore.
Charlie insisted she always strip bare-ass naked and sleep that way. He liked to fondle her bare tits and stroke her soft flesh. In a way she enjoyed that, too, but not when it always meant they were going to fuck. If her husband could only stop and just let her rest once in a while.
Mandy realized she was stiff as a board lying there in bed. She was always worried about Charlie waking up and fucking her. Now she was worrying about Stan waking up and not fucking her. It was stupid. She forced herself to relax and soon sleep began to draw her eyelids lower and lower.
Instinctively, she moved closer to Stan. Her hands reached out and found his well-muscled body. He wasn't as strong as Charlie, but she didn't care. He was more gentle. Her hands roved ceaselessly up and down his flank until he stirred and turned over.
"What's the matter?" he grunted, still half asleep.
"Nothing, Stan. Just go back to sleep."
She turned over and faced away from him. But their bodies were pressed close together like two spoons in a kitchen drawer. She snuggled down, enjoying the feel of his hairy body against her soft skin.
His hand fell heavily over her waist. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed. He was going to sleep.
This wasn't the start of an all-night orgy as it would have been with Charlie. Each night, every night, it was the same with her husband. He couldn't get enough. She just hoped that Candy was able to satisfy him.
Anger built in her. Her twin sister and her husband in bed and having fun! It hardly seemed right. She couldn't get Charlie to stop his insatiable fucking, and now her twin was enjoying that cock of his.
She wiggled her ass unconsciously against Stan's groin. The man stirred and mumbled in his sleep, and then she felt his prick begin to rise.
It was a purely unconscious response on the man's part. He might even be having a hell of a wet dream. The thought amused Mandy. And it aroused her at the same time. To have him fuck her while he was still asleep. That was almost a challenge far her. She would be the one in his dream as well as the one on the receiving end of his prick.
Shivering in delicious arousal, she moved her ass in a slow circle next to his crotch. His cock poked harder and harder into her. She reached down between her legs and gripped the turgid pole. Pulling it up to her pussy, the woman hesitated for a second.
She didn't know if she should do this or not. She had enjoyed the comes she had given herself in the shower. The idea that she could actually enjoy sex was almost alien to her. The years with Charlie had taught her that there wasn't anything but insatiable desire connected with sex. But she had enjoyed the orgasm in the shower. And the idea of having Stan fuck her while he was having a wet dream made her all weak and quivery inside.
She pulled harder at his cock and got it firmly lodged against the mouth of her cunt.
And then nature took its course.
"Ummm, God, so lovely. Gotta fuck you. Just gotta," the man moaned out in his sleep. His hips shoved forward, sending his prick surging up into her cunt.
Mandy sobbed. The feelings building up inside her cunt were so different from those she usually felt. She was excited, aroused, ready to fuck now. Her pussy began to dribble put its thick lubricants. Usually it took Charlie a long time to get her wet. Not now Stan, in his sleep, was able to get her more excited than Charlie ever could.
He began to rhythmically fuck her. His hand reached around and gripped her tit firmly. She pressed her hand into the back of his to make sure he didn't leave that tender post. His meaty grip on her boob was enough to thrill her, but the feel of his cock slipping in and lout of her agitated pussy caused her body to go wild.
She began hunching back and ramming her ass into his crotch. She had to get more and more of that wondrous hard prick into her fuck tunnel.
Mandy bit at her lower lip to keep from shouting out her joy. Never had she felt this turned on by a man's cock. The idea that he wasn't using her, that he was only living out the demands of his dream, got to her in a way she couldn't understand. This was sexier for her than a man pawing her tits and making obscene comments.
The couple moved in a smooth rhythm now, his prick shooting all the way up her well-oiled cunt. The slapping movement as they lay on their sides created a lewd sucking noise. Mandy felt it and heard it. She reached down again and began stroking the man's prick as it entered and left her pussy.
She pulled her hand away as if it had been burned. His prick was slippery from her cunt oils. Then she smiled to herself. This felt too damned good for her to pass up. She reached back down between her legs and pressed her fingers firmly into her pinkly scalloped cunt lips on either side of his hard-fucking cock.
Still the motion was relatively gentle and smoothly paced. This was totally unlike the all-out fucking Charlie loved so much. Mandy felt her worries being erased. This was super! Her passions mounted slowly, fed by the slow pace of Stan's cock fucking in and out of her humid depths.
"Ummm, God! So nice! Right outta the movies, a movie star. Blonde and beautiful," muttered Stan.
His hand gripped tighter on her tit. She cried out then, not caring if it woke him up. It didn't. The fucking went on at the same pace as before.
She was trembling all over like a leaf in a wind. The slowness of the fucking teased her. She felt the sexual tensions in her belly mount higher and higher. When the blonde knew she was going to explode from unfulfilled desire, Stan's cock began working faster at her pussy.
"Nice, so niiiice!" he moaned in his sleep.
The tempo of the fucking picked up until he was ramming in and out of her pussy at least as hard as Charlie ever had. But there was a difference. She was ready for it. She was at the point where, she could appreciate the fierce fucking, the hard, grinding strokes that carried him deeper and deeper into her softly yielding cunt.
Her ass cheeks mashed flat against his muscled body. She stroked harder against the sides of his fuck stick as it raced in and out of her cunt. When the man erupted, she came along with him. Their mutual orgasm caused them both to soar through the air, drifting and floating and experiencing the ultimate in human pleasure.
Stan murmured something as his prick slipped flaccid from her clutching cunt hole. She sighed, realizing it was all over.
Then Mandy sat up in bed, surprised at herself. She was actually sorry it was over! She'd never felt that way before. She had always been glad that Charlie had gone limp. She almost wished this could have kept on for a while longer.
Stan woke up. "Honey, is anything wrong?"
"No, everything's fine," Mandy said, meaning it.
"Good," he said dreamily, going back to sleep. "I just had the damnedest, finest dream. Wouldn't want anything to spoil that."
He went to sleep, his arm circling her body, his hand pressing firmly into her snatch.
Mandy loved it, reveled in the contact, before drifting off to a contented sleep.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"No more, Charlie, please, no more!" begged Candy. She was aching from the number of times they had fucked. Never in her young life had she thought that this would happen.
She was more than satisfied sexually. The man was a maniac in bed – and he was exactly what she had been looking for. No one-timer like Stan. He managed to get it up again and again. "To hell with that, lady. I'm still horny. See?"
He pulled back the sheet to show his boner. His cock was quivering slowly erect. She simply stared at it.
"I don't understand. Most men…"
"Most men don't have you as inspiration," he declared. "Seeing that lovely, trim, naked body of yours is enough to give a statue a hard-on. How can any guy possibly see you, blonde and naked and lovely, and not want to fuck?"
"But seven times?"
"Seven times or a million, what's the difference? I'm still horny and I want to fuck you again."
His hand drifted to her snatch. She groaned as the familiar surges of desire raced into her belly. His fingers probed and sought out all the right places. She hadn't believed it possible that she could want more. He had fucked her in every room of the house. When he had bent her over the range in the kitchen, turned on the burners just inches away from her tits and then fucked her from behind, she thought he was some sort of sadistic beast.
The more they had fucked in that position, the more turned on she got. The idea of being so near to danger made her juices flow. She had come as hard as she ever had. The orgasm had been stupendous and had rattled her teeth – and left her begging for more.
Charlie was the man to give it to her. She doubted his reasoning about her being so damned beautiful that any man couldn't resist. Candy knew that Stan was more than willing to fuck once and that was it. He was dead for the night. He was content to simply roll over and go to sleep.
Not Charlie. His finger diddled across her clit and stirred it back into a full erection. Tiny electrical jolts of stark pleasure blasted into her cunt. She felt the sluggish juices begin to flow again. It didn't take more than a minute for her cunt to overflow from the flood of cunt oil.
"Ummm, ohhh!" she moaned. "Oh, please, Charlie! Don't fuck me again. I mean it, dammit! I'm sore!"
"You never complained before. But then you never freely allowed me to fuck you this many times before. I really like the change in you. You're willing to go along with a lot more stuff now."
"Yes, yes," she sighed, wondering if she should tell him she wasn't the woman he married. Candy decided this wasn't the time or place. His finger penetrated her puffy cunt lips and soared all the way up into her cunt.
His agile finger began stroking along her velvet hung pussy walls. The feel of his surging finger made her catch her breath. Her passions were building up, but she hadn't been playing hard to get when she said she didn't think she could take his prick in her cunt again. She was sore from the fucking. Never had she taken a man's prick so many times.
Her mind drifted. She tried to figure out how much cock she had gotten that night. He was about eight inches long and he would give her fully a hundred or more strokes before coming. Eight hundred inches of cock. But he had screwed her seven times already. Fifty-six hundred inches of demanding, hard-fucking cock.
"Five hundred feet!" she cried out, finally coming up with the right number.
"What?" he said dreamily.
Charlie's attention was fixed firmly on the blonde-furred triangle of her pussy mound. His palm pressed firmly into it, crushing her pubic bone down hard against his finger. This wasn't as good as having a cock in her dripping cunt, but it still turned her on.
"Never mind," she said.
At least five hundred feet of cock she had gotten tonight alone. If she stayed in this man's bed, she would have miles and miles of hard-driving cock by the end of a year!
"Then let's cut out the talk and get it on."
He rolled on top of her, his muscled chest crushing her tits flat. She tried to struggle and evade him. It did no good. She felt his prick pressing hotly into the side of her leg. His mouth sought out hers and his tongue forced open her lips. She felt herself slowly yielding to his demands.
After all, she wanted what he wanted, too! His tongue stroked along the rough, pink edge of hers. Not content with this, he began to suck her tongue into his mouth. She eagerly allowed her tongue to invade his mouth. Instantly she was trapped. His teeth fastened on the tip of her tongue and his sucking made sure she wasn't going to move easily.
He teased and tormented the tip of her tongue with his. She forgot all about how sore she was between her legs. Let him fuck her up the pussy again. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the easing of her intense sexual needs.
He released her tongue and moved along the line of her jaw. She breathed heavily now. Her earlobes were especially sensitive. He seemed to know this. His teeth bit gently into one. He began sucking on it, toying with his tongue. When he began fucking her ear with his cock-hard tongue, she came.
The climax was almost painful for her. No longer was it simply a release. She felt her tired body protesting even as the intense sensations ripped through her mind. The woman could hardly breathe. She felt her tits rising and falling heavily, jiggling and dancing on her chest. She wished this would end so she could get some sleep. Candy began to understand why her twin sister was so uptight over Charlie's sexual needs.
But she could match him. She wasn't going to allow any man to wear her out. His insatiable appetites had to come from the fact that Mandy was such a prude. Candy couldn't believe that her sister would allow Charlie to fuck her all night long like this. Maybe once or twice and that would be it.
"Your cock!" she called out. "It-it's still hard!"
"Of course it is, sweetie. I want to stuff it all the way up your fuck tunnel, too. I know you're wet and ready for me."
"No, I'm not kidding, Charlie. You'll hurt me!"
"Hmnmm, guess you might be a little sore. Been a long time since we fucked like this. Too long, in fact. How about me fucking your tits?"
"What?"
The woman didn't know if she had heard him right or not. The blood hammered in her ears and drowned out much of what he said. She was still aroused, but found it increasingly difficult to handle her own emotions.
"You know, fuck your little titties. Well, not so little. Let me get them ready."
He licked around the rim of her ear. She melted then and there. Her ears were so sensitive she could get off on a man's tonguing them. As he traced along the hollow of her ear and went toward her throat, she came again. The skin along her shoulders and neck was throbbing with desire. She got off easily whenever a man used the right techniques.
Charlie was doing everything just right.
She wanted to tell him to stop, but she couldn't. Not as long as he managed to keep her passions at a fever pitch. She was constantly on the brink of coming. Never in her life had she found a man who could do it like Charlie was doing it to her. Every single more was calculated to turn her on just a little bit more. She would have thought he was some sort of monster except that he thought so much about her needs.
He licked from the hollow of her throat down to the deep canyon between her tits. The huge mounds of titflesh danced a merry jig as she sucked in deep breath after breath. Outlining the base of her left boob with his tongue, he finished up and circled around the other knocker. His rough tongue sent tremors earthquaking into the blonde's chest.
She came harder than before. Candy tried to control her runaway emotions and couldn't. She hated herself for being so weak. This man was playing with her. He was trying to get off on every little thing he did. She wanted to make it more difficult for him and couldn't do it. She was coming hard.
"Ummm, oh, ohhh! Goddamn, Charlie, how do you do these things to me? I never found a man who could turn me on this way!"
"So how many other men have you jumped into the sack with?" he demanded, his tongue laying her trembling flesh. "You were a virgin on our wedding night. God knows, you wouldn't come across before we were married."
Candy felt a cold shiver pass through her. She had always wondered if her twin had been a virgin on her wedding day. Now she knew the truth. But she was supposed to be Mandy. And she had just committed a major mistake.
"You… you seem like so many men, Charlie," she stammered. "It's like going to bed with the whole Goddamn Army!"
"You sure have changed. And it's been fast. What's got into you, Mandy?"
"Nothing, dammit!" she flared.
Her auger masked her fright. She didn't want to tell Charlie about how she and Mandy had swapped husbands. Candy didn't think either of the men would understand. She wasn't even sure she understood why she had agreed to it.
She had certainly come out the winner, she was sure. Her dud of a sister was stuck with her dud of a husband. And Charlie was the best she'd ever found in bed. Candy wasn't any virgin when she'd gotten married. She had had just about every male in her high school and then had gone on to see what college had to offer. Some of the college kids had been good, a hell of a lot better than the studs at her high school, but none of them matched Charlie.
He was a human sex machine programmed to drive that delicious prick of his all the way up into her gooey cunt.
"You're acting funny," he repeated. "Anything wrong?"
"Yes, my poor little titties are getting cold. Why don't you do something about that?" She thrust out her chest so that her tits dragged along the man's lips. He smiled and obliged her. She had thought he would. His sex drive was in high gear now.
She sobbed as he sucked hard at one of her fiery red nipples. The mounds of erectile flesh had been pumped full of wanton blood while he was licking around the base of her huge tits. Now that he was sucking on her nipple, she was at the point of coming again.
When his teeth began scoring the sides of her nipple, she came again. There was no way in hell she could have held back the prodigious might of her orgasm. It possessed her and turned her into a demon of lust. She had been horny before, but now she was out of her mind with the hollow, aching need in her cunt. She had to have his cock. All of it. All at once!
"Fuck me!" she cried. "To hell with my sore pussy. I need your cock in me, fucking my cunt, giving me that divine pleasure only you can give!"
"Bullshit," he laughed. "You're just out of your mind with lust. Let me show you some different strokes."
He eluded her grabbing hand as she tried to get hold of his prick and drag it into her cunt hole. He straddled her waist, his prick resting in the deep canyon between her tits. The feel of that hot rod of cockflesh pressing into her aroused tits turned her on even more. She almost threw him off as she came again.
He hung on for dear life, his fingers clutching firmly into her sides. When his hands pressed into the outsides of her boobs, she knew what he was going to do. He had licked and kissed the insides of her boobs. They were well oiled with his spit now. He crushed her tits together until he had formed an artificial cunt between her knockers.
"God, Charlie, I never felt anything like this. Oh, oh! Darling, fuck my little titties good. Give me all that sweet prick!"
"Little titties?" he laughed. "Not so little. Shit, they're huge. Couldn't do this otherwise."
He applied more pressure. He succeeded in rubbing one of her turgid nipples against the other. She felt as if he would rip the boobs from her chest, but the pleasure she got from it more than offset any pain. The idea of rubbing one nipple against the other brought her off again.
The blonde woman was beginning to hate herself. She was such a weak, fragile thing. The lightest of touches and she was soaring on the winds of ecstasy. He could play with her in any of a thousand ways and she would get off on it. In a way it was good. It didn't take much for her to achieve full satisfaction. But the emotional and physical strain on her after so many climaxes was beginning to tell on her.
"Fuck them good. Make them burn with your prick!"
"I'm going to, you sultry bitch. Just you wait and see!"
He leaned forward, his full weight pressing into her tits now. She felt every contour of his prick. The thick purpled knob on the end pulsed with virile life. She loved the way it heated her creamy white flesh. The swollen length began to move, slowly at first, then with more power.
The single-eyed head of his cock poked out from the tight passage through her titflesh. She craned her neck and tried to get the head of his pecker into her mouth. Not quite reaching it, she was content with dragging her tongue across the man's piss-slit.
"Ummm, shit!" he moaned out. "Best thing I ever felt. Hot, soft tit all around my dork and now you're trying to stuff your tongue down the end. God, this is the best tit-fucking ever!"
He pulled back, his cock moving with tantalizing slowness. When she felt only a fraction of his huge cock left between her tits, he began fucking back into the tunnel of her tits. This trip was faster and built up the friction. She arched her back and almost threw the man off her belly. He gripped her tits even harder to stay in the saddle.
He was soon fucking as fast and as hard as he could. The flesh of her delicate white tits turned a cherry pink. The friction sent lightning bolts of carnal need into her chest. And when she came, she knew it wouldn't be more than a few seconds before he got his rocks off, too.
She was right.
A white gob of jism arched from the depths of her tits and spattered against her lips. An eager tongue licked it away just as another white bullet of come hit her cheek. Her head spun as she tried to get all of that fountaining cock's come.
The sight of the cock head coming through the whiteness of her tits turned her into a raving maniac. She couldn't get enough of that prick or the come jetting from it. She managed to strain and lock her lips around the very tip of his cock.
"Shit, baby, that's sure great!" the man cried. "But I'm about done in. Is there anything I can do – until I get my hard-on back to keep you happy?"
She realized that his prick was going limp. The one-time hardness was melting. Candy could feel it between her tits, as if the heat from her body was doing the trick. She sighed and knew that there wasn't any cure for the feelings lingering in her cunt.
Then she rolled over and tossed the man off. He lay there, smiling at her, sharing the warmth of their odd fucking for a moment. His hand reached out and cupped her pussy mound. A finger wormed its way back into her seething hot pussy.
The movement inside her cunt told her that she wanted to get laid again. She had to fuck one more time tonight or she would go out of her head with unfulfilled lust. But she had just seen his prick go flaccid from fucking her, tits. It would be hours, if ever, before he got another boner.
"Eat me out," she told him. "Eat my pussy!"
"Sure!" he said eagerly. "There's nothing I like more than a nice, juicy cunt pressing into my mouth, unless it's fucking it with my cock!"
He tried to twist around and lick across her cunt lips. She evaded him, standing on the bed. The springy surface almost tossed her off, but she kept her balance long enough to straddle the man's body. With her legs spread wide on either side, of his hips, she leaned forward, the wall supporting her. Muscles straining, she felt more alive than ever. And when he reached up and began stroking along the firm muscles of her thighs and ass, she knew she was doing this just right.
When his cock-hard tongue shot all the way up her cunt, she came. There was no way in hell she could possibly get around it. Muscles taut, she was ready for anything. The feel of the rough, probing pink tongue slithering up her juice-soaked pussy was all she needed to get of f.
"Keep that position," he told her. "I love the way it keeps your cunt nice and tight around my tongue. Never felt anything like this before. God, what a turn-on. I don't know what's changed you, Mandy, but I'm all for it. You're one hell of a woman!"
She moaned when his tongue began sliding up and down the turgid lips of her cunt. He pushed aside her puffy cunt lips and plunged far up her hot, demanding hole. The feel of his tongue fucking in and out of her twat was all it took to get her hot and ready for come after come.
The woman was lost in a paradise of her own making. She had been fucked eight times in every hole in her body. He had fucked her up the ass and then in her clutching pussy before letting her suck him off. Not content with this, he had made his own pussy out of her tits and fucked them. Now she was showing him a trick or two for pleasuring a woman.
His tongue lashed out and ran up and down the juicy slit until she was about ready to collapse. He diddled her cunt with his tongue and went back to her cunt hole. She loved it. She couldn't get enough of his sucking mouth love.
"More, give me more, dammit!" she cried.
Her body was coated with a thin sheen of sweat now. She felt it dribbling between her tits. As it ran down her belly and into the tangled jungle of her pussy mound, she knew that she had found the perfect position to get eaten out.
Her muscles were tensed up and this kept her cunt nice and tight around the man's tongue. She loved the fit of his tongue into her cunt. He couldn't tongue fuck as far into her cunt as he could with his prick, but this was a deliciously different sensation. Different. So different she got off as his tongue slid out and pressed wetly between the slabs of her asscheek.
He wiggled his tongue all the way up her asshole and reamed her out good with growing desire.
She came and came and came. Candy lost track of how long she stood there on the bed, her legs widespread, her arms supporting her, as she leaned against the wall. It didn't matter. AU that counted now was the intense feelings released in her body.
At last she had found a man who could satisfy her and more. Charlie actually wore her out!
She was sure she had died and gone to heaven.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"I tell you I couldn't be happier with the trade!" exclaimed Candy, looking nervously at her sister.
She was afraid Mandy might be insulted that she preferred Charlie to her own dull husband. But Candy's twin didn't show the least bit of anger at the words.
"I sort of like it with Stan, too," the other woman admitted. She sipped at her coffee, then fumbled out a cigarette and lit it. She was having a hard time telling Candy she preferred Stan to Charlie.
Candy heaved a deep breath and launched into what she had to say. "I think we should make the switch permanently. I really do. I love the way Charlie fucks. He is simply the best cocksman I have ever been to bed with. He's super!"
"You think so?" said Mandy, still unsure of herself. She didn't want her sister making any sacrifices for her benefit. They had gone through school doing it that way. Always the noble Candy protecting her not-quite-so-bright and social sister. "I wouldn't mind making the switch either, but I want to make sure you really mean it. Really."
"I really do," said Candy. "We actually fucked nine times last night. I couldn't believe it. I figured it out. Almost six hundred feet of cock. Six hundred feet of wonderful fucking prick! And all for me!"
Mandy shivered a little. She had never worked it out that way, but it sounded gross. She preferred the way Stan made it. It was so simple and laid back – and exciting in its own way. The man didn't make a big thing out of fucking like Charlie did. He wasn't out to get in any sex book on the most times fucked in a night. He went slow enough to make sure she was really hot and then he built up the speed of his fucking.
How could the twins have ever gotten so mismatched in their marriages?
"I don't know if it's legal or not," said Candy, rushing on before Mandy changed her mind.
"What difference does it make if the men are satisfied? I think Stan prefers me, if you want to know the truth."
Candy bristled a little at that, then relaxed. Her sister was probably right. Stan never did understand her incessant need for fucking and sucking and living out her sex fantasies. Charlie understood – and more. He actually helped her live out her wildest dreams. That made life with him all the sexier.
"Okay, let's do it. But we're going to have to swap a lot more info to keep them from finding out. Like I never knew you were a virgin when you got married."
Mandy blushed furiously. It was just about as Candy had thought. Her sister was a real prude. So good, then. She and Stan would have the perfect life together. They could shake hands and then go to bed and go to sleep. Candy intended to do a damned sight more than shake hands with Charlie every night. She was beginning to wonder how many nights in a row the man could fuck like he had done the night before. Candy guessed she could eventually wear him out – but what fun finding out how long it would take!
Candy parked the car in the drive and fumbled out her keys. The keyring was still strange. She vowed to switch over to one like she had for her other house. Mandy and Stan's house, she corrected herself. She had moved out with the agreement with her sister. It would be her and Charlie, Mandy and Stan from now on. All she would have to do was remember that neither of the men knew the change had been made.
She finally got the door open and went into the living room. She sighed at the memory of the fucking that had gone on in this very room the night before. The scene at the disco had been only prelude to the hot and heavy action. She shivered deliciously at the thought of how she had raced around the darkened house like a tiger being stalked by the great white hunter. It was even more fun thinking of what had happened when Charlie had found her. Her asshole still burned from the butt-fucking he had given her.
"Hello, doll," came the quiet voice from behind her.
Candy jumped, dropping her handbag. The presence of anyone else in the room was entirely unexpected. Charlie wasn't due home from work for another hour.
Turning, she saw Stan. The woman turned pale at the idea that the man had figured out the switch so soon. Candy stammered and tried to think of a good excuse. Nothing rational came to mind.
"What's wrong, Mandy?" Stan asked. "You seem so flustered. This isn't like you. You're usually so calm and cool, not flighty like that bitch I'm married to."
"B-bitch?" Candy stammered, realizing Stan meant her. He still thought she was Mandy, but what was this noise? "How dare you talk about my sister that way! She's a good person!"
"That's not what you usually say. You've been telling me what a pushy bitch she is and how you've hated it. And that's why you don't mind fucking around with me these sleepy afternoons. I think it's only your way of getting back at her, but I don't care. Not as long as I can have you."
He came up, his arms circling her waist. Candy tried to back away and found his lips crushing into hers. She was so confused that she didn't know what to do. In spite of herself, she felt her resistance melting. She returned the kiss, wondering what her husband was up to.
"That's more like it, babe," Stan said. "I love these afternoons together. It gives me a chance to get away from her."
"Her? You mean Candy?"
"Sure, that bitch. All the time bugging me about what a lousy lay I am, how I'm just not able to fuck all night long like she wants. You know better, doll, you know me and I can relax with you. I'm not out to prove something. If it hadn't been for you, I'd have dumped her a long time ago. It just seems so strange you being twins and all."
"And how long have we been seeing each other?" Candy asked, trying to control her temper. She realized then that her sister had been seducing Stan all the time. And Mandy had, cleverly maneuvered her into trading husbands! She had actually thought it was all her own idea!
"Year? Year and a half. Who keeps count? Or do you? Am I so good that you put little check marks in your diary?"
"I don't keep a diary," Candy said, then stopped. She didn't know if Mandy kept one or not. She, Candy, never had. It seemed silly to her. She could remember each and every man she had ever fucked. The memory and the warmth remaining in her pussy were all that counted.
"Sure you do. But the hell with that. Let's fuck before I have to go home and face her. You keep me good and tired out. But you understand me in ways she never could."
"Do you ever fuck with Candy when you get home?" Candy asked, suddenly suspicious. She was thinking this might be why Stan was never able to perform more than once. Her cheating sister had worn him out before he got home!
"Hardly ever. You keep ma worn to a frazzle."
"I don't think I'm in the mood today. Go home to her and…"
"And nothing. I want you and it's not like you to tell me no. That's the not tonight I have a headache routine. I don't dig that."
Roughly, he grabbed her and pulled her to him again. She felt his prick rising up against her leg. Stan had never acted this way with her before! And this was only because he had the twins confused. He thought she was Mandy!
"No!"
"Yes! And I mean it!" He crushed her lips with his again. She tried to push him away and found she couldn't. He held her too strongly. He kissed her lips and then worked back along her jawline. She could have found this incredibly sexy if she hadn't been so mad at her sister and her husband.
Stan and Mandy cheating on her! The very idea that she wasn't able to sexually keep her husband happy galled her. It was a challenge and she had failed. What was it about her twin that appealed to him more? Candy couldn't guess.
"Get out!"
"Fuck!" he roared.
He tossed her down to the floor, the soft carpet absorbing some of the impact. She groaned and tried to sit up. He came swarming over her, the cord from the drapes in his hand. She had seen him rip the sash cord off with a savage jerk, but she never expected him to try and tie her up.
Stan? The gentle, quiet man? This wasn't the man she had married. This was a stranger, a man of unbridled sexual needs. She barely recognized him. In spite of her anger, she felt herself beginning to get hot and wet in the pussy. He was so forceful, so dominant. He made her feel like, a woman, and that was something he had seldom done since they were married.
"Bitch," he snarled. "Try and fuck me over when I've got a hard-on for you, huh? I'll show you." Quick loops of the cotton cord around her wrists firmly secured her hands. He tied the rope to one leg of the heavy sofa. With two more jerks, he had equal lengths of cord tied around her ankles. Each foot was tied to a different leg of the piano. She was bound, spread eagled on the floor, totally helpless and completely at the man's mercy.
In spite of the way he raged, Candy was beginning to get hornier and hornier for him. This was the man she should have married. He wouldn't take no for an answer. He knew what he wanted and he knew how to get it. The idea of being with him caused her cunt to overflow its juices. "Wh-what are you doing?" she gasped.
He had a pair of scissors in his hand. Without a word, he dropped to his knees beside her and began cutting off her dress.
"No! That's a brand new skirt!" she protested. He took no heed and kept the cold metal blades flashing along her thighs. She cringed away as the metal touched her soft skin. He dragged the sharp point along her leg just enough to draw a shallow gash. The blood welled up and then flowed down her leg.
"Why're you doing this?" she cried out. "I-I'll do anything you want, Stan. It… it's me, Candy! Your wife!"
"No more of those silly fantasies of yours, Mandy. I know my wife and she's still out shopping. Probably fucking the sack boy at the grocery, if I'm any judge. I want you and you're going to take all of this and like it!"
He ran his zipper down. His prick snapped to attention. For a long minute, Candy couldn't take her eyes off the man's prick. She had seen it a thousand times, felt it in her pussy, fucking slowly, gently. This wasn't his prick. This was a mighty pillar of hard manmeat. Her eyes opened in fright. It was puffed up bigger than she had ever seen it.
"No, please, Stan, I am Candy. Really. Really!"
"Lying bitch," was all he said.
His boner jerking and dancing around in front of his crotch, he continued to cut off her clothing. She was soon reduced to only panties and bra. He took savage delight in snipping off her bra and exposing her naked tits. The look in his eyes made Candy feel small and pitiful. She groaned. Never had she felt like this. She was usually the one calling the shots, the one in charge.
No longer. Stan was in command and knew what he wanted.
"Those panties offend me," he said, the metal blade of the scissors pressing into her belly.
She tried to writhe away from the cruel punishment. She found she couldn't. The ropes, binding her hands and holding her legs split so far apart, prevented it.
Closing her eyes made it even worse. There came a snick as the blades cut the band of her panties. She cried out involuntarily as the cold metal touched her cunt lips. He was cutting directly along her gash with the scissors.
"Why are you torturing me like this?" she called out. "Why? What have I ever done to you?"
"Bitch. Cunt! Your very presence offends me. I must show you how to act toward a real man."
She saw his prick jump and buck with added lust. There was no doubt in her mind that Stan was going to fuck her. No, she mentally changed that. He wasn't merely going to fuck her. He was going to rape her.
Rape her, his own wife! And he didn't even know it! She would have laughed if she hadn't been so close to crying. Fear and horror at the helplessness of her situation wracked her.
She cried out again when he ripped away the panties from her crotch, exposing her naked gash.
"See! It's ready for me! I knew it would be. I'm going to fuck that sucking pussy like it's never been fucked before!"
He rolled on top of her, his weight pressing her down into the carpet. She struggled, pulling hard at the ropes on her wrists. She couldn't budge them an inch. She was going to have to take whatever Stan did to her.
She gasped at the feathery brush of his prick across her cunt lips. The electric jolt rocketing all the way up her spine shocked her. She hadn't realized she was this turned on by what was happening. It seemed so bizarre, being aroused by the rough treatment. Cindy realized that she had never expected Stan to be so dominant, so commanding. He was the one in charge and that surprised and aroused her.
She screamed as his prick drove mercilessly all the way up her cunt. Her fuck juices had oiled her pussy, but not enough. The dry prick tore and ripped at her cunt walls. The man didn't seem to take notice of her discomfort. The look of stark pleasure on his face astounded Candy.
She hadn't thought that Stan was capable of enjoying the simplest pleasures of fucking. How wrong she had been! He was able to get his rocks off all right – with her twin sister! No wonder he was never able to fuck like she had wanted him to in bed. He was too worn out from sticking it to Mandy!
"Fuck me," she said weakly, her voice hardly more than a squeak. "Fuck me good."
"I will. When I'm ready."
She quivered. His prick felt bigger than life. She knew that this change was due to the subject of his fucking. He thought she was Mandy and responded more. The way his prick forced hard at her cunt walls made her wonder if he might not really rip her apart all the way to the chin. But she was resilient. Her cunt walls slowly expanded to take the added girth of Stan's fuck stick. And when she was able to comfortably surround his prick, she felt more pleasure than she had in years.
Charlie was one hell of a cocksman, but Stan was showing her what it meant to be a real man.
The ropes cut into her wrists cruelly, but she ignored them. The way her crotch strained, because of the way her legs were pulled so far apart, pained her. The cock thrusting in and out of her pussy seemed larger because of her position. And there was no way she could relieve the tension. She was too firmly tied to the piano legs.
"Now, I will give you what you want, you slimy curt!"
She was startled at Stan's speech. The man hardly ever used words like that. He was totally different. Candy realized in part what she had been missing all these years. How had her mousy twin sister ever achieved any sort of relationship with Stan? Candy didn't know and she knew that was her loss. She could have been the one on the receiving end of such fine fucking all these years. She would never have agreed to swap husbands if Stan had performed like this with her – even once!
The woman heard the man's prick squishing hard and fast into her gooey twat. She couldn't get her head up far enough to see the thick prick penetrating the pink flaps of her cunt lips, but then she didn't have to. She could feel every movement he made.
His prick drove hard into her guts. When his balls wetly slapped against her ass, he began grinding his crotch against hers. The motion of his bush against her clit got her off.
The woman was surprised that she could respond so strongly to her very own husband. For years he had seemed so ineffectual in bed. Now he was turning her on more than any other man ever had.
Charlie had staying power. He could fuck all night long. But this was skill Stan was showing her. He knew precisely how to get her off in the biggest and best way possible. His body ground against her. The feel of his prick buried all the way up her cunt bucking and pulsating against tight pussy walls filled her with sexual need. And the sight of his nostrils flaring as he breathed heavily in her face did it.
She came harder than she ever had before.
Being tied down added to the thrill. She could scream and thrash and buck all she wanted. Her muscles pulled hard at her bonds. The sofa moved a little and the piano began to slip on the carpet, but she was still securely tied down. Never had the blonde woman thought that being tied up would be this sexy. She wondered why Stan hadn't done it to her years before.
What she had missed all this time!
"D-do it again," she moaned out. "Fuck me harder!"
"Cunt!"
He rammed into her softly yielding body repeatedly. Nothing but their hard breathing and the sound of cock sliding into aroused cunt filled the room. She came again and again – and marveled at her husband's prick. It seemed to be made out of steel. Usually he came and that was it. Not now. He seemed capable of fucking forever.
She hoped he would.



CHAPTER NINE


"What the fuck's going on?" came a loud voice. Candy managed to turn her head to see Charlie standing in the doorway, briefcase in hand. He had a pissed look on his face.
"Hi ya, Charlie," said Stan, not the least perturbed at being interrupted. "I was just knocking off a piece before I went home. Hope you don't mind."
Candy was appalled. Stan took being caught so easily. Here he was, fucking another man's wife in that man's house and the husband walks in. And he was so Goddamned cool!
"I told you I didn't like it while I was around. It makes me so horny I want to join in. But have fun. I'll be in the kitchen getting a beer. Want anything?"
Candy didn't believe this. Charlie found Stan fucking the woman he thought was his wife and he was as cool as Stan. He wanted to be left alone so he could drink his beer in peace.
"What?" she cried. "What the hell's going on with you two? He's got me tied down and he's fucking me! I'm your wife!"
Candy was having a harder and harder time trying to keep all this straight in her head. She knew she was supposed to be Mandy, married to Charlie. That her real husband Stan came over to knock off a quick piece of ass now and then came as a complete surprise to her, but she could live with it.
For a fucking like she was getting, she could live with anything. But she simply didn't understand Charlie's attitude. He wasn't the least bit bent out of shape at the idea of Stan fucking his wife.
"What's wrong with you, Mandy?" Charlie asked. "You usually cooperate when Stan screws you. Heaven alone knows you like it. Sure you don't want a beer?"
"Why don't you join us?" urged Stan. "We can both fuck her at the same time."
"Like we did last week?" Charlie asked, his face brightening.
Candy was horrified. They had both fucked Mandy at the same time before! And they were going to divvy her body up just like they had that slut of a sister of hers. All these years Candy had thought Mandy was the quiet type. Now she knew why she was quiet. She was getting so much cock she was worn out all the time!
"Naw, I want her pussy this time. My cock would get cold if I pulled out now."
"I don't want to fuck her up the shit chute. I want to feel that nice, tight little cunt around my pecker," Charlie argued.
"Shit-fuck!" Candy cried out. "What the hell is wrong with you two? You're arguing over me like I was a side of beef or something!"
They ignored her. A wet plopping noise marked the departure of Stan's prick from her eager cunt. She felt hollow and aching inside. She had fucked Charlie all night long and was still sore. Being tied sure didn't help her joints any. But what irritated her most was the way the men were dickering over which one would get to fuck her up the ass.
It didn't irritate her, it pissed her off mightily! "Do it, don't talk it, do it!" she finally cried out.
The two men exchanged glances and shrugged. It seemed a matter of total indifference to them what she wanted or felt. Never had she been so alone. She felt betrayed, abandoned. The idea of swapping husbands with her twin sister had seemed like such a good one at the time.
Now she wasn't so sure. She had found out that Stan could fuck with the best of them when he wanted. It had been something lacking in their marriage that had kept him from showing her all the attention she had demanded row him. And her mousy twin had been screwing both Charlie and Stan.
That more than anything else shocked her. She hadn't thought Mandy capable of such acts of sexual duplicity.
"Get her on her feet. And keep her hands and feet tied," said Charlie. "I like her like that, too."
Stan pulled Candy to her feet with surprising strength. She had known he was powerfully muscled, but nothing like Charlie. Now she wasn't so sure. The contemptuous ease with which he dragged her to her feet told a different story.
His next act took her by surprise. He didn't free her hand. He took the loose end of the ropes and fastened it to the light hanging down from overhead. He made sure the rope went around the hook in the ceiling so that she hung suspended. Toes barely reaching the ground, she had to strain to stay upright.
Candy soon found that the way he had her ankles tied prevented her from moving around too much. She couldn't even dangle from the overhead rope and spin around. He had her securely fastened with the ropes, her legs widespread and her pussy and asshole vulnerable to both the men. "Maybe I will have a beer first," said Stan. "I got powerful thirsty fucking her."
In amazement Candy saw the two men leave the room, quietly talking about how they were going to ball her after they finished off their beers! She couldn't believe this. She was humiliated by the idea she was just something to use when they got around to it. A beer was more important to them than stuffing their cocks into her hot, demanding body.
She began to cry. The salty tears raced down her face and dribbled onto the ends of her tits. She felt her nipples stir as the tears dripped off. In an odd way it aroused her. Everything aroused her. The idea that they were so impervious to her nakedness made her vow to give them the best possible fuck when they got back.
If they did.
She wondered how her sister had ever coped with this. She had been underrating Mandy for a lot of years. The other blonde had depths that had been hidden for a long, long time. She kept both men happy, that was obvious. And yet they would treat her with contempt. Candy didn't understand that.
Unless… Unless Mandy liked it this way. And Candy had thought the only way her sister would fuck was in the missionary position. But then she had thought the same about Stan. Her husband had been fucking around with her sister and she hadn't known! And how he had been messing around. The man was a demon when he got to fucking. She had thought he was a zero in the sack. He had given her the finest come she ever, had. And he hadn't even gotten off yet.
"So I just heard the punch line to the joke."
"What was it?" asked Charlie, both men coming back into the room, beers in hand.
"And then the butler stuck his dick in the mashed potatoes!"
Both men roared with laughter. Charlie said, "That's good, Stan. Damned good. But let's stick our own dicks into something a bit nicer than mashed potatoes. Flip you, heads or tails."
"Heads."
"You got tails. Tough shit."
"I hope not," Stan said, moving around behind Candy. His cold hands made her cringe. Gooseflesh popped, out on her snowy white body as she felt the thick stalk of his prick poke between the meaty slabs of her buttocks. His hot cock moved deeper into the humid canyon until it touched the puckered ring of her anus.
"God, Stan, you-you're actually going to butt fuck me?" she asked. "You never wanted to before."
"What do you mean, Mandy? I do this with you all the time. Never with that stuck-up bitch of a wife, though."
He lunged forward, his prick hammering hard at her tightest passage. She sagged limply against him. Candy had forgotten for a moment that she was supposed to be Mandy. So Stan butt-fucked her twin all the time? She could hardly believe it. Stan never wanted to try anything different in bed. But the power and assurance of his stroke all the way up her asshole told her that this wasn't something new for him.
She felt his huge cock fill her shit chute. The woman swayed back and forth, suspended from the ropes. She felt the thin ropes cutting into her flesh, cutting off circulation. It didn't matter. All that mattered to her now was the thick cock thrusting in and out of her asshole.
"Fuck more!" she cried. "Give it to me, Stan darling! I need it so!"
"Stan darling?" he gasped out. "Candy calls me that. Don't ever do that again, Mandy. I don't want to hear that from you!"
"So punish her with your cock," commented Charlie, standing in front of the naked, bound woman. His prick jutted upwards just inches away from the woman's gaping cunt.
"Shut your mouth and get into her, man," ordered Stan. "I want to feel your prick moving against mine through her guts."
The idea of two men fucking her at the same time thrilled Candy strangely. It was so perverted she would never have considered it before. And the concept of their cocks touching, separated only by her thin inner membrane, got her hot just thinking about it!
"Yes, yes, do it! Just hurry and fuck meeeeee!"
She almost passed out when Charlie's prick shot straight up and drove into her pussy. She had been prepared for it, but the shock was more than she had bargained for. Both pricks rested inside her body, firmly lodged, gently pulsating.
Tensing and relaxing her belly muscles made both men groan in pleasure. She felt surges of desire mounting in her body. The thick heads of both pricks were immediately apparent to her. She could trace the contours of both men's cocks using only her sensitive inner tissues.
Stan's prick shoved, all the way up her back seemed to be the largest. Candy wondered about that. Stan had never seemed so big when they had been in bed and fucking before. With his fuck stick buried balls deep up her ass, though, he seemed to be the best hung man in the world.
Best hung? He was hung like a bull!
She twisted and turned, pulling hard against the ropes binding her. This helpless position, added to her arousal. The blonde couldn't put it into words. Being at the men's mercy turned her on in a big way. She had known that for the first time when Stan had roughly thrown her to the floor and then raped her.
And it had been rape. Even though they were married, he didn't know it. And she hadn't been willing. He had tied her securely, legs parted for his prick, then raped her.
She had never gotten off so much on a fucking in all her life. Now that both men were fucking her at the same time, she knew she was going to surpass even the power of that other come. She was going to rocket off the face of the earth and go into an orbit of stark ecstasy.
"I like the way your prick presses into the underside of mine. Think she's big enough inside to take us both?" asked one of the men. The woman had long since closed her eyes and lost all sense of her surroundings, being content to simply experience the delights inside her body.
"She's sure tight, a helluva lot tighter than last time. Maybe she's been exercising or something."
"Let's work together on this, partner. You out and me in. On the numbers, one, two, three, go!"
Candy cried out when one of the pricks left her body. She tried hard to figure out which one it was. She finally decided her cunt was now vacant. But the throbbing spike of manmeat shoved all the way up her ass made up for the loss.
She was in no condition to figure out what the men were going to do. She had to find out by experiencing it. As the prick slid from her butt, the cock in front filled her cunt. They soon had her caught in a cross-fucking. She never had both pricks inside her at any given time. But there wasn't a time when she was totally abandoned.
The in-and-out fucking of both ass and cunt caused the fires of desire to spring up inside her body. She felt the burning heat of friction as cock pressed hotly into her rectum. Her tight back passage clawed and clung to the man's prick as it worked in and out. She knew that the fires would soon spread and engulf her insides.
She was right.
It took less than a minute of the butt fucking for her to get off.
The response from the men was instant.
"God-fucking-damn! I don't believe this," said Charlie. "It feels like a velvet glove has crushed my cock. I was in her pussy when she came. Ripples moved up and down her cunt walls. It-it was like she was massaging my prick!"
Stan wasn't able to talk. His hands clutched firmly at the woman's waist. He began flailing around, his movements jerky. It took a second before Candy realized he was on the brink of jetting put his come into her bowels.
"Fuck me good!" she cried out to her husband. "Give me the sexiest enema I ever got!"
"Oh, God, so tiiight! So fucking Goddamn tight up the ass!" the man groaned. He clutched her asscheeks and pulled them wide apart so that he could ream out her ass even better. She felt his hairy thighs grinding into her ass. The stimulation she got from this simple touch sent her sailing off into a potent orgasm.
As she came, she knew he was fucking her faster, harder, deeper, up the ass. There wasn't any rhythm any longer. His hips had taken complete control. All that mattered to him now was getting his rocks off. She felt his hot jism surge into her rectum. The lava-hot blast of gooey come caused her to climax again.
When she drifted down from her sexual high, she felt his cock limply fall from her ass. But she wasn't totally abandoned. The man fucking her cunt was still long and strong. His strokes in and out of her pussy rebuilt the fires in her guts.
"Fuck me, fuck meeeee gooood!" she cried out.
Her head swam. The pain in her wrists where the ropes cut into her flesh seemed to give her same contrast for the delights in her cunt and ass. The idea that she could let her emotions run wild since she was so securely trussed up added to the power of her come. She screamed and shook all over like a leaf caught in a tornado. All that mattered was the prick driving into her pussy.
"God, so tight, fucking tight. You're right, Stan, never this tight before. Why's that, I wonder?" Charlie muttered as he continued to fuck her with the long, deep strokes that delighted her so much.
She tried to tell him. She wanted to confess all.
She and Mandy had switched husbands. Candy tried to say all that and more, but she failed. The words were jumbled up in her throat.
She cried out in pleasure as his prick erupted inside her. The entire length of her cunt convulsed with the power of her orgasm. The ripples clutched and clawed at his buried cock. She tried to squeeze every single last drop of jism from the man's balls.
"Ummm, ohhhh!" she moaned. Her hips were still free. She twisted from side to side, stirring the prick around in her cunt. This motion heightened the sensation for her. But all too soon, his prick went limp and flowed out of her well fucked pussy.
Candy hung there in the middle of the room, her cunt and asshole both burning from the men's pricks. She had been fucked by two experts. Never again would she ever say anything nasty about Stan or the way he fucked. He had just never been turned on by her.
She couldn't understand that. She had a good body, a damned attractive one, and certainly it wasn't that much different from Mandy's. After all, they were twins. They could pass for one another without that much effort. The two men apparently thought she was Mandy.
Candy looked up, tossed her head to get a strand of blonde hair out of her eyes, then asked, "What now?"
"We'll think of something," Stan assured her.
"Could you cut me down? My hands are about ready to fall off."
"Sure, Candy," said Charlie, moving in front of her.
The blonde's eyes locked with Charlie's. A cold fist clutched at her belly and she felt a little sick. She said weakly, "Candy?"
"Sure, Candy. Both of us knew what you and Mandy did to us. This is our way of paying you back."



CHAPTER TEN


"You know?" she asked, her voice almost at the breaking point.
Candy sat down heavily on the sofa. A strand of the rope from her ankle trailed behind her as a reminder of what the men had done to her while she had been tied up. It seemed like some sort of a dream. But not a bad dream. She had enjoyed the feelings of being helpless and at their mercy. Candy couldn't understand it and now she had even more to become confused aver…
They knew!
"Sure, Candy," said Stan. "Look, you two must think Charlie and I are stupid or something. We're not. We know our own wives. That first night I knew. I called Charlie and we got to comparing notes."
"But how?"
"How?" laughed Charlie. "When you as Mandy wanted to go to the disco, I knew something was wrong. She hates the music, she hates the people, hell, she hates the idea of even going outside these four walls. She's a real stay-at-home. You dragged me out. That's when I knew."
"Not when we made it in the women's restroom?" teased Candy, regaining some of her composure. She wanted to make Charlie as uncomfortable as possible so she could get off the defensive.
He only laughed at her. "Before then. Under the table toe-fucking isn't the sort of thing Mandy would want to do. And she'd never, and I mean never, wear a pair of crotchless panties."
"About the same when I went to bed with Mandy," said Stan. "You would have been badgering me to fuck, fuck. She was apprehensive about it. I knew then what had happened. I have to admit fucking her was sort of nice and laid back. None of the frantic fucking you like so much."
"You two aren't mad at us, are you?"
"Hardly," said Stan. "I guess we both learned something out of this. You girls aren't quite happy or you wouldn't have wanted to swap husbands. Maybe we should pay a little more attention to what you want. Hell, it doesn't hurt me any to screw the pants off you once or twice a week – as long as you don't demand it the other nights. I work damned hard and I am sleepy when I go to bed."
"I know now what I can expect from you," Candy murmured, remembering the wonderful fucking Stan had given her. It had been everything she could have asked for and a hell of a lot more.
"That's nice for you two, but it still leaves Mandy and me in a jam. Unless she wants to suck me off a couple times a night, there's not much way we can moderate my overwhelming desire to fuck."
As Charlie said it, all three looked at each other. Slowly they grinned and finally laughed. The answer to the problem was so simple. Candy and Mandy had almost got it by themselves, but they had neglected to tell Stan and Charlie. If they worked this right, they could all get exactly what they wanted.
"You're thinking what I am, aren't you, guys?" asked Candy. "Why don't we chuck this monogamy shit and get it on as a four-way fuck fest?"
"Sounds great to me!" exclaimed Charlie.
Candy could see his prick rising again. It never took him long.
"How about you, Stan? Mind sharing your loving wife so she can get her rocks off with her brother-in-law?"
"I don't mind as long as I can have Mandy to keep me company. But that's the big problem. As nice as this sounds, Mandy would never go along with it. She's something of a prude. I mean, Christ, I mentioned going to an X-rated movie and I thought she would shit. She's not likely to want to start up any four-way marriage."
"It was as much her idea as mine to try this husband-swapping routine," pointed out Candy. "I think she might be persuaded."
"I think we're all on the same wavelength again," said Charlie, an evil gleam in his eye. "Get on the phone, Stan, and call your loving 'wife' and tell her to get her sweet ass over here. We're going to put on one hell of a show for her."
Mandy forgot that she was no longer supposed to have keys to the house. She used her set and walked on into her living room. Seated on the sofa were Charlie and Candy, arms around each other. Stan was in an overstuffed chair wistfully watching as the others kissed and felt each other up. Mandy almost cried out when she saw what her twin and her husband were doing.
"Come on over, dear," said Stan. "Seems the two of them had a fight, but they are making up now. They wanted an impartial judge, but it turns out they don't need us anymore."
"Well, let's go home then. I don't want to watch that going on." She sniffed and looked down her nose at Charlie kissing Candy. She could see the man's tongue shoot out and lick around Candy's lips before plunging into the woman's mouth. Their tongues darted back and forth, teasing and tormenting one another. When Charlie ran his hand up under Candy's blouse and began squeezing her tit, Mandy wanted to hit him with a lamp.
"Naw, let's stick around. Seeing them getting it on like that gives me ideas. See?" he asked, pointing to his crotch. His cock was trying to turn cartwheels in his pants.
Mandy gasped. She hadn't thought Stan would say or do anything crude like that in public. But he had. Men! They were all the same! She had agreed to this switch because Charlie was insatiable. Now Stan was turning into the same type of sex-starved animal.
"I'm leaving."
"Stay, honey, and watch. You might get some ideas." Stan's grip on her wrist, kept her from leaving.
Reluctantly, Mandy turned and watched her sister and her husband getting into really hot and heavy action.
Charlie had the woman's blouse off now. Her pendulous tits hung down between them before the man crushed them flat with his own chest. Mandy saw that her twin's nipples were springing up hard. That hussy had no shame!
Mandy burned inside slowly, angered that her sister would do such a thing in front of her. Candy knew that Mandy loved Charlie. She had married him. Only his peculiar sex needs had driven her away. Now she was flaunting that insatiable sex drive in front of her.
Mandy got madder and madder. She sat down heavily on the arm of the chair. The woman barely noticed Stan's hand moving up under her skirt, sliding along her cool, soft thigh, heading up toward her pussy mound. She shuddered slightly, as much from his finger working under the leg band of her panties as from the sight of Charlie hiking up her skirt and dangling one slender leg over the back of the sofa.
He got his prick out of his pants and dropped down on the wanton, willing woman in plain sight of his wife. Mandy got even madder. This was impossible! She was being forced to watch her husband fuck her sister. She turned her attention from the sight of that huge prick driving in between the juice-soaked pussy lips to Stan.
The man was grinning broadly. "Getting any ideas?" he asked.
"Hell, yes. Let's fuck." Mandy declared. She wanted to show those two that this game could he played by any number. She wiggled around and felt Stan's finger worm even deeper into her pussy. Shivering in reaction, she sank down to the carpeted floor, her legs drifting apart in obscene invitation to him.
"Not that way," he said. "I want to fuck you like a bitch in heat. On your hands and knees."
She hurriedly rolled over. The idea of him fucking her like an animal appealed to her. The sight of the pair on the sofa fucking like rabbits had its effect on her. She would show them!
Mandy told Stan, "Go on and do what you will. We'll show them!"
She didn't care about her own feelings. She was mad. She wanted revenge on Charlie and her cheating twin sister. Nothing less than making Candy jealous of her and Stan would do now, though how the other blonde would ever notice was something Mandy didn't want to think about. Candy and Charlie were too busily fucking for either of them to notice anything less than an atomic bomb going off.
She waggled her ass in the direction of Stan's hard-on. She felt a strange surge of horniness come over her. Wanton, she wanted nothing more than to get this over with. She wanted to feel dirty. She wanted Stan fucking her like an animal.
"God, what a lovely white ass. I can really get into fucking it."
"Oh, shut up and hurry!" she urged. The woman found herself beginning to respond. She thought it was dumb getting wet in the snatch over this, but she was. The idea of fucking in the same room as other people would normally have turned her off entirely.
Not now. Not when she wanted to show them.
The woman shivered a little as the man's hands dragged her panties down farther. He was working them down her tender thighs, his fingers pressing and squeezing her flesh as he went. She felt the pulses of stark desire lance into her cunt. She hadn't expected this. It was an added bonus. The thick oils from her cunt dribbled down the insides of her leg.
She hoped that Stan wouldn't see that. It was so obscene. But the man's fingers found her fuck juices instantly. He smeared them all over the insides of her thighs before moving his fingers up to her gash.
"Ummm, oh, please!" she cried out. "That feels so nice. But not here. Let's go into the bedroom. We… we can fuck there!"
"Fuck?" he asked. "That's the first time you've ever used that word. Tell me exactly what you want."
His hands cupped her buttocks and squeezed down hard. She involuntarily rammed her ass back into the circle of his hands. The woman needed more than his fingers dipping down into the hot canyon between her asscheeks.
She wanted cock and she told him so.
"Can't hear you," he said. "Say it louder. Shout it, if you have to, but let me know definitely what you want. Now!"
"I want to fuck you with your p-p-prick!" she stammered. "Please don't do this to me. Just f-ffuck meeeee!"
"Good girl," he said. His finger found the tight ring of her anus and slipped all the way up her shit chute. The woman's body stiffened all over as he began wiggling his finger, in her asshole.
She didn't know what she felt. The very idea of a man stuffing his finger up that dirty place should have made her get up and leave. It was such a perverted thing to do. But she wasn't turned off by it. It made her even hornier. Gone was all idea of showing her sister and cheating husband a thing or two. All Mandy knew or wanted now was cock.
Lots of cock stuffed up her ass.
"Butt fuck me!"
"All right?" Stan called. "That's more like it. Let me grease the old pole first. A few quickie fucks up the cunt should get me oiled for the cornholing."
The words burned in Mandy's ears. She blushed furiously when the man spoke all those dirty words. But she wasn't going to leave, not now. Her body commanded her to stay.
She almost fainted when he rammed forward. His prick didn't even come close to penetrating her body. The cock slid along the groove formed by her cunt lips. Her pussy leaked out its juices and these trickled down onto the man's fuck stick as he shoved it back and forth in the liquid slot.
"No, no!" she moaned. "Not there!" She wanted it all the way up her cunt. She had to get off on the feeling of having that huge pecker fucking her pussy. She needed it or she would go mad!
"I'll do it my way, bitch, and you'll like it!"
"Yes, yes, yes, anything you say, but fuck me!" This time there was no stammer in her voice. She knew what she wanted and she wasn't getting it. She demanded more, lots more – and all of it prick.
He laughed and stroked back and forth a few more times making sure his cock was nice and greased from her slippery inner fluids. Only when he felt her cunt lips begin to turn rigid with the excited blood hammering into them did he pull back. The motion was sheer torture for the woman.
"Fuck meeee!" Her voice was whining now. Gone was all pretense of not wanting to screw. She had been pushed to the breaking point and she wanted more. Now he was taking away even the hint of paradise he had offered her.
Reaching back between her legs, she grabbed his balls. The man yelped but didn't move. He knew better. She tugged and pulled at his balls to get him to fuck bet like a dog. The woman was sobbing and crying openly from her rampaging desires. She was tensed up inside and needed the divine release offered by a good fucking.
"Careful there, baby," he said. "Squeeze too hard and all that jizz is going to come rushing out."
The words penetrated her sex-numbed mind if she continued to grab his balls, he would come. His cock would go limp. She wouldn't get that steely erection rammed up her ass. He wouldn't be able to fuck her.
She released him. She wasn't disappointed. His hands rested on the smooth curves of her ass, stroking and cupping them. When he began to pull apart the meaty moons, she cried out. Her entire world spun crazily around her. She fell forward, her head supported on her crossed forearms. This shoved her ass even farther up into the air. Unconsciously, she was opening up even more to the man and his prick.
"Shit, this is going to be sensational. The best buggering I've done in ages. Shit!"
She felt the blunted head of his prick press into the ring of her asshole. The man, even though his prick was oiled with her cunt juices, didn't slam all the way up her rectum. I-I realized she was tense and nervous, about this.
"Fuck my butt. Give it all to meeee!" she whined. "I'll do anything for it. Oh, shit, what's happening to me? Why am I doing this terrible thing?"
"Not so terrible. Just relax and enjoy. Relax, relax and enjoy!"
The head of his prick slipped past the muscle guarding her tightest passage. For a moment, he paused, relishing the heat pouring out of her guts. Then he slid into her slowly, gently, not wanting to hurry. She was almost impossibly tight around his cock. He sheathed himself in her heated flesh and then simply moaned out his joy.
"So hot, so tight. I can't fucking believe this! If I'd known your asshole was this much like a blast furnace the other night, I would've fucked you till next Sunday!"
She was on the brink of coming again. The pain of his initial thrust into her asshole had made her afraid he might rip and tear her delicate inner membrane. His slow entry had been pure torture for her until her resilient insides stretched enough to take the thick male invader up her back. When she felt his prick bucking and dancing around in her bowels, she did come.
He hung on and rode her for what seemed an eternity. And when she drifted down from her come, she felt his prick sliding out of her guts. She tried to stop it by tensing up. Her muscles clamped down on his hidden cock with impressive force.
Gasping, the man cried out, "I feel like I got my Goddamn cock stuck in a vise. A superheated vise, at that!"
She tensed up even more to persuade him to stay fully buried up her butt. His powerful hips pulled him out until only the knobby end of his prick remained in her body. But then he rushed back in. She screamed in pain. Her ass could barely take his cock again.
And out. He pulled out and created an intense suction in the blonde's bowels. She thought he would drag her guts out with his retreating prick. He immediately stuffed his cock back into her yielding body. She felt his hairy thighs rubbing against her ass. The way the man's balls wetly slapped against her cunt lips made her gasp in reaction. As he reached around and sought out her clit to fondle it a little, she came.
She came – hard.
Her body felt as if she had been dipped in acid. She burned. She cried out as she thrashed about. He kept his prick buried all the way up her ass while she was coming. His finger never left her clit. He managed to keep her sexually strung out longer than she had thought possible.
Mandy actually enjoyed the ravaged feelings in her body caused by the orgasm. She had come many times, but it had never seemed good to her before. Gone was all thought of showing Candy and Charlie that she was capable of giving them back their medicine. All that counted now was the hot and hard prick fucking her butt. She shoved her ass back to meet every single incoming stroke. She had to get it deeper into her guts. If it came out her mouth, that would be the best thing in the world. She could even suck the cock while it fucked her ass then!
"Can't hang on too much longer. Shit, babe, you're crushing me flat. And you're gonna burn me off. I don't want nothing left but a charred nubbin."
"Fuck and shut up! Greek me! Show me how to do it!"
Stan's fingers rubbed the woman's cunt. He had to hang onto her waist to balance himself. It was as if his hips had a mind of their own. He couldn't control the tempo of the fucking any longer. He began fucking with rough, ragged strokes. The power increased. He tried to rip her apart all the way to the chin.
He felt as if he had a pressure cooker dangling under his long cock. His balls had tightened up to the point where the jism was brought to a boil. He felt his balls lurching and tumbling around, and he knew that it wouldn't be more than a few seconds before he spewed out his creamy sperm and semen.
Her body tensed up around his cock again. It was as if he had sheathed his prick in a letterpress. He was being flattened. His cock pumped hard, and he fucked with all the speed he could. The friction mounted until he couldn't control himself any longer. Like a stick of dynamite, he exploded in the woman's guts.
"Aieeeee!" she screamed. "I – aaaaaeeeee!"
He continued pumping out spurt after gooey spurt of jism into her eagerly awaiting body until he went limp.
Panting, he dropped back and sat on his heels. Mandy maintained the position, her ass still jutting into the air. He stroked along it, then kissed her butt to show her how much he had gotten off on fucking it.
"God, Stan, I never dreamed it would be like that. Charlie is bothering me all the time to do all these filthy things, but…"
"But that didn't seem so dirty. Maybe it seemed like fun to you. Was that it? You wonder why you're not feeling guilty about it?"
"Something like that," Mandy turned and saw that her sister and her husband had finished off. Candy was gently licking off the come from Charlie's dead prick. But Mandy knew from past experience that Charlie wouldn't be flaccid for long. He would come back, harder and hornier than ever.
She shivered. That didn't seem like such a bad thing to her now. She had wanted to show him that she could attract another man Stan had obliged. But Mandy realized how much she loved her husband then. She just couldn't keep up with him in the sack.
She loved him but not that much. No woman could. No woman except Candy.
Mandy wanted to cry. The problems this husband-swapping had caused far exceeded the problems it had solved.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


All of them sat around in a tight little circle. Mandy felt a bit out of place being half naked, but Candy was, stripped bare-ass naked and didn't seem to mind, and the men all had their limp pricks hanging out. Mandy tried valiantly not to show her discomfort.
"So figured we might as well try the swapping around and see how it worked, but you guys were too smart for us," Candy was saying.
"Too smart?" snorted Charlie. "It was obvious from the start. But I'm glad you did. You're hell on wheels in bed, Candy. Mandy just can't hold a candle to you."
"So you want to swap permanently?" asked Candy.
Charlie didn't answer immediately. He seemed to be thinking. He looked from one twin to the other and finally said, "No. I mean, damn, this is hard!"
"Not yet!" teased Candy, her fingers stroking along his prick. He slapped her hand and continued.
"What I meant was, I love Mandy. Hell, I married her. But she's not that sexed up, not like you. But there's more to marriage than just fucking."
"You mean you don't want Candy? You still want me?" asked Mandy. She was so confused with the things she felt that she didn't know what was right any more. The ideas in her head were so strange they frightened her.
"That's exactly right. If you had Candy's sex drive, you'd be perfect. But I won't trade you for her screwing."
"I like that!" flared Candy.
"Hang on, doll," said Stan. "I know what he means. Mandy and I are better in bed together than you and I ever were. We run at different speeds. It's like I'm thirty-three and a third and you're all the time at seventy-eight. But I don't want to give you up for Mandy."
"Isn't one hole the same as another for a record player?" Candy asked. "Isn't the size of the hole immaterial to the spindle?"
"There are other things to be considered, kiddo," said Charlie.
"Uh, everybody, can I say something?" asked Mandy. She was unsure of herself. She had always been the shy one, the sexually repressed twin. She knew that all twins developed this way. One was outgoing while the other was introverted. She just had the misfortune to be the quiet one. And this idea frightened her.
"Go on. If it's what I'm thinking, it'll be a dandy," said Candy.
"Why does anything have to be on a permanent basis? We're all hung up on this one-wife one-husband idea. Why not a… a four-way marriage?"
"What do you mean?" snapped Charlie.
"Look, all of us get along together well. When it comes to things not having to do with fucking," said Mandy, proud of herself for being able to say the word without stammering, "I'll do them for you. And when you get horny, you and Candy can get it on. I'll still want some of your time, of course," she said primly. "After all, you are my husband."
"And you and Stan will fuck?" asked Candy. "Yeah, I like the idea. Your pacing together is fine. We lead our regular lives up to the point of going to bed, then we switch off now and again. Is that what you mean, Mandy?"
"I guess so. This is all so strange to me. I've never even thought of being unfaithful to Charlie and now I'm engineering a permanent adultery."
"Is it really adultery as long as we keep it in the family?" asked Candy, laughing. "I don't think so. And look, Charlie's hard again!"
"So am I!" exclaimed Stan. "That's a hell of a surprise. Usually, I…"
He didn't get any farther. Mandy dropped down and blew his prick, sucking hard on the very end. The action was so unlike anything she would have done under other circumstances it took all of them by surprise, Stan most of all.
"Shit, baby, you can suck my cock any time you want and to hell with Candy. She almost devours me alive."
"You seldom make more of an appetizer," she said primly, then broke out laughing. "This is working out better than we could have hoped. Mandy is discovering just how great fucking and sucking can be and…"
"And I'm hornier than hell for you again," said Charlie, pulling her closer to kiss her on the tits.
"None of that, mister. Let's do this right."
"What do you mean 'right'? There's no right way," said Charlie. "And there's no wrong way, either. Like those tits of yours. Taste great." He continued to lick and suck on them. Candy had a hard time concentrating on what she was saying due to the intense feelings stabbing into her chest. He was teasing each nipple in turn until they were both hard and throbbing with lust.
"You, Stan, on your back. Hurry!" The man obeyed, careful not to dislodge the woman sucking his prick. "Now, Mandy, get on that fuck stick and ride as if your very life depended on it."
"It may," said Mandy, reluctantly allowing the cock to slip from her lips. But the sparkle in her green eyes told the story. She was eyeing that erect prick and her pussy was beginning to slobber with need. She had to get cock and lots of it into her fuck tunnel. She didn't quite jump onto the man's belly, but it seemed that way to him.
She eagerly pulled at his boner until it was pressing hotly into her puffy, pink-folded labia. Her cunt lips quivered at the touch. She thought she would get off then and there. She managed to place his cock just at the entrance to her cunt hole, then sink down gently. The prick slid smoothly into her cunt.
"This is living!" she cried. "How could I have missed this before?"
"Stupidity, mostly," said Candy, but she was more intent on what else she wanted to do. She felt like a choreographer of a dance getting all the dancers into the right positions for the maximum effect. But this time the effect would be both sexy and delightful!
"Now that you're enjoying yourself, Stan, how would you like to eat some pussy?"
"Yeah!"
She quickly squatted on his face. Her cunt was dripping and she was ready for his agile tongue to spear deeply into her. The first touch was almost enough to get her off. She could see her twin sister fucking herself slowly on the man's prick. The cock entered and left Mandy's twat with a lewd, noisy sucking sound that turned her on even more.
The tongue in her pussy slithered around, stroking the walls and sucking up all the cunt juices. She shivered all over as if she had a high fever. She was losing her willpower. Soon she would be totally out of her mind with lust. And she knew why.
The tongue licking along her cunt lips was only part of it. Even when the man rapidly tongue fucked her cunt hole, she knew she was responding physically to it, but the mental stimulation was even greater. She had gotten her dull, lifeless twin into action at last.
Mandy had huge reserves of sexual need. She simply hadn't been brave enough to admit those drives. Now that she had come out of her shell, Mandy could live and enjoy like everyone else. It was apparent she was getting off in a big way on this self-fucking.
She could set the pace of her screwing. She rose up slowly, clinging as hard as she could to the prick buried far up her cunt. When only the thick glans was inside her pussy lips, she paused for a moment, then let gravity do all the work. She plummeted downward. The cock speared hard and fast into her softly yielding cunt. She screamed and twisted from side to side around that impaling spike of manmeat.
The look on her face told the story. She was about ready to come.
Candy loved that. She knew that her sister had been a prude. Now she was a convert to a new religion – pure sexual satisfaction. Nothing less would ever do for her. Candy recognized the fact that Mandy needed a longer buildup, a slower fucking, to get off, but so what? As long as Stan could provide it, things were as best as they could be.
Candy felt Stan's tongue work faster as Mandy's orgasm approached. She knew that the girl's cunt must be massaging and squeezing down with prodigious force on the man's cock. He was responding to it by licking and tongue fucking her even harder.
Candy's entire body quivered, almost in time with her twin's. She was intent on giving Mandy even more of a come. Reaching out, she cupped the pendulous tits and began fondling them. She caught the hard nubbins of erectile flesh in her fingers and rolled the nipples around. Mandy came. She screamed and writhed about and moaned and even reached down and diddled her own cunt. Candy guessed this was something brand new for her sister.
The perfect picture was shattered when the cold voice intruded, "So what the hell am I supposed to do, jerk off?"
She had forgotten Charlie! In the rush to make sure Mandy got all the cock she could, Candy had forgotten Charlie.
"Get that ass of yours over here and let me suck cock!"
The man didn't have to be told twice. He stepped over Stan's body and boldly presented his prick to her. Just inches away from her lips, Candy had to lean forward. This shoved her twat down even more firmly onto Stan's mouth. She felt his tongue spear even deeper into her guts. She was finding it hard to breathe from having her cunt eaten out so expertly, and now she had a mouthful of cock.
She was in heaven!
Her tongue stroked along the underside of his prick. She knew this was the most sensitive portion of his anatomy. Teasing the tiny flap of skin dangling under the cleft head of his cock, she worked backwards down the entire shaft. She licked and sucked and kissed until she came to the hairy bag containing his balls.
Her first instinct was to simply drag her tongue along the sides of the tightly compressed pouch. Then she decided to go all the way. She mouthed the entire sac.
Charlie shifted his weight from foot to foot, wanting to jump, yet knowing she might bite his balls off if he did.
"Jesus H. Christ, I can't handle that! I-I'm gonna come if you don't slow down the pace!"
Candy wanted to laugh, but couldn't not with a mouth filled with his balls. Mandy needed it slow and gentle. Stan could deliver it that way or, on occasion, as fast as she could stand. And Candy herself loved it as hard and brutal and bruising as any man could deliver. Charlie could always give it to her that way. And now she had found his limits!
Carefully, she shoved his scrotum out of her mouth, her lips clinging softly to his skin as it went. In the back she heard her twin sister screaming out her passion. She was obviously locked in the throes of orgasm since Stan's tongue was going berserk in her cunt. Candy guessed her sister's cunt was mashing Stan's pecker flat.
The sexual energy was transmitted through her body and upwards to her mouth. She sucked even harder on the rigid pole moving slowly in and out of her lips. Charlie's lips seemed to have taken control. He was beginning to face fuck her. Candy didn't mind. She loved the friction of a cock against her lips. She couldn't ask for more.
None of them could ask far any more. Mandy had found a man who matched her pace when fucking and who could pleasure her. She was seeing whole new vistas of fucking and sucking opening to her. She would be happy and content for years to come. And Stan was happy that he had found a woman he could satisfy. His best efforts seldom left Candy feeling sated. Charlie and Candy were a perfect match. They were both sex starved and could fuck all night.
This was perfect.
Candy tasted the bitter drop of pre-come and sucked harder on Charlie's cock. Her own passions were at the point of no return. As she abandoned herself to enjoy the come, she tasted hot jizz squirting into her mouth.
The four of them together! Now and always! This was the way to live.
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