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Swap fest galore





CHAPTER ONE


Terry Gregory was disgusted. Her husband was late. Once more a delicious dinner was cold and soggy.
She paced the floor as she waited. Life with George was becoming dull and drab. Life in suburbia was one monotonous bore.
Finally he came home.
"Well, what kept you?" Terry exclaimed, as he strode in.
"I told you, honey, not to wait for me," he said. "Go ahead and have your dinner."
"What kept you, George?" she demanded.
"I've got to work," he said, "and now that I'm an executive, my hours are my own. That means I can work till midnight."
"It isn't anyone else, is it, George?" Terry said, her eyes narrowing.
"Look, wife," he said, "I'm too damned tired to go through that again. I've been faithful to you, and dammit, don't bug me."
George was like that. Whenever she would suspicion he was playing around, he would get on the defensive.
After dinner, Terry quickly decided she would confront her husband with something that had been bothering her for a long time.
"Honey," Terry said, "I was wondering if you would like to go to a little party this weekend?"
"Party?" he said. "What are you talking about?"
"Well, Betty Black invited us over to a little swap meet."
She dropped the words lightly, hoping that her husband wouldn't ignite.
"What?" he said angrily. "What the hell are you talking about?"
"Honey," she said, "Fm talking about a little party where people switch mates."
"Look," he said, "I am not a streaker, and I'm not a swapper. Do you mind?"
At this point Terry decided that she had to level with her husband.
"George," she said solemnly, "I've been giving our marriage a lot of thought."
"Well, I've been giving divorce a lot of thought," he said. "It doesn't, seem as if you're very happy with me."
"If you want to know the truth of it," Terry said, "I'm not. You know, honey, that we don't seem to hit it off in bed anymore."
"It's because I'm tired," George complained. "If you had to do what I have to do all day, you wouldn't feel much like having sex when you came home either."
"Maybe I'm not the right woman for you," Terry said softly.
"Now what the hell does that mean?" George exclaimed.
"Simply this," Terry countered. "I've been doing a lot of reading. One woman may not be able to excite a man sexually the way another woman can. We might be right psychologically, but sexually we may be mismatched."
"How are we going to find out if someone else is better?" he demanded.
"Well, that's precisely why I wanted to get together with Harold and Betty," she explained. "If we could both have sex with someone else without lying to one another, then we could discover if we are better matched with someone else."
George thought about it. He found it difficult to maintain an erection while having sex with his wife. He felt as if he were cheating. He remembered how many times he had to satisfy her by pushing his mouth over her pussy, and licking it.
It disturbed him that he couldn't give her the big hard cock she wanted. When they first had been married it was easy. But as pressures mounted, and after a couple of drinks, George found it difficult to stay hard until he had shot his wad.
"Well, all right honey," he agreed.
That weekend, Terry and George Gregory went to visit Betty and Harry Black.
"Now, George," Terry reminded him, "Don't drink a lot. Betty will serve booze, but you sip your drink – and stick to only one, because you don't want to disappoint her."
"Don't worry about me," George complained.
Once inside the house, he was not so reluctant to participate in the swap game. Betty was a beautiful woman.
He noticed her breasts as never before, realizing that in a few moments he would be examining them closely.
"Good evening, George," Betty smiled. "How are you tonight?"
"Just fine," he said.
Suddenly, George liked the whole idea. It seemed as if he was a young man, womanizing, and he loved the sensation.
Harold smiled as he looked at beautiful Terry.
After a couple of drinks, Betty had a suggestion.
"I've got an idea," she said. "We all would feel a lot more at ease if we would separate. You know what I mean."
George nodded eagerly.
"Sure baby," he said. "As long as Harold here doesn't mind."
"Not at all," Harold assured him. "It's a nice exchange."
"Watch how you say that," Betty smiled.
The couples separated, George and Betty to a guest bedroom, Harold and Terry to the master bedroom.
"Harold," Terry said, "I guess we might as well take our clothes off. No use wasting time."
"Oh baby," Harold smiled, "I've been waiting to get my hands on you."
Suddenly, he threw his arms around Terry. As he held her close, he whispered, "I see you made it."
Betty didn't get suspicious. It was the smartest thing in the world to call it a swap meet, she thought.
"You and I had to get together," he said.
"I know it," she said. "It was difficult to convince George at first, but I kept telling him that perhaps Betty could do things for him I couldn't."
"Oh honey," Harold said, "It really hurts me to think of you with that no-good guy. He drinks too much, that's why he can't give you what you need."
"Don't I know it," she said. "It's awful to want a big cock and wind up with a limp prick."
Harold smiled and pressed his lips on hers.
"You may complain about me for some things," he told her, "But a limp cock will never be one of them."
He was pressing his huge penis against her now, and through her clothes she could feel him.
"Oh baby," she exclaimed, "I can hardly wait to get you in me."
"I want you to do everything to me, Terry," he said. "You're going to love it too."
"Oh, I know I will," she assured him.
It was so exciting to feel a man who could give her a big cock. She was glad that George had agreed to swap. Otherwise, she didn't know what she would have done.
"Baby," he told her. "Let me undress you."
He helped undress her. When she got down to her panties and bra, he looked at her with a big smile on his face.
"Oh, Terry," he exclaimed, "What a body. I could really lick those nipples."
"All right, sweetheart," she said, "Lick them."
He unfastened her bra and let the breasts fall out to freedom. Bending over, he began licking the nipples eagerly.
As his mouth pressed hard on her bosoms, Terry clutched, and held him closely.
"Oh Harold," she panted, "Love me, baby. Love me. I need it so bad."
Now that he was eagerly reaching down to her crotch, she was so excited she trembled. His hands felt of her moist vagina, and he slid a couple of fingers in there.
As she felt his fingers sliding into her pussy, she gripped them with her pussy muscles.
"Oh baby, you're on fire," he told her. "You really need a good fucking."
Terry understood all too well how much she needed to be loved, and at this point she yearned for one thing. She yearned for that big huge penis of his to plunge into her pussy.
"Oh baby," she told him, "I want it so bad." She lay on the bed, and spread her legs invitingly, one leg raised and the other leg spread out. He had a perfect view of her pussy and her asshole.
She said, "Will you lick it a little first?"
"Sure baby," he told her.
She got a good look at his huge cock. It intrigued and excited her to see what a huge organ he had.
"Oh baby," she said, seizing his gigantic penis and squeezing it, "Have I needed this for a long time."
He let his hands grasp her asscheeks, as he pulled her pussy to his mouth. Then he let his tongue slide along her slit. Plunging his lips into her cunt, he jabbed back and forth.
"Oh baby," he told her, "Does this ever feel good."
He licked her vagina, and when she saw his huge cock, she knew she had to suck it for him.
"Swing around here, baby," she said, "And while you're licking my pussy, I'll be sucking on your cock."
It didn't take Harold long to angle his body so she had access to his big penis. At the same time he kept his mouth over her slit.
"Beautiful," she told him, "that's just the way I like it."
He was licking now, and she was getting more and more excited. At the same time, she had grasped his huge cock and was squeezing it. Bringing it to her mouth, she let her tongue slide over the head of it.
His cock quivered, and she saw his balls begin to swell. Now she slid her mouth over him and began sucking. He loved the sensation of her mouth on it, and he could tell she was really jazzed.
"Eat my dick first, if you want to," he told her. "There's plenty of juice in there for a second round."
Just having this big cock in her possession was what Terry needed. She was so happy that at last she had found someone who could give her the sex she required.
Her lips fastened on the head of the penis shaft, and she began sucking vigorously. He loved the sensation of her tongue there.
She accommodated him by pulling on his penis at the same time. He loved the sensation of her hand jerking him off while her mouth was sucking him.
"Oh you're real good, Terry," he told her. "Did your husband teach you to do that?"
"Instinct, honey," she said as she slid her mouth off his penis for a moment.
Then she slid her mouth back on his cock and returned to sucking. He loved the sight of her bobbing head as she was going up and down.
"Honey," he told her, "Why don't I just watch you? If I'm eating, I can't concentrate on what you're doing. And you're doing it so good, Terry, I want to watch."
This pleased Terry, as she wanted to give him sensations he wouldn't forget. She let her mouth slip up and down the length of his shaft. When she went to the base of his penis, she saw how his balls were swelling and she knew it wouldn't be much longer before he popped in her mouth. This was what she wanted, to taste his cream. She had to take his balls while she sucked on the head of his shaft.
"Oh suck me," he told her, as he reached down and guided her. "Oh suck me, Terry. Yes, that's what I like. Suck me."
Terry became so stimulated, that she gripped his asscheeks and held on while her mouth moved back and forth on his penis shaft.
"Oh, eat me," he groaned, "Eat me, baby. That's what I like. Eat my cock."
With her hands squeezing his asscheeks, and her lips fastening on the head of his shaft, Terry was creating quite a suction.
Harold knew he couldn't keep this up much longer, but while on the brink of climax, he was enjoying it most. He was trying to hold on as long as he could.
"Slow down, sweetheart," he panted, "Oh, just like that. Yes baby, now, now. Gulp it."
The hot white stream shot into her mouth. Gladly she sucked the juice out of Harold's pecker.
When she had finished eating him, she slowly slid off his shaft.
"Oh Harold," she said softly, "That's fantastic. I really enjoyed doing you."
"Does your husband feed you his dick very often?" he asked her.
"To tell you the truth, Harold," she said, "George and I don't have very good sex relations. That's why I thought maybe it would be good if we had this swap meet."
"I knew you dug me for some time, Terry," he said. "But Betty and I are happy. You know that, don't you?"
"Of course I do," she smiled. "I wouldn't think of doing anything to come between you two. However, I see no reason why we can't enjoy ourselves. Right?"
"Certainly baby," he said. "I'm so glad Betty wanted some adventure. I only hope your husband is giving her what she wants."
He embraced her, and kissed her. Then she wanted him to eat her pussy.
"How about going down on me?" she smiled.
He didn't need a second invitation. He liked her breasts and then he made a tongue trail down to her pussy.
She held one leg up and let his hand slip under her buttocks. Then he crouched over her moist pussy and let his tongue lash out.
Pumping his tongue into her vagina, he flipped it back and forth. Terry loved the sensation of Harold exploring her with his tongue.
As the slippery hot tongue splashed away inside of her, she wiggled about.
"Oh eat my pussy," she begged. "Eat my pussy. Yes, eat my pussy."
He didn't have to be told to eat her snatch, for Harold was adept at cunt eating. He had enjoyed his wife often and she had told him exactly what thrilled her. He had developed quite a knack for snatch.
"Oh nibble on my love button," she panted, "That's the way I like it. Oh, suck me."
Pressing his lips over her clit, he did suck, vigorously. Nibbling got her there. Terry couldn't hold back. She threw her legs around his head and squeezed him.
"Eat my pussy," she said. "Eat my pussy, baby. Yes, eat me."
He sucked her, and enjoyed the taste of her. Withdrawing his tongue when he had completed his pleasurable task, he looked at her.
"Terry Gregory," he chuckled, "I've wanted to ball you for a long time."
He pulled forward, and she caught sight of his gigantic cock once more.
"You're hard again honey, aren't you?" she smiled.
"I told you," he smiled proudly, "I'd be ready for a second round, quick."



CHAPTER TWO


His penis was flipping over her cunt. She loved the feeling of it there. He smiled strangely at her.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked.
"I just had a kooky idea," he laughed.
"Tell me," she said. "What were you thinking about?"
"Oh I was just thinking," he chuckled, "How much fun it would be to fuck your asshole."
"Nobody's ever done it by the back door," she said. "Do you want to try it?"
"Would you let me, Terry?" he asked like a small boy eager to open a birthday gift.
"Well if you'd like to so much, I guess you could," she said.
"That's great, honey," he said. "You know, my wife Betty is a great screw, but there are some things she won't let me do I've wanted to ass fuck her for years, but she won't let me."
"Oh, that's too bad," she said. "I think it's fun to experiment, try everything."
"So do I," he agreed quickly.
He went to the bathroom and searched for some lubrication. Finding some baby oil, he returned.
"I could use this on my prick," be said, pouring some of the contents of the bottle into his hand and massaging his penis.
When his penis glistened, he walked back to her.
"Are you sure you know how to do this?" Terry asked.
"Sure baby," he told her. "I tried it once when I was overseas at a whore house."
"You haven't done it since then?" Terry laughed.
"I couldn't find any woman who would let me do it," he explained.
Terry wondered if she was doing the right thing.
"Now honey," he explained as he got on her, "you can just throw your legs over my shoulders and I'll slide it in there."
He knelt below her, and she threw her legs over his shoulders. Ever so gently, he slid his cock into her tight asshole. It moved smoothly for a while, then it came to the tight anal opening and he had to use plenty of force.
"Hang tight," he said as he slammed into her asshole.
"Oh Harold," she groaned in pain. "You're killing me. Stop it."
By now Harold was drilling in and out in a smooth regular rhythm. The pain had disappeared and had been replaced by an erotic kind of pleasure that she had never experienced before.
"How do you like it?" he smiled knowingly.
"Oh that feels good," she said, "Real good, baby."
He continued pumping his pecker into her. She was becoming more and more stimulated.
"Oh baby," he groaned, "That feels fantastic. Come on sweetheart, fuck it."
Feeling her grind her hips around, he realized she was enjoying it too. Reaching forward, he gave her a vigorous breast massage while he fucked her asshole.
"You're a good fuck," Harold said. "I like good fucks."
Terry was delighted to have this great big sliding penis pushing into her. Whether he was driving into her mouth, or slipping it up her asshole, it pleased Terry. She just wanted to feel that cock in her.
She could hardly wait for the moment when he would slip it into her pussy.
"Fuck it!" he gasped. "Fuck. Come on, baby, fuck it."
Terry realized he wanted her to press forward. She shoved her ass forward, and ground her hips around.
"Oh, just like that!" he moaned. "Yes, baby, that's what I like. Fuck it!"
Terry was giving him a tight ass fuck and he was turned on all the way.
"Beautiful baby," he moaned excitedly, "Yes. That's the way I like to get it. Come on, sweetheart, fuck me."
As he became more intensely excited, his fingertips pinched her nipples. He was hurting her now, and seemed to enjoy it. His eyes were glazed with sexual lust and he was oblivious to any pain she might feel. His own pleasure came first.
"Fuck off," he grunted as he rammed into her asshole, "Oh, fuck off, baby!"
A couple more thrusts and their climax came. His hot white juice exploded high up her rectum.
"Grind it!" he demanded. "Grind your ass around, honey."
She twisted her body, and he continued stabbing into her.
"Oh yes," he moaned. "Fuck just like."
Her tight ass muscles squeezed his penis, milking the juice out of it.
When he had finished shooting, she released her grip on his tool. He eased himself out of her asshole.
She looked at his dripping-with-cum cock and smiled.
"What are you smiling at?" Harold asked.
"That splashing pecker of yours," she chuckled. "I really enjoy seeing it."
"I take it you're not getting enough action from that husband of yours," he said as he lit a cigarette and sat on the edge of the bed.
"That's the truth," Terry said. "I can't run away from it. I don't know whether it's me that he can't respond to, or what, but George isn't giving what I need."
"That's too bad," Harold said. "I really hate to hear it. I know how a woman needs a good fucking every now and then. I keep Betty happy, and it's good. When we have a good fuck, it pulls us together."
"I know," Terry said sadly, "That's what's pulling us apart. George and I just can't make it. I thought maybe Betty could pull something out of him I couldn't. Maybe we're mismated or something."
"Do you think he's impotent?" Harold asked her bluntly.
"I don't think so," she told him. "I really don't know, but I'll admit that when we first were married he gave me fantastic screws. He could always get it up there and he wanted me to do everything. I would suck him and let him stab it up my pussy, and one time he even tried ass fucking me. But he wasn't particularly fond of it, and didn't try it again."
"That was too bad," he said. "I have seen this happen so often. A guy and a gal get married, and it works beautifully the first two or three years, then something happens, the guy just can't seem to cut it anymore."
"I don't know whether it's his work, or whether it's me."
Harold snuffed out his cigarette, and then he looked at her directly.
"I hate to tell you this, Terry," he said, "but, frankly it might not be his work, or you. It might be somebody else."
"You mean another woman?" Terry said.
"Right on," he said. "Let's face it. There are a lot of women hungry for a man. With an office full of cute secretaries, I can imagine how he might be tempted. He's only human."
"I thought of that too," Terry said, "And you might be right. But I've never been able to trap him."
"Well after tonight," he said, "Maybe I can tell you what Betty finds out. If she won't tell you, I can. She tells me everything."
"I'm so glad that you will," Terry told him, "Because I've got to find out. If it's me, I'll learn whatever is needed to make him happy. I really dig him."
"Of course you do, baby," he smiled. "If you didn't you wouldn't have married him."
At this point, Harold's hands were all over her.
"Honey," he said, "how about letting me give you another screw? I could use another fuck."
"Oh Harold," she said, her voice choked with emotion, "You don't know how good it is to see that great big cock of yours."
"Honey, you seem starved for sex," be said, as he straddled her and dangled his dick over her pussy.
Reaching out, Terry seized his pecker.
"I'll guide it in," she said eagerly.
"If you want to," Harold said, amused over bow eager she was to feel him pushing into her.
Slowly she guided his penis into her pussy. She clamped on tight with her cunt muscles and massaged it vigorously.
Harold was happy to see how much she enjoyed him. His wife Betty was a good fuck but she wasn't this hot for it.
"Fuck me," he smiled. "Fuck me, baby. I'll just let you do the work."
He rolled over and let Terry have top position. He gripped her asscheeks as she grabbed his cock with her cunt muscles and became the aggressor.
He loved the sight of her breasts brushing over his chest as his hands continued grasping her asscheeks. He jabbed it to the left and Terry swung her hips to the right.
"Fuck me," he panted. "Fuck baby, fuck. Now you're grinding, baby, come on, fuck it."
She loved the feel of his hot hands on her buttocks – guiding her and squeezing her as she fucked away. More than that, she loved being on top. It gave her a feeling of power, of domination.
"Oh you've got such a great cock," she said, "It's so wonderful to feel it inside of me."
"You're a great fuck yourself," he told her. "Don't think you're not. It's wonderful fucking you, baby."
Their sweaty bodies slapped against each other as they continued screwing. Terry soon decided to slide up and down on his prick.
"I want to feel that cock of yours," she said. "Oh, that's nice, honey."
He was grinning now as she went to town on his cock.
"I like it when you do all the work, Terry," he said. "That's the way."
He sensed his thrusting cock in her pussy, and knew it was near pay-off time.
Reaching up, he played with her breasts as she fucked him.
"Come on, baby," he told her, "that's the way I want it. Fuck it."
Harold lay back and shut his eyes as she squeezed his cock and massaged it.
"You're doing a great job, honey," he told her. "Just keep that up."
His hands reached up and he stroked her thighs and gripped her asscheeks as she continued vigorously fucking him.
For a moment he thought Terry was doing him better than Betty, but he didn't want to think about that. He had made an agreement that they would enjoy a different playmate now and then, as long as the other knew about it. But they also agreed not to let it get serious.
Nevertheless, the tug of her pussy on his pecker was so pleasurable that he was finding it difficult not to compare Betty's fuck with hers.
Perhaps it was the enthusiasm that Terry was putting into her fucking that made it seem so wonderful. All he knew at this point was that she was doing it effectively.
"Fuck," he panted, "Fuck baby, that's it. Keep fucking."
She continued, grinding her hips around and grasping his slippery cock. He loved the sensations.
"Oh," he groaned, "Yes baby. That's the way I want you to do it."
She continued pumping her pussy up and down on his pecker. He was playing with her breasts now.
"Bend over," he smiled. "Let me lick them."
She bent over, and his mouth moved forward as he sucked her nipples.
"Oh, Harold," she moaned, "I love it when you lick me. Oh honey, keep doing me!"
Harold continued licking her nipples, lightly nibbling.
This triggered her pussy to more action. She gripped him tightly now, and fucked fast and furious.
Harold jabbed into her with sudden hard thrusts as he exploded.
"Oh baby, I'm cumming," he panted, "I'm juicing, baby."
The hot splash of sperm stimulated her. This she couldn't get from her husband, but this was what she needed.
She pumped her pussy vigorously, squeezing, milking the juice out of his pecker.
"Fuck off!" she panted. "Fuck off, baby."
As the steady stream of hot white cum shot into her, she felt herself juicing at the same time. This stimulated her all the way.
"Ah," she groaned in delight, "Yes baby, more. Keep fucking."
The pecker continued jabbing into her, and she drew her legs up to give full entrance.
"Wow!" she panted. "What a fuck!"
She didn't pull off for a moment, but wanted to stay in the same position with the penis into her. Harold, however, was starting to wilt.
Finally, she slid off him. She lay beside him. He wrapped his arms around her lovingly, and softly stroked her breasts.
"Have you been to a doctor about it?" he asked her.
"I haven't gone to one," she said, "Because it's too embarrassing. George says the reason he can't get a hard-on with me is because he is overworked."
"Well," Harold said quietly, "It's hard to know what to do. He might be playing around, or he might be exhausted. Or, maybe you two just don't click. It would be hard for me to understand why he wouldn't want to fuck you. You've got a lot, to offer baby, and there's no reason in the world why he shouldn't give you a good screwing."
As they lay together, she felt the temptation to play with the dangling packer between his legs. It was now obvious to Harold why Terry had been so eager to swap spouses. He could remember when Betty first hinted that Terry was horny for him. Now that he had gotten into bed with her, he realized how right his wife had been.
She went on playing with his pecker, reaching down to massage his balls.
"Well I can tell you this," he told her, "It has been wonderful to get into bed with a woman who really appreciates me."
"Oh, I'm sure Betty appreciates you too," she said.
"Not as much as you do," he admitted.
"Is that right?" Terry winked.
"Yes," he said. "She's started taking me for granted, and that's bad."
She continued massaging his penis back to life, and agreed. Reaching down she cupped his balls in her hand, and then gently tugged and squeezed them.
"You've got a lot to offer," she said. "How long are you?"
"Eight inches," he told her proudly.
"Eight inches of swollen cock," she said. "How many times have you been able to shoot in one night?"
"Well all, night long," he explained, "I got off about nine times once."
"Nine times," she said. "That is fantastic. Was it with Betty?"
"Hell no," he laughed. "That was when I was in high school I couldn't make it nine times now."
"Oh, I see," she smiled.
"You know a man is sexiest around fifteen to seventeen," he said.
"That's too bad," Terry observed. "Right when a kid can't get his rocks off legitimately, he wants it the most."
"Well, isn't that life?" he said. "Just when you want something the most, that's when you have the most trouble. It sure is ironic."
"You can say that again," she said. "When I married George, I figured I was going to get a real stud. He played around plenty in college, you know, and I figured he was one man who could always keep me sexually satisfied. He's real, good when he can get it up, but here is the problem. He isn't able to get it up, and keep it up until he shoots. Sometimes we've been up for hours to get the thing off."
"That must be very discouraging," he said. "Have you tried blowing him to get it going?"
"I've sucked on it," she said, sadly, "Until I was bored."
"Maybe you and I should get together now and then, without telling George and Betty about it." Harold suggested.
"I'm so glad you said that," Terry exclaimed.
"I was hoping you'd catch on. I need you – and maybe you need some variety too. We could meet at one of those fuck motels. Then nobody would have to know about it."
"Not a bad idea," he said. "Not bad at all. But you can never tell Betty, or she will make a big fuss."



CHAPTER THREE


Meanwhile, Betty was having a delightful time with George.
He was a bit nervous being aware of the fact that he couldn't completely satisfy his wife.
"I'll bet you're a real lover, George," Betty said as she slid over to him and unzipped his fly.
Reaching in, she fumbled around, and met with disappointment.
"Don't I turn you on?" she asked him.
"Oh yes, Betty," he said, "You do."
"Well, you'd never know it," she said, as she withdrew her hand.
"Can I speak frankly, Betty?" George asked, as he relaxed on the edge of the bed.
"I certainly wish you would," she said, as she began undressing.
Watching her helped a little. George felt his balls tingling with excitement as he watched her remove the dress she wore and stand before him in her panties and bra.
"I've been having a little problem lately with my wife," he said.
"I can't understand that," Betty exclaimed. "Terry is a gorgeous woman, and I know she loves to have sex with you."
"Has she said anything about us?" George asked suspiciously.
"No," Betty said frankly, as she peeled off her bra.
George, catching sight of her beautiful bosoms, was stimulated.
"Oh, what a delicious set of knockers," he panted.
"Well I'm glad you like them," Betty said as she moved closer to him.
Reaching out with both hands, he massaged her protruding tits as he talked to her.
"I haven't been able to get a hard-on for some time," he said.
"That's horrible," Betty said. "Have you seen a doctor?"
"I didn't think it was anything serious," he explained, "Because I've been overworked, and I figured it was probably natural for me not to get a hard-on."
"I'll take care of you," she assured him. "I'll do so many things to you, baby, that you'll get a stiff so hard you'll ache."
As Betty continued talking, she slid out of her panties. She stood before him, stark naked, and revealed the shaved box.
"Oh what a beautiful pussy," he smiled. "I like it shaved."
"Does Terry shave her cunt?" Betty asked bluntly.
"No," he said, simply.
"Sweetheart," Betty said, "You take off all of your clothes and I'll do my best to give you a good time."
Betty said it with complete confidence, and it helped George.
He got to his feet, and began undressing. Betty was lying there on the bed, sprawled out and ready. He felt himself getting more and more excited, yet not to the point where an erection was possible.
It was a strange feeling to be mentally stimulated, and yet be unable to respond physically. He couldn't understand it.
"I hope Terry hasn't deballed you," Betty said.
"What do you mean?" George asked her.
"Well there are some women who can do it," she explained. "They come on too strong and it upsets the man's ego."
"Well I don't know whether she's done that or not," George admitted frankly.
Betty glanced down at the penis. Reaching down, she gripped it and massaged it gently. Yet still, it didn't spring to life.
"Let me help you down there," she said. "I think I can give you a real good time."
There was no doubt about it, he was enjoying the hand play around his crotch.
She enjoyed massaging his balls, and was bringing life to the penis shaft.
"Does your wife know how to blow you?" Betty asked seriously.
"Well she isn't too good at it," he said. "Will you use your mouth on me?"
"I think it would help," she explained. "I'll go down on you and do some sucking, and if I can't suck you to life, you'd better see a doctor."
"Well I don't want to go to a headshrinker," he chuckled.
Betty laughed, and told him, "I think that's great. You have a sense of humor about it. A lot of men are so touchy about their pecker when it won't go up, that it's dreadful."
"Have you had sex with a lot of men who had peckers that wouldn't go up?" he asked her.
"Well no," she exclaimed, "But I read about it."
Betty went down between George's legs. She was holding the cock with a disappointed expression on her face.
"Isn't it awful?" George said, feeling a flush of embarrassment come over him as he realized he couldn't give her the entertainment she sought.
"Don't worry about it, baby," she said, "You're going to get that cock up there and you're going to really enjoy it."
As she continued talking to him, she realized that she would have to give him action that would really make him turn on.
"Does your wife ever suck your balls?" she asked.
"Well no," he said, wondering if she would.
"Well that would help a lot," Betty explained, "And I'm real good at ball sucking."
She let her tongue lick along his testicles, and seized his penis and jerked on it. It still didn't spring to life.
Registering quite a bit of disappointment, she figured that the most effective thing now would be a simple ass suck.
"Anyone ever eat your asshole, honey?" she asked him.
"No," George said. "You want to eat my ass?"
"I think it would help," Betty insisted.
George accommodatingly parted his legs so she could have easy access to his buttocks.
With his legs spread, she got down there and gently massaged his asscheeks with her hands as she prepared her tongue for the invasion of his tight asshole.
"Your hands on me feel, real good," George said.
These words of encouragement helped Betty along.
She let her tongue slide along his tight asshole, and then stiffening she stabbed up it.
"Oh wow!" he panted. "I really dig that."
Betty's pumping tongue savagely invaded George's virgin asshole.
He felt his penis tingling now, as the overpoweringly pleasurable sensation of her tongue slipping up his asshole pleased him.
"Suck my ass," he begged her eagerly. "Suck it, honey, oh yes, you're really turning me on."
Hearing that she was achieving her goal, triggered Betty's tongue to savage jabbing action.
"Oh do me," be begged. "Do me."
The hot tongue pumped up there, with urgency. Her hand was pumping his penis as it began swelling. She loved the excitement of bringing George's cock to life.
Opening her eyes, she pulled her tongue out of his tight asshole and slid up the underside of his shaft and decided she would suck the prick to life.
"Oh you know just how to do me," George told her. "Yes, keep that up, that's what I want. More, baby, more."
She was working her mouth now to create a suction in the head of the penis shaft. As she built the suction, his cock got harder and harder.
"Oh wow!" he panted. "I like that. Yes, baby, that's what I want. Keep it up."
He continued thrusting it to her as the sensation got him hard.
"Oh, eat my pecker," he told her. "Eat my juice, baby. Swallow me. Oh, honey, this is great."
It was a moment of triumph for Betty's hot mouth. She was proud of the fact that she had been able to bring George there so quickly. The challenge had forced her to use a little ingenuity.
Having given him a good ass suck, and then by letting her tongue lick along his balls, she had started him on the way to a hot climax.
"Oh I have needed this for so long," he said huskily. "Suck, baby, suck."
George was gasping in surprise, and making sounds that excited her so deeply she felt herself moistening. He was reaching down, placing his fingers in her hair. She loved the way he caressed the back of her head with loving tenderness, as the passionate excitement hit him.
It spurred her to wildness, and she wanted to envelope the total fullness of him in her mouth. As his love shaft slid farther, she felt it touching the back of her throat.
"Oh sweetheart," he panted as he thrust forward. "Do me."
She loved the naked flesh connection. The intimacy of having his penis in her mouth thrilled her. She was feasting on his body, as he reached down with both hands and held her.
"Suck it all," he told her. "Suck it."
She was sucking with the intensity of a woman worshipping.
"Oh," he groaned like an animal growing wild. She devoured his dick.
He was writhing and clawing as he fucked her face furiously.
"Oh yes," he panted. "Yes, more, baby, more."
She opened wider as he thrust in farther.
She felt his balls on her chin, and she loved the feel of it. The excitement of it was driving him crazy. He was thrilling, to the fact, that at last he was hard, as he had been when he had married his wife.
Why he couldn't get it hard anymore, he couldn't understand. But consenting to have sex with Betty was the greatest thing that he had ever done for himself.
He loved to thrust hard and fast.
"Come on, baby," he panted. "That's the way to do it. Come on, baby, fuck it."
He was stabbing his shaft into her, as his hips shifted from side to side. She gripped his hot asscheeks and held on while he thrust.
"Oh baby," he said, "You don't know what you're doing to me. I've waited a long time for this."
She was going out of her head with passion and lusting as he penetrated her throat. His big, thick, long cock was what she wanted, and she realized she had earned it.
With her hot tongue action in his asshole, and her ability to lick his balls, she had brought him to this point of erect excitement.
Her mouth was open, surrendered to him. It hurt her as he jabbed it down her throat. He was moving ft fast, up and down now, and she could hardly stand it. But she knew he was coming closer and closer to the final climax, the moment she was waiting for. That moment when his hot sperm load would shoot into her mouth, where she could gulp his steaming juice.
Finally, he rolled over. He wanted to be on top. She reached up to grip his asscheeks, as he fucked her face furiously.
"Oh keep that up, baby," he begged eagerly. "We're going to make it. Oh I can hardly wait."
He was groaning now as he thrust forward. She liked being in this position. Looking up, she could see his ass pushing at her.
"Fuck me," he told her. "Suck me. Oh baby, we're going to make it."
He was barely able to control himself as his love tool found satisfaction within her mouth. She had performed fellatio on many men and boys, but never before had she seen anyone this stimulated. It was something she could hardly stand herself. She knew it was going to make her cum too.
"Suck it out," he told her. "Suck it out!"
This was what George needed. He wanted his meaty shaft to be worked over by a woman's lips and tongue, to be worshipped orally.
His wife didn't understand how he needed this.
"Suck the juice out," he begged. "Suck the juice, baby."
His throbbing shaft was ready to explode. She was thrilled at the sight and touch and taste of him. But now she, wanted the moment of climax, when that hot delicious fluid would shoot into her mouth. This was what she was sucking for.
As his pecker unloaded in her mouth, she fastened her lips on it tightly. She tasted the delicious cream, as he finished his sex.
"Suck it out," he said gladly. "Suck, baby, suck. Get that juice. Now you're doing it. Oh, that's the way I want it."
He saw her cheeks suck in as she swallowed his sperm.
When she finally released his penis, she looked at the huge cock slipping out of her mouth.
She was delighted at the marvelous time he had given her.
"You sure got a way of sucking on a prick," he told her.
"Well, I just enjoy licking a man's penis," she admitted.
There was no doubt about it, she was a woman who was crazy about sex. She patted his ass as he lay down beside her.
"That was a real feast," she said. "You shot a lot of juice into my mouth."
He told her how thrilling it was for him to get an erection again. She could understand, and now she wanted him to eat her pussy.
"How about licking my box, baby?" she smiled at him.
"I thought you'd never ask," he said as she slid over.
She moved her muff to his mouth, and then smiled down at him.
"I was afraid you were going to choke me with that big cock of yours," she said.
"Oh I loved that," he told her. "I'm going to get together with you again, Betty, and you're going to blow me again."
"Sure I am," she said. "Now use that nice tongue of yours to eat my pussy."
He loved the warm embrace of Betty's thighs, and be could hardly wait to let his tongue slip inside of her. His tongue slid back and forth on her slit and then he was ready to stab into her.
"Oh eat my pussy," she panted. "Yes, baby, that's what I want. Eat my pussy."
She was panting as he let his tongue slip into her. Then he pulled his tongue in and out, and the sight of his slippery sliding tongue flipping in and out of her started her juicing.
He let his tongue lick the juice from her velvety vagina walls, and she trembled with excitement. Reaching down, she ran her fingers through his hair.
"George baby," she panted, "You don't know bow good that feels to me. Keep it up, honey, there's nothing I'd rather do all day than have a man sucking my pussy."
He gripped her hips and she loved the feel of his big hands on her.
"Oh suck it," she panted. "Suck me, baby."
He flipped his tongue around tenderly, exciting her all the more.
She knew that George was stimulated by the fact that he had gotten his rocks off, and now he was doing his best to please her with his tongue.
Reaching up, he enjoyed fingering and pinching, and fondling her breasts and nipples. She loved his squeezing fingertips, as be explored her bosoms.
"Oh George," she panted as she felt every nerve of her flesh come to life.
"I'm going to go off in your mouth, honey," she laughed. "You're going to love it."
She was very stimulated now, and knew she couldn't hold back much longer. Quickly her hot white spray juiced in his mouth. He sucked.
George fastened his mouth to her pussy, eager to please.
"Oh sweetheart," she panted, "I'm cumming in multiples. You're driving out of my mind."
She was moaning as he finished stimulating her.
It delighted Betty to see that George had come alive with her, and that he was equally excited. She looked down at his enormous penis and knew that he wanted her to suck on it some more.
"Oh sweetheart," George panted as he watched her gulp down on his dick. "You sure like to eat cock, don't you?"
She nodded, but she wouldn't slip her mouth off his penis.
When she had gotten it good and slick, she slid off and said, "I'm going to ride your prick."
Straddling him, she seized his penis and plunged it into her pussy.
George lay back and let her do the work. He thrust forward, and felt an enormous thrill shoot through his body. His spine was tingling and his balls were on fire as he reached up and massaged her breasts. She fucked away.
"Oh baby," George panted. "You've really got me going. I haven't been this hot in years. Fuck me."
Betty realized that the swap meet was a marvelous thing for George. He had stepped into her bedroom an impotent man, but would walk out a super stud.
"Fuck me," she exclaimed. "Fuck me."
Her face was flushed and her eyes ablaze with sexual excitement as she swung her hips around.
Raising up, he gripped her buttocks and squeezed.
"Come on, baby," he smiled. "Give me that fuck. I want it."
George's penis was driving deep into her body now, and she loved the sensation. She was becoming aggressive as she wanted to feel more of him in her cunt.
Bending over, she began kissing him on the mouth, ears and neck.
"Oh George," she panted, "I really love this."
She moved off him, and he sucked her right breast into his mouth. It really stimulated her to have him fucking her cunt and sucking her bosom.
"Now, try the other one," she panted.
He released her breast, and she moved over. While he massaged one, breast, he sucked on the other. The plunging cock was almost there.
She massaged her vagina muscles vigorously, as she brought him closer to climax.
"Fuck off!" he gasped. "Fuck off!"
His rock-hard cock exploded. She ground her hips around, squeezing his penis.
"Yes, baby," she panted, "That's what I want. Fuck me."
As she felt the creamy white load exploding in her pussy, she juiced too. George loved the sensations now. The slippery cock continued pumping into her, as she milked him.
"You're a real tiger tonight," she smiled at him. "You're really giving me what I want, baby."
Bending over, she kissed him. Her lip merged with his, and his mouth opened. She slid her tongue inside of his mouth, and he sucked on her tongue. His hands gripped her asscheeks while he continued sucking her tongue.
When Betty pulled away, she looked at George's delighted face.
"I guess I made you happy," she told him. "You bet your fucking ass you did," he smiled.
As she pulled her pussy off his pecker, she felt that his quivering cock remained hard.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Why, George," Betty exclaimed, "That cock of yours!"
"What's wrong with it?" he asked puzzled.
"There's nothing wrong with it, doll baby," she smiled. "I want you to fuck my asshole. How would that be?"
"I'd love to," he said. "You've got a nice fucking ass."
"I'll get on the floor," she said, "On all fours like a fucking animal. Then you can grab me and fuck me."
She got to the floor, and just as she said she crawled around like an animal. George got a charge out of this.
He got on the floor, and crawled after her.
"I'm going to mount you baby," he said. "I'm going to slam it to you."
His pecker was still slippery from the last fuck, and when he finally grabbed her asscheeks and slipped his tool between them, it slid in smoothly.
When he got to her tight anal ring, she bent over and he thrust forward, forcing his cock up her asshole.
"Oh baby, twist it for me," George panted as he reached around to grip, her bosoms.
He squeezed her bosoms as he fucked smoothly.
"Oh it feels so good to me," she panted. "You really are wonderful. I want you to come back when my husband isn't here sometime."
"I'd love that," he said. "If Terry could fuck like you, we could have a wonderful time. But Terry just doesn't turn me on like you do."
He was pumping away vigorously, and she wasn't letting her ass stand still. She was wiggling for him, massaging his cock just the way he liked it.
"Oh you're giving it to me, baby," he panted happily. "That's what I want. That's what I need."
He raised himself up and began slapping her asscheeks as he stabbed her asshole.
"Oh I can play a tune on your ass," he said. "I can be a drummer boy."
As he continued slapping her asscheeks, he enjoyed her body. The sound of his slapping hands excited him.
"Fuck off," he panted. "Fuck off!"
It intrigued, excited and fascinated Betty to have him get such a big charge out of fucking her ass. She ground her hips and squeezed his cock in her hot asshole.
"Oh baby," he groaned, "This is just what I like."
Plunging his pecker in as far as it would go, his balls vibrated on her buttocks.
"Fuck," he said. "Fuck it for me!"
He let her do the work now as his penis remained high up her rectum.
She seized the initiative and ground around.
"Like that?" she smiled back at him. "Yes baby," he told her. "That's the way to fuck. Come, on, baby, fuck it!"
Her whole body began to shudder and vibrate as his pulsating penis stabbed into her again. He loved the sight of her ass as he drove deeper into her.
"Fuck it," he panted as he drove to the hilt. Suddenly his pecker exploded.
"I'm cumming," he told her, "I'm shooting, baby. I'm there!"
He went over and stuck a couple of fingers in her pussy as he finished.
Betty loved the feel of his fingers slipping around her clit. He squeezed her love button and she juiced. Her hot spray trickled down her inner thigh, as his packer continued shooting up her rectum.
"Oh baby," she groaned. "You got me there."
George was proud of himself. He had really enjoyed fucking Betty. The swapping idea was working out magnificently.
He didn't pull his pecker out of her asshole until he had finished shooting. Then he pulled rather suddenly, and Betty had to tell him to be slower and more careful.
"Easy does it," she said.
He slid out slowly then and pulled his fingers out of her twat. He rolled over on the floor and lay there looking at her.
"How are we doing, honey?" she smiled.
"We're doing just fine," he told her. "I guess this is really what I needed."
"It's funny," Betty exclaimed, "When a person doesn't realize what they want until they're married. Then a lot of times it's too late."
"Well that's why a swap meet is great," George nodded. "I've really got to hand it to Terry for suggesting this. I guess she knew I thought you were quite a gal."
"Don't credit Terry with being so generous," Betty exclaimed. "She's wild about my husband. I knew this the first time you came over here."
"Oh," he said, "You mean that's why we're here?"
He scratched his head as he thought about it.
"Of course," Betty laughed, "You don't think she was thinking of you, do you?"
"I didn't know she had a crush on Harold," he said.
"Well you weren't noticing her like I was," Betty said. "Every time she came over here, she said suggestive things to Harold that gave him the idea that he should be balling her. I told Harold that I thought it was quite obvious that she was hinting and if he wanted something to do with her, we could arrange a swap meet."
"Oh that was so nice of you," George said. "A lot of women wouldn't be that understanding."
"Well that's why our marriage has stuck together," she said. "I don't put a fence around my husband. If he sees a woman that he's strung up on, I let him have sex with her, providing that I have sex with the woman's husband."
"I see," George laughed. "There are strings attached. Well, I guess that means that you sort of wanted to get in bed with me."
"How did you guess?" Betty said, smiling slightly.
He wanted one more thing to do with her, and he didn't hesitate to tell her.
"I want to just lick those great big tits of yours," he said. "That would give me a lot of pleasure."
"Sure," Betty smiled. "Anything you want to do, honey."
He bent over her and began licking her breasts. He had a way of massaging one breast and sucking on the other that really pleased her.
"Oh George," she said, "you get me so hot. Don't get me too hot honey, or I'll want you to fuck me again."
George determined that he was going to eat her pussy once he got her hot enough. He moved from one breast to the other and then licked all over her body.
"Put your legs up, honey," he said. "I'm going to give you some good loving."
She flipped her legs up, and then he licked around her asshole. As he let his tongue slip into her ass, she got so excited that her pussy started to moisten.
He kept his eyes open so he could see the moment that the juices started to surface.
"Oh George," she groaned, "You're too much."
George was glad to stimulate and excite her. He had her where he wanted her. He let his tongue slip over her slit until it was time for him to plunge his tongue in there.
When she couldn't stand it any longer, she reached down and grabbed his head and forced him over herself.
"Suck my pussy," she panted. "Do me baby." It added great pleasure to hear her beg him. This was what he wanted, a woman acting as if he was Casanova.
His tongue slid inside her, and he quickly let it sweep around her velvety vagina. He sucked hard on her clit.
"Oh yes," she begged, "that's what I want. Now you're doing me, lover. Oh, ah, yes, baby, yes, that's what I want."
The sensational pleasure she felt, as his tongue slid in and out of her was increased when his hands reached out to grip her breasts and squeezed them.
"Suck," she said. "Suck my juicy pussy."
Betty was correct in figuring it would stimulate George to better pussy eating if she talked dirty to him.
"Suck my pussy," she panted. "That's the way I like it. Oh, stick it in there. Don't be bashful, baby, love me."
The hot tongue jabbed up there and she was more and more excited. Her legs locked around his head, and the warmth of her thighs stimulated him even more.
"Suck my pussy," she panted. "Suck me, baby, suck me."
The hot tongue flashed away eagerly, and he was becoming more and more excited.
"Yes baby," she panted, "That's the way to do it. Come on sweetheart, suck me."
He continued lashing away until he nibbled her clit. That did it. She gushed in his face, and the hot spray tasted delicious to him.
"Oh, yes," she panted. "Suck my cunt. Suck it all."
When he had finished, he slid his tongue out and lay beside her.
"Oh George," she said, "I'd like to exchange you for one week with my husband. Harold doesn't eat my pussy like you do. You appreciate it."
"Well I guess we do sort of turn each other on," he said.
A quick flash of excitement surged over him as he looked at her stripped naked before him. Her beautiful body got him so excited he as afraid if he looked at it much longer he would get so hot he would have to fuck her again!
However, he didn't want to get so stimulated as he realized his wife would be wondering what he was doing.
"Oh baby," she said. "You don't know what you've done to me."
He licked her legs, and then moved from her stomach up to her nipples once more.
"Oh suck my bosoms again, baby," she said. "I want that."
As he sucked her breasts, once again she was writhing and clawing at his head. She was gasping in tortured happy breaths.
"Oh George baby," she told him, "I love this. We should get together."
He reached down and let his fingers slip into her pussy while he sucked on the breasts. She loved the sensation of his fingers slipping inside her, caressing her as his mouth played around her nipples.
Moving forward, he let his tongue slip along her lips. Her mouth opened, and suddenly he thrust his tongue into her and sucked her.
"Oh darling," she said. "We do really turn each other on. I love the way you tongue me. Oh baby, what are we going to do about us?"
"I don't know," he said. "But I sure like to French you."
He went on pumping his fingers into her pussy as he Frenched her. She loved it so much she was trembling. He was afraid that she would want him to fuck her again.
"You're a real pistol baby," she panted, "We could go off again and again. We really could."
"Yes baby," he told her. "You really do stimulate me."
He got her so stimulated she juiced again. And as she turned about moaning and groaning the juice trickled down her inner thigh. He licked her lips.
"Honey," she said. "You're a helluva great guy. You really are. But we've got to watch it. We're both married."
"I know," he said, "And that's what makes me so sick. I just don't turn on with my wife the way I do with you."
"What are we going to do about it?" Betty smiled.
"We're just going to have to go on fucking," he said. "Every time that I can convince Terry to come over here and screw with Harold, I can get a chance at your box."
His arms went around her, and she hugged him.
"You know we're rolling around on the floor like a couple of teenagers," she laughed.
"I know it, baby," he said. "And I feel like a teenager. I haven't gotten this hot since I was a kid."
"Neither have I honey," she told him.
They kissed once more, and then she said nervously, "Harold will be wondering what's keeping us so long. I'm sure I heard them walk out of the bedroom quite some time ago."
"All right," he said. "Let's get out of here."
She got up from the floor and brushed herself off.
"Let's shower together," he told her.
"All right," she agreed. "But we can't stay in the shower very long."
She turned on the water and got it to the right temperature, then she stepped into the shower. George joined her.
"Let me wash your peter off," she told him.
Reaching for the bar of soap, she seized his penis and began washing it. As her hands played with him, he got harder and harder.
"You don't have any trouble getting hard for me, honey," she told him as she looked at his erect cock.
"I sure don't," he told her. "You turn me on all the way."
It was evident that Betty had a way about her that was sexually what he needed. He reached for the soap and took it from her. Then he massaged her breasts with it, enjoying the action.
"Honey," she said, "Wouldn't it be wonderful if we could exchange mates for a week? We could get well acquainted with each other."
"I don't think my wife would go for that," he said. "She's jealous as hell."
"But I told you she was crazy about Harold," Betty reminded him.
"That may be true," he said, "But she still wants to hang on to me. Moneybags. That's all I am to her."
"It isn't right for you to go on like that," Betty insisted. "If a woman doesn't love you for what you are, and not what you have, it's no good."
The serious expression on her face revealed to George just how much Betty cared.
"Thanks baby," he told her, "I know it's the truth. Somehow, honey, it's got to work out. Fucking you tonight was a good beginning."
She threw her arms around him, pressing her slippery breasts to his chest as she kissed him.
"Oh, it feels so good to me," she said. "I love holding your slippery body next to mine with the shower water falling on me."
"Kiss me," Betty panted. "Kiss me again, baby."
Their lips merged as the shower water sprayed over them. Both of them were oblivious of everything except their tongue to tongue contact.
When they finished kissing, they laughed.
"We've got to get out of here," he told her. "We have to, baby."
Turning the shower off, they got out. Then they dried each other off.
"You're beautiful," he told her.
"When a woman is really loved," Betty explained, "She does look beautiful. And George baby, I know you do love me."
"You bet your fucking ass I do," he chuckled.



CHAPTER FIVE


Hand in hand Betty and George walked into the living room.
Sure enough, Terry and Harold were embracing.
"Oh honey," Terry exclaimed, "Harold is such a wonderful lover. He should tell you some of the things he does to make sex exciting."
"Now baby," Harold chuckled. "Take it easy. You're making out that I'm the most fantastic lover in the world."
"You are baby," Terry smiled. "George won't get jealous. Will you, honey?"
"I'm always eager to learn from a pro," George said.
Harold, apparently, was reluctant to talk, and it was necessary for Betty to continue insisting.
"Well if you're not going to tell him about that French tickler you used, I will."
"You use French ticklers?" George asked him.
"Well now and then," he admitted. "Just for variety. Your wife really seems to dig that, so I guess if you want to turn her on you could use one."
"Oh George, you're got to," Terry said. "He has three different kinds. And they are fantastic. You don't know what that does for a woman to be loved like that."
"I'll be happy to," George smiled, "and I sure have to compliment your wife on being a fantastic lover."
Harold didn't know how to take it at first. However, he swallowed his pride and did his best to conceal his jealousy.
"Well I'm glad you two had a good time," he said.
"We certainly did baby," she told him.
"Why don't we have a four-way fuck?" Terry suggested eagerly.
"Oh, we'd better do that another time," Betty said.
She was well aware that George had a problem with his penis. She thought he had done marvelously well to get it up there as many times as he had, and she didn't want to see him in any difficulties.
"I think it's a great idea," Harold agreed.
"Where will we do it?"
"Well the master bedroom is the only one that has a king sized bed," Betty replied. "I guess you'd better do it there. Maybe we should have something to drink before we continue."
George recognized that alcohol might make his cock limp and he didn't want that to happen.
"Just orange juice for me," he told her.
"Sure lover," Betty said, understanding what he was talking about.
Betty brought back the liquor. She let each person take their pick. There was whiskey, bourbon, vodka and orange juice.
"If you have some seven-up," Terry told her, "I'll have a bourbon and seven."
"Sure doll baby," Betty told her.
She went back to the kitchen and got a seven-up. Then the four of them started to drink.
"Let's go into the bedroom," Terry suggested eagerly.
"You're sure hot to fuck, aren't you honey?" George said to his wife, getting a little bit disgusted by how anxious she was to get screwed.
"Well I don't get too much of it at home," she said crisply.
"Now, now," Betty warned, "Let's not bring petty squabbles into our play pen. This is fun time for all of us."
Once in the bedroom, it was easy to see what a good time they could have.
"I've got an idea," George suggested. "Why don't I eat Betty, while Harold gives your ass a good fucking."
"Why Harold," Terry said. "Do you have designs on my asshole?"
"Well now that he mentioned it, it's not a bad idea."
They began arranging themselves on the bed. As Betty threw her legs around George's shoulders, Terry couldn't help become a little bit jealous.
"Don't smother him with your pussy," Terry giggled.
"Don't worry darling," Betty told her. "I want him to eat me."
It was evident why the master bedroom was a better place to fuck. They could all watch themselves in the full length mirrors that covered the sliding closet doors.
"Look in the mirrors, baby," Betty told him. "Watch what you're eating."
Terry was determined to get into the act as quickly as possible. She didn't want to waste any time.
"What's the proper position, sweetheart," she asked.
"Well, I'll tell you," he said. "Get on the bed so you can swing your legs over my shoulders and I'll slide it into you. I like the position where I can play with your tits while I fuck your asshole."
"Oh that's a monster size prick you've got," Terry said, hoping her husband would hear and become a little jealous.
"Are you worried?" Harold asked bluntly.
"Well a little," she admitted. "That is a huge cock. How long is it, Harold?"
"Don't worry about it honey," Harold said, wanting to downplay his super sized prick.
He went to the bathroom and brought back a small tube of surgical jelly that he used on his penis shaft.
"What are you doing?" Terry asked.
"I'm going to get this thing nice and slick, because when I stab it up your asshole, I don't want any problems," he said.
"Oh that's good," she told him.
Gently throwing her leg over his shoulder, she watched him fitting his tool into her.
"Now the other leg," Harold told her.
Raising her legs over his other shoulder, she was feeling his penis slipping smoothly into her.
"Now this will hurt for a minute," Harold admitted, "But hang in there. You'll like it soon."
With a hard forward thrust Harold drove his cock into her rectum.
"Ouch!" she exclaimed. "Stop it. You're hurting me. Oh, I don't like it!"
Harold paid no attention to Terry's protestations.
Reaching out, he gripped her bosoms and gently caressed them.
"Fuck it baby," he panted as he thrust forward.
Strangely, the pain disappeared and the pleasure began.
Terry wiggled her ass as she felt the big cock slipping smoothly back and forth within her asshole.
"Oh that feels good," Terry said calmly.
All the time that Harold was thrusting his cock into her asshole, both men were watching each other performing on their wives.
George was finding a high degree of delight watching Terry get her ass fucked by a vigorous stud. He enjoyed the sight of Harold ramming, with hard, rapid thrusts. More than that, he obtained some personal satisfaction out of the fact that the cock ramming up her rectum had made her wince in pain. He had gotten so disgusted with her way pf acting that he was delighted when she felt a little anguish.
"Fuck it," he gasped. "Fuck baby. Come on, baby, that's what I want. Now you're doing it. Fuck it!"
The hard dick drove in there with ramming thrusts.
"Faster baby," he told her. "That's the way I want it. Churn your ass around, put some action in it, baby, fuck it."
She ground her hips around and soon was enjoying it more every moment.
"Oh yes baby," he panted. "Now you're getting the hang of it. Twist your tail around. Oh yes, fuck it."
George couldn't help watching what Harold was doing. He enjoyed the sight of his hands playing with her bosoms one minute and then reaching under her to cup her asscheeks and squeeze them.
"Fuck off!" Harold panted. "Come on baby, give me a good screwing."
Terry turned on her tail. She ground her hips around, squeezing his pecker as it stabbed her asshole.
"How's that baby?" Terry asked her lover.
"Now you're fucking," he said. "That's what I want. Some participation."
There was no doubt about it, she was participating and Terry was looking at her husband out of the corner of her eye.
He was quite sure that he never paid that much attention to her pussy when he ate her. Perhaps it was the shaved box that Betty was sporting that got him so inflamed.
Whatever the reason, it was obvious to her that he was enjoying letting his tongue stab quickly in and out of her pussy.
At the same time, Betty figured that she could give Terry something to be jealous about. She squeezed her husband with her inner thigh, and reaching down ran her fingers through his hair.
"Oh George," she panted, "Eat my pussy, baby. Like that. Oh yes lover, stick it in farther. Now baby, now, just like that!"
George was becoming excited. He could hardly stand what was happening. His cock was getting longer, and Terry noticed this. She wished they could be in a position where she could suck on her husband's cock while she was getting her ass lucked. It seemed such a shame to let that erection go to waste.
She decided to speak to Harold about it.
"Harold honey," she said, "I've got a great idea. Why don't we get our bodies around so that everybody is connected. I mean, my husband George could straddle my face and I could blow him while he's eating Terry's box."
"Say that sounds like a good idea," Harold agreed.
George who had heard, pretended he wasn't really listening. He wanted to do everything he knew to inflame his wife's passions. He was succeeding. Pretending he hadn't heard a word, he went right on eating Betty's hot pussy.
Reaching over, Terry yanked Betty's leg.
"Betty baby," she said quietly, "How about letting George straddle me. He's got a nice big hard-on and I might as well suck his prick off while he's eating your pussy." Betty responded, when she had to.
"What a groovy idea," she said. "George baby, how would you like to have your dock sucked while you're eating my cunt?"
George knew that he had to respond now. Pulling his tongue out of Betty's pussy, he smiled.
"Oh, I'd love to get my cock sucked any time," he smiled.
Now, Harold was pulling Terry's body down farther so that George could straddle her face and feed her his dick.
"Is this the way you want me?" he smiled at his wife as he straddled her bosoms and thrust his huge cock in front of her face.
Delighted to see what a tremendous erection he had, Terry grasped it greedily.
"Yes lover," she said softly. "It sure is nice to see this big cock of yours."
Saying no more, Terry let her pink tongue lick the head of George's juicy cock. She was stimulated, and thrilled to have it. At the same time she was gaining tremendous pleasure from Harold's huge shaft which was stabbing into her asshole.
George knew he had to get busy on Betty's pussy. Betty parted her legs and looked at him eagerly.
"Suck my cunt honey," she said wantonly.
Bending over, George continued stabbing his wife's face with his hard dick, while his tongue licked Betty's slit.
It was a very nice arrangement. George glanced in the mirror and loved the sight of his pecker stabbing his wife's face while his buddy Harold was fucking her asshole.
The four of them were enjoying their swap meet now, for they were not separated, they were together. And together they were going to climax in a juicy orgasm.
"Oh eat me," Betty moaned. "Eat me, baby. Oh honey, eat my cunt. Oh I love it when you do that."
Betty was becoming more excited every moment. It was obvious to Harold that his wife delighted in George's stabbing tongue jabs. Out of the corner of his eye Harold watched George's pink tongue slipping in and out of Betty's shaved box.
The four of them were enjoying themselves now. Harold figured that he really ought to work on Terry's pussy. Slipping a couple of fingers into her cunt, he jabbed them back and forth.
Terry was stimulated out of her mind. She was getting it three ways now. Her husband's big shaft was slipping into her mouth as her lips clasped it tightly. At the same time, she was getting it up her asshole with Harold's big pecker. She was enjoying herself as two fingers jabbed up her cunt.
Meanwhile, Betty was delighting in the entire action. Her warm thighs embraced George's head as his tongue continued lashing inside her velvety vagina.
Harold pumped in to the hilt. He loved the feel of his balls banging back and forth on Terry's firm round behind.
The only problem, Harold knew, was that he couldn't make it last much longer. Such ecstasy had to climax soon, and he could feel it corning.
"Fuck it," he told Terry. "Fuck your ass. Oh baby, just like that. Keep your backfield in motion. That's what I want. Twist it. Oh, twist that tail, baby. Now, baby, now!"
His sweaty body was slapping against hers. He exploded high up her rectum as her body felt him exploding, she squeezed. Milking his penis shaft stimulated him so completely that he knew just how to squeeze her slit to get her there.
She climaxed, and the hot juice trickled down her thighs.
In the meantime, she was determined to get a good sperm load from her husband's pecker. She sucked vigorously as the meaty cock stabbed in to her mouth and slid down her throat.
She was worried, for she didn't want it to juice down her throat. She wanted to taste her husband's cum. Pulling back so she could get him at that moment of climax, George finally got his gun off.
As the hot cream shot into her mouth, Terry gulped. She licked her teeth to taste him. Her cheeks sucked in as she ate her husband's cock.
George, becoming so completely stimulated, wasted no time in nibbling Betty's clit, and he brought Betty there in seconds.
As the hot white spray shot into his mouth, he pressed down. His lips fastened, his tongue twirled as his teeth continued to lightly nibble her clitoris.
The four of them had made it, and they all were excited.
Finally, George pulled his tongue out of Betty's pussy and patted her ass gratefully.
"Thanks baby," he said.
"Oh don't thank me, lover," she said. "You were tremendous. I really enjoyed it, Georgie baby."
George pulled his penis out of his wife's mouth, and she smiled gratefully.
"I enjoyed that, George," she said huskily.
When he had gotten off of her, it was Harold's turn to slide out. Easing his cock out of her asshole slowly, he got to his feet.
"This calls for champagne," he said. "That's the way to cap a fucking evening like this."
George figured that he could celebrate. They couldn't top that, and they knew it.
Getting the champagne, they went back into the living room, stark naked.
"Well did you enjoy it?" Betty smiled at him.
"I loved it," he said. "Every minute of it."
"You two sound serious," Terry said. "Remember, we're married. And you aren't married to her, honey, you're married to me."
"Sure baby," George said. "This is just a swap meet."



CHAPTER SIX


As they drove home that night, Terry uptight.
"Well dear," she said, "It seems that you can react alright with other women. I take it that's because you've become accustomed to fucking around with other women."
"Are you trying to tell me something?" he glared, taking his eyes off the highway a moment.
"Look out!" Terry exclaimed. "Didn't you see that car?"
A swerving car had almost struck them, and Terry was numb with fear.
"Well you started talking," he said, "It's your fault."
"My fault your ass," she said angrily. "You're loaded, and, tonight you really made a jerk of yourself. You made so much over Betty that Harold probably won't be able to live with her for the next week."
"Look," he said, "When I agreed to ball tonight, I didn't figure that you were going to be on my tail every minute."
"Well I couldn't help observing a few things," she said tightly. "For example, dear, you really outdid yourself with Betty. You put on such a performance that Betty will probably be thinking she's the sharpest chick in town."
"Well she has a tremendous way of making love," he said.
"Love?" Terry asked in a mocking voice. "What are you talking about? Betty's a nymphomaniac. She digs sex with any man she can make it with. I heard she was even having sex with the grocery delivery boy. Can you imagine such a thing?"
"Oh a lot of people do a lot of talking," George told her, keeping his eyes focused on the highway as best he could.
"Well, it's true," Terry insisted, "I got it straight from Jewel. You know her, she's that cute woman that you were making passes at last Christmas."
"Jewel doesn't know her ass from a hole in the ground," he said. "You're talking out of both sides of your mouth. Now stop it."
"Oh no," she insisted, "It's the truth. You see, Jewel was just coming over to see her and she went into the kitchen and here was this delivery boy with this box of groceries on the floor and Betty was on the table with her legs spread. At least she could think of another place of doing it beside the table."
"Now, I hope you didn't go running to Betty and tell her what Jewel said."
"Of course not," Terry laughed.
"Of course you wouldn't," he said. "You're a back stabber, baby."
"Well maybe I am," Terry said, "But at least I got a good fuck tonight, and it was refreshing to see your big old prick up there like it was when we first got married."
"Are you trying to say I'm impotent?" he demanded angrily.
"Well you are with me a lot of times," she told him.
There was a long pause, and then Terry finally said what was on her mind.
"What about that secretary Helen?" she said. "Is she still making passes at you?"
"What are you talking about?" he demanded.
"I have my spies," she said, "From the last report, she was practically pulling it out and doing things to you."
"Look," he said, "Helen is a married woman. She isn't going to want me. She gets plenty of action at home from her husband Tom."
"Oh that's a big laugh," Terry insisted. "Tom is probably the most promiscuous man in town. I've heard plenty about him from Jewel. Jewel said that he is very bold with her."
"Don't pay any attention to her," he said. "You know Jewel does a lot of talking."
"Well it's true," she explained. "People are just playing around too much these days, and to protect my interest, I had to go to this swap meet."
"So now you're trying to say that the only reason you had to go to the swap meet was because I'm playing around with my secretary Helen."
"You said it, honey," she said tightly, "I didn't. But I think it's the truth."
It was really burning him up to hear her talking like this. She was becoming more difficult every moment.
"Honey," he said, "Would you do me a big favor?"
"Well sure dear, if can," she said.
"Will you just lay off sex for a while?" he begged her.
"Why of course, darling," she said. "Does it get you uptight to talk about it?"
"I just want to forget it for a while," he said. "We had a good time tonight, let it go at that."
"Mentioning tonight," she said, "Did Betty's shaved box turn you on, dear?"
"Why do you want to know?" he said. He insisted on knowing before he would reply.
"Well because baby," she said, "If shaving my pussy would help matters, I'll shave it."
"Leave your pussy as it is," he told her. "I like it just the way it is, okay?"
"All right dear," she said softly. "I was only trying to be helpful."
She didn't say another word until they got home. When they got in bed, he hoped she wouldn't want any more sex. He was ready to go to sleep.
Mercifully, she left him alone.
The next week he was reminded of what she had said about his secretary, Helen. Helen did have a certain something going for him, he thought, and he decided he would find out if she would be interested in a swap party.
"You know Helen," he smiled, "You can streak through my office any time you want to."
"Why how generous of you," she said. "I'll do it if you will."
"Well that's not a bad idea," he said, "But, I'm afraid I'll have to have my wife along."
"Are you suggesting?" she said, "That Tom, Terry, you and I have a streak meet?"
"Well something like that," he said. "They say two is a party and four is an orgy."
"Why, George," Helen laughed, "If I didn't know you better I'd think you were suggesting we get together for one of those horrid sex parties."
"They don't have to be so horrid," he smiled at her.
She was glancing down at his bulging crotch, and she got a pretty good idea of what he wanted. Moving over toward him, she let her hands run over his cock.
"You know," she said, "you do fascinate me."
"Well thank you honey," he said. "Would you like to look at it?"
"Well," she said, "I don't exactly think this is the time and place. And like you said, Terry probably has her spies all over the place."
Just then the door opened. Miss Dean walked in and looked at the two of them. She could immediately tell that they were talking about something of a sexual nature, and she felt uneasy.
"Oh, am I butting in on something?" she asked nervously.
"No, Miss Dean," George said, "I was just talking to Helen about some business."
"Oh yes, of course," Miss Dean said. "Well the Interstate man is here to talk to you about an insurance policy."
"Tell him I'll be right out," he said. "Right out."
"Yes, of course," Miss Dean said as she turned around and slowly smiled.
Immediately Helen caught on.
"I'll bet you she's the one who is reporting things to your wife," Helen said. "It seems that you and I can't be in a room together for five minutes before I hear from Terry. She's forever phoning and asking me how things are at the office."
"That bitch," he said! "She treats me like she has a leash on me. It really burns the hell out of me. I can't feel like a free man."
"Well you're not," Helen said. "The ball and chain is showing, and it has been ever since you introduced me to Terry."
"Terry is a very jealous wife," he said. "But she has allowed me one promiscuity. I can play. So, it you'd like to join, us in our playpen, we could have some fun. You ask your husband Tom and see what he has to say."
"Well I know what Tom's reply would be," she said. "He's been trying to get me to play around with him for years. But I just haven't been interested. Men are different, I always say, than women. They are forever looking at a gorgeous female and turning on. It just isn't that way with me. That is, unless I feel something for the man."
"Well honey," George told her, "You just see if you can't rustle up some feeling for me this week, for I sure would like to ball you."
"You'd better go take care of that insurance man," she said.
"All right," George agreed. "But think it over, because baby, I'd sure like to eat you."
Helen gasped.
"What did you say?"
"You heard me," he smiled as he strode out of the room quickly to keep his appointment with the insurance man.
At the end of the day, after Miss Dean had gone, Helen remained with him.
"Helen," he asked, "Have you given some thought to what I was talking about?"
"Yes I have," she said. "And perhaps am a little puritanical. Maybe I need some exposure. Maybe this swap meet would be just the thing."
"I think it would help you," he said. "You are a little too shy. You need some adventure."
It was obvious to him what the score was. She really wanted him, just as Terry had suspected. He really had to hand it to his wife and her female intuition.
"Let me know tomorrow," he said.
That night, when he went home to Terry, she was really excited.
"Oh you asked her," she said, "I am so eager to have something to do with Tom. I hear he's just tremendous."
"Who told you?" he asked.
"I told you dear," she laid. "I have my spies. And the whole spy network would break down if I leaked who it was."
"Oh I wouldn't want that to happen," he said. "You couldn't live if you didn't have your spies checking on me, could you?"
"No," she admitted.
When they went to bed that night she smiled at him and requested, "Could we sleep in the nude?"
"Why should we?" he said.
"Because I want to suck you off," she said.
"Would you let me sleep in peace?" he asked.
"Oh, I've got that hungering for you honey," she said. "Why don't we do a sweet sixty-nine?"
"I want to sleep," he exclaimed.
"No baby," she said, as she began removing her clothes.
As he got a look at his wife's beautiful bosoms, and glanced down at her shaved box, he realized she would go to any lengths to turn him on.
"Well I see you shaved it," he said.
"Yes I did, dear," she smiled. "Doesn't it look delicious?"
"Well, I'll be honest," he said. "It does."
As he lay in the bed naked, his wife straddled him. She pressed her pussy down over his face, as she moved down to seize his penis.
Once more George was limp. He had had a couple of drinks at dinner and he just didn't feel like sex at this moment. Nevertheless, when he felt his wife's tongue licking around his asscheeks, he realized that Terry was determined to turn him on.
She parted his buns quickly and let her tongue slip between until it was sliding up his asshole.
She pulled on his pecker at the same time. He was getting excited, and he couldn't turn it off.
"Oh baby," he groaned, "You're turning me on. That feels great."
Terry was exciting him.
Pressing her pussy over his mouth, he gripped her asscheeks and let his tongue lash along her shaved box. He loved the fact that she would do this for him. Maybe Terry wasn't such a bad wife after all. He didn't know if he cared to share her with Tom, or not.
His hands massaged her buttocks, and he pulled her tighter to him until his hot tongue was stabbing into her pussy.
Licking the walls of her velvety vagina, he became stimulated as he felt her moistening.
"Eat me," she said as she pulled her tongue out of his asshole. "Eat my pussy baby."
He began licking her there and got more and more excited.
Now, she was slipping her mouth over the head of his penis shaft and sucking vigorously. He loved the sensation, and he got rock-hard.
Terry was proud of herself, figuring that she had saved her husband from a life of impotency by providing her own style of sexual therapy.
His tongue continued darting inside of her juicy box, and now she was having multiple climaxes. He slid a finger up her tight asshole which excited her even more.
"Oh baby," she groaned as she slid off his dick for a moment. "You've never loved me like this. Oh eat me, eat my pussy."
Slipping her mouth back over his cock, she continued sucking. It didn't take Terry long to learn that if she focused her action on the head of his penis shaft she could create a wonderful suction. It wouldn't be much longer now, until she had him shooting his wad in her mouth. This was what she wanted.
Her fingers massaged his balls as she sucked on the head of his penis.
They went at each other like animals in heat. Their sweaty bodies slapped together as he ate her pussy and she sucked his cock.
Nibbling her clit, brought more juice into his mouth and he rammed his dick hard down her throat. The rapid-fire thrusts stimulated her and suddenly she felt him juicing.
Her cheeks sucked in as she devoured his sperm. He loved the fact Terry didn't want to spit it out. She wanted to swallow it and this excited him more.
Her hands held his ass and squeezed as she sucked the juice out of his cock.
They stayed in this position until they had drained each other. Then, slowly Terry slid her mouth off his pecker. She got off him as he slipped his tongue out of her twat.
Terry lay beside him and let one leg slip between his.
"Oh, George honey," she said, "I don't know what happened, but ever since we went and had sex with Betty and Harold, you've been so much better."
"Right on lover. I've even arranged for Tom and Helen to make it with us this weekend," he said.
"Oh that sounds marvelous," she responded. "We are liberated. I don't feel guilty about it, do you?"
"I sure as hell don't," he told her. "This is really living, baby. We can step out but we don't have to cheat."
"Yes dear," she said. "Neither of us has to have any jealousy. You know of course that I was only happy when you and Betty hit it off so well. You know I wasn't jealous, don't your?"
The anxiety she expressed by asking the question revealed that she was indeed considerably jealous. Her husband knew better than to say what he was thinking.
"Why of course you weren't jealous, honey," he said. "That's why it's so much fun to have a good time with you. You're a good sport."
"Thank you dear," she said. "I do love you so much."
He wrapped his arms around her and told her, frankly that, "These swap meets might save our marriage. There comes a time, baby, when anybody gets into a monotonous pattern. I guess it's only normal to get bored now and then with each other. After all, you can't jump into bed with the same person year in and year out without wishing for a little variety."
"I know just what you mean, darling," she said. "Women are no different from men on that point. Except they've had to suppress it. Many times I've looked at a horny guy and wished I could fuck him. Just like you look at a gorgeous chick, I'm sure, and wish you could go to bed with her."
"It's wonderful to be honest about things," George told his wife. "Because that's just the way I felt. When some of these gorgeous young chicks apply for jobs at the office, I can't help notice them. I look at their legs, my eyes sweep over their bosoms, and those fresh young faces really excite me. I want to tell them what it's all about with my tongue."
"Of course you do dear," she said, "And now you know how I feel when I want to have a young stud stabbing his pecker into my pussy. I want to have him filling it up, thrusting back and forth, and shooting a great big juicy load of that creamy white stuff up my gaping vagina."
"I understand," George gulped, finding it almost impossible to comprehend that his wife was as horny as he was.
"Does it make you think I have a dirty mind?" she said, "That I feel the same things you feel for the opposite sex?"
"Sure baby," he chuckled, "And it's good."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Terry Gregory was looking forward to sex with Tom Slade. She had heard a lot about his being such a great lover, but it worried her a bit that Helen, a honey-haired blonde, was a little too friendly with her husband. Miss Dean, the spy in George's office, had said that she was suspicious. Terry thought she had very good reason to be.
She was glad that Miss Dean could tell her the score. All she had to do was sip the old lady a bottle of booze now and then and Terry would receive the information she sought. Miss Dean, a silent drinker, was a convenient person to have working for her husband.
George had often suspicioned that Miss Dean was the one who was relaying information to his wife but he couldn't prove it.
When George confirmed the fact that Tom and Helen Slade would have sex with them that weekend, Terry got a bold idea.
"Honey," she exclaimed, "I think we ought to get a projector and one of those great fuck films."
"What do we need fuck films for?" George demanded. "You have to make everything so expensive. Even fucking."
"Well I've got news for you, honey," she said, "Fucking just happens to be the most expensive thing that anybody can do. Didn't you know that?"
"Well I guess it's true," he admitted. "You don't come cheap, do you baby?"
"No I don't," Terry said.
She finally talked him into getting the films. She went to a sex boutique and discussed which films might be best with the dealer who operated the shop.
"What films do you think would be appropriate for a little Saturday night orgy swap meet?" she asked casually.
"Well that depends," the sex shop dealer explained, "On how broadminded you people are."
"I'm very broadminded," Terry said frankly.
"Fine," he smiled. "Then I'd recommend the dog fuck show."
Terry gulped. She looked at him with a stony stare and blurted, "Well I'm not that broadminded. I love my dog, but I certainly don't intend to fuck him."
"Well that's why I was asking," the dealer exclaimed. "I didn't want to be offensive. One man's meat is another man's poison. We had a lady who used to come in all the time and get the dog fuck films. She was very impressed with one film in particular. She said it gave her a new idea on how to make out with her big dog Rover."
"Well that's very interesting," Terry said. "There are lots of grim people in this world."
"You can say that again," the dealer laughed, "and I get them all in here."
"I'll bet you do," Terry said, "I wonder if I could look at some of these pictures first to get a rough idea what they are all about."
"Of course, you can if you want to," he told her.
Terry was delighted when he showed her to a small area where she could view the films.
"They're kind of sexy lady," he said, "So don't get disturbed. It's life, the way it is."
Terry's eyes nearly popped out when she saw the first film flash on the screen. There in glowing color was a man sprawled out. His huge cock was flipping up one woman's pussy while he was letting the other woman brush her bosoms over his mouth. He was sucking on one nipple.
Terry thought it would be a lot of fun to have sex with Tom Slade this way.
She pictured herself flipping his cock into her cunt while his wife brushed her bosoms over his face.
Terry was determined that she was going to have sex with Tom like this. The film was obviously just the type of thing she wanted and she realized she didn't have to see all of it.
Nevertheless, when the next scene flashed on the screen, she got hot and didn't tell the owner to stop showing it.
It depicted a man letting his ass rest on a beautiful girl's gigantic bosoms. At the same time he was flipping his enormous member over her face. The girl was opening her mouth and letting her tongue streak out and lick it.
Terry figured this would be a lot of fun too. She thought it would be great sport to have Tom rest his asscheeks on her beautiful bosoms.
As the film progressed, she got more and more excited, for there was something there that she had never thought of. Having two men make love to her at the same time. In the pictures that followed, she really began getting hot.
A girl was lying between two men. Her legs were dangling over them while both men played with her. One man was sucking on her nipples while the other was flipping his finger in her snatch.
Terry realized this would be a lot of fun. She always liked to be the center of attention, and she figured this would really be something.
However, the next film that flashed on the screen gave her more ideas.
There was a man lying on his back, and the woman was spreading her muff over his mouth. Leaning back, she was accepting a man's cock. The man was standing and feeding her his prick inch by inch. Terry loved the sight of the man who was eating the snatch. He was playing with the bosoms and sucking her pussy at the same time.
She decided that if she looked at the film any longer she would be after the clerk in the store. She figured she'd better have him wrap it up for her so she could take it home.
The clerk realized she was hung up on the film and suggested she purchase two.
"You can always get new ideas from these," he told her. "Actually, it's a very good investment."
"Yes it is," she agreed. "I'll take two."
When she had the two wrapped up, she felt quite happy. She thought she could suggest some things that would make her husband stimulated.
When she got home she showed the pictures to her husband. He flipped.
"Say, that does look exciting," he told her. "There's a problem, of course. Most of the acts that you've told me about are for three people."
"Oh no, George," she explained, "The fourth person watches, that's an awful lot of fun. You could jack off or I could jack you off while you're watching us have sex."
"All right," he said, "I'll go along with that. I hope Tom and Helen don't think we are twisted or something."
"Of course not," she said. "People nowadays do everything. Darling this is just the beginning. We are going to find out what it's like to fuck a lot of our friends."
"You sound like you want to take on the world," George told her.
"Maybe I should," Terry smiled.
George had to admit that his wife was indeed a beautiful sex package. There was a certain pride he got from the fact that her body was his on a permanent basis. As far as sharing her – this was a new wrinkle he had to get used to.
Saturday night, Tom and Helen had invited them over to their place, but George and Terry had not mentioned bringing the movie over. When they appeared at the door with the projector, the screen and the movie, Tom looked at them and laughed, "What are you doing with all that, paraphernalia?"
"We're going to show some good movies," Terry assured him.
Once inside the house, Helen greeted them.
"Well hi lover," she said.
"Helen," Terry laughed, "You're already naked."
Helen darted about the house and laughed.
"I'm a streaker," she said. "What do you think of me?"
"Not bad," George smiled.
"Now, why don't you take your clothes off and start streaking?" Tom asked Terry.
"Certainly lover," she said, "But you've got to streak too."
In a moment or two they were all starting to undress. Tom was carefully watching Terry as she removed her clothes. His balls were swelling and his dock was getting hard as he watched her remove every garment.
When she was down to her panties and bra, he was licking his lips.
"You sure have a gorgeous body," he told her. "You really have, honey."
She was delighted by the fact that he was getting so turned on.
"Oh, your wife has all of the same equipment," she said. "I think Helen is put together real nice."
"Look Terry," Tom chuckled, "You're here to compliment and flatter me, not my wife."
"That's all right Tom," Helen said. "I've got to get compliments from someone around here."
"Shame on you Tom," she laughed as she slid out of her panties and bra. "You should flatter your wife. She really is a beautiful baby."
Tom's jaw dropped as he saw her shaved pussy.
"Oh you've gone modern, honey," he told her. "You shaved that pretty box of yours."
"Yes I have lover," she said, going over to him and pulling his shorts off.
Seizing his cock, she stroked it.
"Worship it baby," he panted. "Get on your knees and suck it for me."
Immediately George was responding. He found his pecker getting hard as he watched his wife dropping to her knees, grasping Tom's asscheeks and eating his dick inch by inch.
"You want me to love your cock too?" Helen asked George.
"Oh I'd love it," George said, grateful that he hadn't been offered a lot of drinks before they got the sexual activity going.
Helen dropped to her knees in front of George, and with one hand pulled his penis to her mouth. She didn't immediately sllp it inside of her mouth, but teased and tantalized the tip of the enormous penis with her tongue.
"Oh lash it baby," he panted. "That's what I want, lash it honey."
The two women were sucking on their men's cocks and enjoying it. Their cheeks sucked in as they gobbled the pricks.
Both men reached down and gripped the women's heads as they held them in, place. Throwing his head from side to side Tom groaned in sexual ecstasy. There was nothing he liked better than have a woman kneeling before him. He enjoyed the sight of her worshipping his pecker this way and he thrilled to the thought of pressing it down her throat in horny, lusty vigor.
Ramming it down her throat, let his balls bounce on her chin. She loved the aroma of his loins and the sight of his curly pubic hair.
"Eat my cock," Tom gasped. "Eat it baby, eat that pecker."
She was sucking now, as she slid back so she could eat the head of his shaft in her mouth. She wanted it there at the moment of eruption.
Meantime, Helen was doing a magnificent job of giving head to George. George appreciated it as he watched her cheeks suck in. Then she would vary her pattern. Moving around the full length of the shaft, she would play with his balls.
He parted his legs so she could feel of his ass. Then she slowly eased a finger up his asshole and finger fucked him while she sucked him.
George turned to look at Tom.
"Your wife gives a great blow job," he complimented.
"Well your wife give a good cocksuck too," Tom assured him.
George was surprised at the pleasure he could derive from watching another man get his rocks off. As he looked at Tom's sliding slick penis pumping in and out of his wife's mouth, he discovered a new dimension of sexual pleasure. It was watching that made his own jabs into Helen's mouth so magnificent.
"Maybe we can get our rocks off at the same time," George suggested.
"That sounds great to me," Tom said, "but you'd better be ready, buddy, because I'm almost ready to shoot my wad."
"Me too," George assured him.
Now they were watching each other, trying to time their own orgasm to the other.
"Suck off," Tom gasped. "Suck off. Suck the juice out. That's what I want, suck the juice out."
It was obvious to him that Terry enjoyed having his big prick in her mouth. She was doing wonderful things with her teeth, with her lips, with her tongue, and he wanted it to last, but he knew it couldn't last much longer as the sperm was about ready to splash.
"Eat me," he told her. "Eat my juice. Oh baby, I'm going, I'm shooting, I can't hold it."
The hot cum surged into her mouth and she gulped.
As the creamy liquid trickled down the corners of her mouth, she sucked.
"Eat me," he panted. "Eat me baby. That's what I want. Suck the juice but."
Finishing him off, he was really turned on.
When the two men pulled, their penises out of each other's wife's mouth, they looked at each other and laughed.
"That was a lot of fun," Tom smiled.
"Now," Helen smiled, "it's time for us to have a little fun."
"Yes," Terry said, "let's go to the bedroom. I think it would be fun for all of us to climb on a nice big bed and watch each other suck."
Going into the bedroom, Terry wasted no time in spreading out. Raising her legs up in the air, she called for Tom to come over and eat her.
"Pussy anyone?" she laughed.
"I'm your tongue," Tom said as he went over and started licking Terry's shaved box.
"Helen," Tom told his wife, "you ought to shave your box like Terry does."
"Well, it's different anyway," Helen said, with a trace of sarcasm.
Helen spread her legs and it didn't take George long to get in place. Grasping Helen's hot asscheeks he slid his tongue along her fur trimmed mound.
"Oh I'd like to have some honey in your pussy," George suggested.
"Will do," Helen said as she pulled away from him and got off the bed.
"Bring some back for me too," her husband suggested.
Seconds later Helen returned carrying a jar of honey, and a spoon.
"Now just let me feed you some of this," Tom smiled at Terry.
Terry parted her pink pussylips and watched him spoon the honey into her.
"It's nice that you've got it shaved," he said, "the honey won't stick in your pussy hair."
He gave a knowing glance toward his wife as if to say she should consider shaving her cunt quickly.
Helen deliberately ignored his comments as she was not eager to shave her box.
"I'll let you do the honors," Helen said when her husband had finished pouring the honey into Terry's hot hole.
It didn't take Tom long now to lick. Stabbing his tongue inside of her, he thrilled to the delicious taste of the honey mixed with the vagina juices. She got excited and stimulated.
His tongue pumped away as his hot hands gripped her tightly.
"Oh suck my pussy," Terry panted. "Yes, Tom, just like that. That's what I want. Love me."
Tom wasted no time in letting his tongue lick all over her insides. He loved the sight of her beautiful body, and when he had finished squeezing her asscheeks, he reached up to play with her nipples.
Terry was amazed how adding the honey seemed to urge his tongue to better action.
Sweeping his tongue around her, he devoured all of the honey, and then nibbled her clit as she juiced. He was eating her juicy pussy and loving every delicious lap of it.
"Lick me," she panted. "Eat my juicy pussy. Lick it all, oh, that's it."
Meanwhile, Helen was pushing George's head down over her cunt.
George stabbed inside of her and quickly licked the honey from the walls of her smooth snatch.
"Oh Georgie baby," Helen moaned. "You don't know what you're doing to me, baby. Lick me, eat me. That's the way to do it. Oh honey, lick it."
She was making such a commotion that she focused the attention back to herself. Try as she would, Terry couldn't keep her eyes off George lapping away at her girlfriend's mound.
"He sure is enjoying that," Terry laughed.
Pulling his tongue out of Terry's twat, Tom got the attention back to himself.
"Baby," he said, "This is almost more than I can take. I mean, you really are beautiful."
Helen became so excited that she locked her legs around George and shoved forward.
"Suck it baby," she said. "Suck my juicy cent."
Terry laughed as she heard Helen use the dirty word. Helen was such a sweet looking shy blonde that it didn't seem natural for her to use such language. Nevertheless, when her cent was on fire she had to vocalize the blazing fire within.
"Suck my pussy," Helen cried. "Suck my pussy, baby. Oh yes, I'm cumming!"
George went at it with burning vigor. His hot tongue licked her until he nearly choked. Pulling out, he watched his wife, who was locking at him. She seemed to have a jealous expression on her face, and this delighted him.
"How did I do, honey?" he asked her.
"Why just fine, George," she said. "I just wish you could display the same enthusiasm on my pussy that you do for Helen's cunt."
A few moments later, Terry was insistent that they show the fuck films.
"I think it's just great," she said, "that people can watch other people screw. It really is an advance in our civilization when people aren't ashamed of their bodily function."
"I couldn't agree more," Tom said. "Really, Terry, you've got a point there. A lot of people still live in the Dark Ages when it comes to sex. They think fucking is something that you do on Saturday night in a dark room, without saying a word. The man is on top, and the woman is down below. Whether or not she gets any satisfaction is unimportant. The only thing considered is whether the old man gets his rocks off, so he won't get horny and get some neighbor girl pregnant."
The projector was soon set up and the films began flashing on the screen. It was immediately evident that Tom and Helen were turning on.
"Just look at those fuckers go," Tom observed.
The screen showed two men with a woman in the middle. Both men were sporting big cocks, while one was sucking on her breasts and the other was sticking his finger in her slit.
"Oh would I like to be there," Helen said. "I've got to have you both do me like that."
"Sure baby," George said. "When we finish, we'll do that."
The next shot showed two women. The women were naked and lying on top of one another. Their great bosoms were crushing down as they merged in a kiss.
"We can move on to another shot," Helen said. "I don't dig that."
The next shot showed a girl with her leg raised, and her hand on a long, haired young boy who was slipping his tongue into her snatch.
The girl was throwing her head back in the middle of sexual ecstasy.
"Now look at that shot," George smiled, as saw a man lying on his back, with the woman's legs spread over her face.
She was pressing her muff at his mouth, while he was reaching up to grip her breasts. At the same time, she was leaning back to accommodate another man who was standing and flipping his pecker in front of her face.
"That's got to be me," Terry smiled, "I want to fuck just like that."
"Turn off the machine," Tom smiled.



CHAPTER EIGHT


When the machine was turned off, they went to the bedroom and got into position.
"Now Tom," she smiled, "I want to press my muff over your mouth."
Tom rolled on to his back. Then Terry straddled his face.
"Now, you've got to bend back," he told her, "Then you can, suck on your husband's cock."
Bending back allowed him plenty of freedom to play with her bosoms. Reaching up, Tom began massaging her breasts and pinching the nipples.
Her husband stood on the bed and draped his dick over her mouth.
"Suck me, honey," he told her.
"I know what I can do," Helen smiled. "I could suck your asshole."
Helen wasted no time in getting into the act. She crouched behind George, grasping his asscheeks. George was enjoying himself. He got a big charge out of having Helen's hot tongue lashing around his asshole while his wife was bobbing up and down to grab his dick in her mouth so she could suck him off.
At the same time, he was obtaining, a lot of pleasure seeing his wife's pussy being sucked by Tom.
"Suck her pussy," he laughed, "Suck her, Tom. That's it. Stab your tongue in there and suck her cunt."
Tom smiled as he continued eating Terry's cunt.
Terry pressed her muff down hard on Tom's face. She was eager to juice and see the spray trickling down the sides of his mouth.
"Oh, come on, Tom," George panted. "That's the way to do it. Get your mouth way in there."
Tom continued playing with Terry's breasts while be sucked her snatch.
Meantime, Terry was clamping on her husband's dick and sucking vigorously. He didn't have difficulty keeping his cock hard with Helen's hot tongue stabbing up his asshole. His balls were swelling and his wife got a big charge out of looking up at her husband from this view.
She could see his pubic hair and his big horny balls getting harder. She liked the sight of his ass and thought it was interesting for two women to be giving one man all of this attention.
Helen's hot tongue licked, and suddenly stabbed up his asshole. He fucked his wife's mouth at the same pace that Helen's tongue was stabbing his anus. The four of them were involved in one sex act, and it was a beautiful emotional experience for Terry.
As they continued their sexual activity, she got hotter and hotter. Then she realized that Tom's cock was getting no action. She could hardly wait, to give Tom some good sex. He certainly deserved it for the marvelous mouth job he was giving her pussy.
Tom's hot tongue lashed at her vagina, and his teeth nibbled her clit. His nose was almost in her cunt, as he buried his tongue in her. She became so hot that she couldn't stand it.
Electrical waves of sexual excitement had her trembling. The erotic pleasure overpowered her and she juiced in Tom's face.
Tom pressed his mouth tighter to her twat and sucked.
"Suck her pussy," George panted, "suck her pussy, suck her."
George was now almost there. He was ramming his hard cock down his wife's throat. At the same time, Helen was driving her tongue farther up his asshole, finding it a bit difficult to keep the tongue in there as he was bending over so much. Nevertheless, she managed to keep her tongue slipping back and forth as he fucked Terry's face.
"Oh I can't stand it," George panted. "Suck, suck Terry, get the juice."
His peter exploded in her mouth and she sucked hard as she finished her husband off. She loved the taste of his sperm, and he enjoyed shooting off in her mouth.
He could see that this swap meet was certainly good for their marriage, for it was giving them unleashed lust, with no inhibitions.
Finally, George pulled his pecker out of her mouth and Helen slid her tongue out of his asshole. Terry moved off Tom and said, "Oh thank you, Tom, you'll never know how wonderful that was."
"You two should get together," Helen said cagily. "You certainly seem to be enjoying each other tonight."
"Don't get bitchy," Tom said. "You wanted a swap meet, and you had George."
"Well, I don't know whether I got the best of the deal," she said.
George didn't appreciate that.
"I'd like to fuck you up the asshole, Helen," he said.
"Well do you think you could do it after all of that sucking?" she asked.
"For you I could," he told her. "Why don't we do it right now?"
"That would be a great idea," Tom said. "I've got to get my rocks off. How about that, Terry? Could you take my pecker up your asshole?"
Terry nodded and smiled.
"Oh I'd love that, Tom," she said, "I think it would be great. We could make it a double ass fuck."
Terry was eager to get in place. She enjoyed sex with Tom and she was finding a pleasant delight in upsetting Helen.
"You're certainly a hot number Terry," Helen observed.
Terry nodded as she got on all fours, bending her ass up to give Tom easy access.
Tom mounted her and spit in his hand, applying his spit to his pecker.
"This is going to be a sweet ride," he said. "I like the shape of your ass honey. Let's hope it's nice and tight."
"Oh it is all right," Terry assured him. "Don't you worry about that."
Grasping her asscheeks firmly, Tom drove forward with a hard jab.
"Fuck it!" he panted. "Fuck baby, fuck."
The cock stabbed in there. She was really excited now, as he bent over and grabbed her bosoms and began pinching the nipples.
"You're a beautiful fuck," Tom panted. "Oh what a great ass. This is great. There's nothing better than a tight asshole to fuck."
He was ramming it to her in hard sensuous thrusts. She was swinging her hips, enjoying every minute of it.
Helen was a little bit fearful now. She could see that Terry was used to getting fucked in the asshole but she wasn't. George might be too rough for her.
George, in the meantime, was disturbed that Helen wasn't getting into position.
"Hurry up Helen," be complained. "I want to get my pecker up your asshole."
He was stroking his penis to bring it back to life instantly Helen noted this, and thought she might use it as an out.
"Well do you think you're ready for that?" she said.
"You get your ass over here," he said, "and I'll prove to you I'm ready."
Helen recognized there was no way out, and got on the bed. She crouched on all fours just as Terry was doing and raised her ass up.
It didn't take George long to mount her. Spitting in his hand the way Tom had done, he moistened his pecker. Then grasping her asscheeks, he slowly eased his penis shaft up her asshole.
"Oh baby," he moaned as he slid in, "What a good fuck you are."
Having difficulty getting his cock into her tight asshole, he found it necessary to stab forward. As he did so, she let out a howl of pain.
"Oh you're killing me," she complained. "Stop it, baby, stop it."
Her complaints only fired George's cock to more violent action. He rammed in there with fierce force, enjoying every second of it.
"Fuck it!" he panted. "Fuck baby, fuck. Now you're doing it. Come on sweetheart, fuck it."
She churned her hips around and he became more and more stimulated and excited. He didn't stop stabbing her for a moment.
"Beautiful," he panted. "That's just the way I like it. Now you're fucking. Keep it up baby."
She ground her hips around and he went on thrusting. The excitement of watching his wife get fucked up the asshole by Tom added to his pleasure. He gave Tom a whack on the butt.
"Give it to her," he told Tom. "That's it, ride your dick, way up there."
He really didn't have to tell Tom a thing, for Tom knew how to give a good ass fuck. He gripped her cheeks and held on while be drove in to the hilt. His balls bounced on her behind, as be stabbed forward.
The two men watched each other stabbing the assholes and the reflection of the two of them doing it in the mirror added to their pleasure.
"Make her bend way over," Tom suggested.
"Do it like Terry is," George told Helen.
Helen didn't enjoy copying anything that Terry was doing. Nevertheless, she had no alternative. She observed that Terry was indeed bending over farther and her ass was way up in the air.
When she bent over that far she understood why George rammed it all the way up her rectum. She realized he could not get that final thrust all the way there until she was in this position.
"Oh now you're doing it," George gasped happily, "fuck it baby, fuck. Give it to me, oh yes, give me some good ass baby, that's what I like. Oh massage me baby, give it to me."
Her tight anal muscles were indeed giving him what he wanted. It was a great fit and she was enjoying herself too.
"Swing your hips honey," George told Helen. "That's the way to do it. Yes baby."
"Do you want to see if we can make it on target?" Tom asked him.
"Why not?" George said as he began copying Tom's pace.
Soon the two men were pumping into the women's assholes at the same tempo. It added immeasurably to their pleasure to see each other slipping back and forth, their balls bouncing on the buttocks, when they made the final thrusts.
"Fuck it," Tom panted. "Fuck baby. Oh yes, participate baby. Grind your hips. That's the way. Don't just lie there, fuck me."
When Terry's ass muscles got in gear, she really turned on. This got Tom all the hotter. His slippery cock slid back and forth. He almost made it. He was holding back, hoping that George would match his cock stabs.
This was a bit difficult as George had cum only moments before and now he was being called upon to match the fuck power of his buddy Tom who was a known studsman. Nevertheless, this triggered him to greater action.
He stabbed in there vigorously, determined to get his rocks off at the same instant Tom did.
"All the way," be grunted as he thrust forward driving his pecker into the hilt. Suddenly both women shuddered. Their men were juicing.
"I'm cumming," George said happily, "I made it baby, oh yes, milk my pecker. That's the way, get all the juice out of it. Oh honey what an ass. You're tight, you're just right to fuck."
The other man unloaded twice as Terry's tight ass milked him.
"Oh what a fuck!" he panted. "Oh Terry baby, keep fucking. That's what I want, fuck it. Oh sweetheart, fuck, baby, fuck." Terry continued twisting her hips and George loved the way Helen didn't stop.
Finally the women were exhausted. They collapsed. The men collapsed with them.
"Oh what a great fuck you were," Tom told Terry.
They lay there, looking at each other. It was time for Tom to pull his penis out of her asshole and he did so slowly.
George then pulled his pecker out of Helen's ass and he lay beside her.
"This has been a lot of fun," Terry observed.
"Well I've got a pretty sore ass," Helen said.
"Well you'll get used to it," George said. "We'll drop over here often, baby, and I'll bring some jelly to use on my prick."
"Well you could use something," she said. "It had a little moisture from your spit, but that wasn't quite enough."
"How did you like my husband?" Terry asked Helen.
"Just fine," Helen said. "Did you enjoy Tom?"
"Tom is tremendous," Terry complimented. "We really had a good time doing that. He threw himself into it and made me."
"Tom has been throwing himself into sex with other women for a long time," Helen laughed without humor.
"Temper, temper," Tom chuckled. "Now remember wife, you wanted this swap meet. You said that you'd rather play than have me play alone. So here we are, enjoying our bodies."
"Well that's true," Helen observed, "I've got to remember that. I told Tom that I didn't want him cheating. I told him it was all right if we played together, as a good family should."
"But it's still hard for you to be broadminded, is that it?" Terry said narrowing her eyes.
"I'll admit it," she said. "It is extremely difficult for me to consider sex like this. Somehow it just seems as though I'm doing the wrong thing. Maybe it's all in that religion – that probably is it."
"Were you brought up in a strict church?" Terry asked Helen.
"Very strict," she admitted. "What we're doing would be like a Sodom and Gomorrah rerun, if you know what I mean."
"That's true," George said. "Probably we are as promiscuous as they were, only more so."
"You think so?" Helen asked. "They were supposed to be awful people who were burned for their sins."
"That is a fable," George assured her, "And I don't believe it."
"Of course not," Terry observed laughing. "I don't believe it either."



CHAPTER NINE


After a marvelous time, Terry and George left Helen and Tom.
On the way home, George couldn't help making a few caustic comments about Terry.
"You sure couldn't wait to make out with Tom, could you?"
"Now look here," she exclaimed, "You were just as anxious to make out with Helen. I don't think there's anything you didn't do with her."
Immediately George picked up on that.
"No I suppose you'll be saying I've been carrying on with Helen in the office."
"Have you?" Terry asked bluntly.
"No dammit," he said. "I haven't. I'm very sorry that I haven't had any opportunity to get into her pants till tonight."
"Oh I feel so sorry for you," Terry said. "I know bow painful it must be for you to be deprived of one woman that you want."
"Bitch!" he exclaimed.
That did it. Terry didn't say another word all the way home.
When he finally went to sleep, she was glad, for the evening had been full but nevertheless it was exhausting. She needed to rest.
During the week that followed, Terry got an idea. She had phoned a repairman to come over and take care of the television. While he was there she really turned on to him.
He was a dark-haired young man with flashing brown eyes and a wonderful sexy grin. As she looked at him she couldn't help thinking what what it would be like to seduce him.
"Oh I'm so glad you've got my television fixed," she finally told him. "You did a good job."
"Any time, lady," he told her.
"You know I can't help saying this," Terry smiled. "You look like such a wholesome sort of person."
"Wholesome?" he chuckled. "Well I guess I'm not really very wholesome. I was in the war, went to Vietnam, and I learned a few things over there that weren't too wholesome."
"Like what?" she asked him.
"Well," he said, "I learned an awful lot about screwing."
"What's your name?" Terry finally asked him.
"David," he told her.
"David," she smiled, "How would you like to come over here some time with your wife. You are married?"
"Yes I'm married," he told her. "My wife's name is Tina."
"Well David you bring Tina over here," she smiled, "and maybe you can teach me a few things that you learned in Vietnam."
"You mean you dig the group sex scene?" David chuckled.
"Yes," she said, "as a matter of fact I do. It's strange how much sex really does mean to me. I don't know why I get so turned on when I look at you, but I want to have sex with you."
"Well that's nice," he smiled, "I think I'm a pretty sexy guy, and if my wife doesn't care, we call. You see we just got married and I told her that I would be faithful."
"Faithful?" she laughed. "Who's being faithful anymore?"
"Well a few newly married people are being faithful," David said.
Terry waited all that afternoon and in the early evening she got a phone call.
"David?" she asked. "What did Tina say?"
"Well she is a little bit reluctant," he told her.
"Oh I hope you can convince her," she said. "We have a projector, and some of those wonderful fuck films. Actually David, it might cement your marriage to have some knowledge about your own body and how to enjoy it. When you get together with other people and everybody is naked and wants to have a good time, the inhibitions disappear."
David thought about what she was saying and he realized that Tina had said she wanted to go if he wanted to go along. David realized secretly that it wouldn't be too difficult for Tina to unwind the way that Terry obviously wanted to.
The thought of enjoying Terry in bed urged him along and he finally agreed.
"Well maybe you've got a point there," he agreed.
"Certainly I have," she told him.
Once that he was convinced that he would have a good time, his problems disappeared. When Terry's husband came home she had an announcement to make.
"Darling," she began happily, "I hope you don't mind if I set up a little party for Saturday night."
George was amazed. He wondered how his wife had decided on their next sex partners.
"Who is it this time?" he asked.
"David and Tina," she said.
"What are you talking about?" he said. "We don't know anybody by the name of David and Tina."
"David is the handsomest man I've seen in ages," she said. "He came over here to repair our television today."
"What?" George Gregory grunted. "You mean you're putting the make on the repairman? I think you're a fucking nymphomaniac."
"Well I like that," she said. "I don't call you names, and I see you look at plenty of women as if you wanted to ball them. Well I just happened to see this guy and wanted to have sex with him. I hope you don't mind."
"Not as long as he's got a nice wife to share," he said bluntly.
"Well I think you'll enjoy her a lot," Terry told him. "David is a very good looking man, and I'm sure he'd have a most attractive young wife."
When she said "young" that made his ears prick up to attention.
"A young wife," he smiled. "Well, maybe it won't be such a bad deal after all."
"Of course not dear," she said. "I think it's a marvelous experience for us to get together. We can buy another one of those sex movies and practice some of those wonderful scenes ourselves."
"Well it's a good idea," he admitted, "I will agree to that. I hope, darling, that once you have a few weekends like this you'll calm down."
"I hope so too," she said, "I have been a bit wild."
"That's putting it mildly," he told her.
Two days later Terry went to the sex shop and bought another film. She came home with it, threaded the projector and looked at it herself. She got so excited watching the screen, as the gigantic cocks rushed into the pussies, that she could hardly wait for the action on Saturday night.
She really looked forward to David and figured it would be quite a ball having him.
She thought it might be a good idea to invite David and Tina over to dinner and so she phoned David on Friday night, and suggested.
"Why don't you and Tina come over to dinner first?"
"Well I was just going to call you and tell you that Tina had changed her mind," David said.
"Oh you can't let her make your mind up for you, David," Terry said smoothly. "Let her know that you're the boss. She will appreciate you more, David. You know you want to come over here and screw with us, don't you, David?"
Terry said it in her sexiest manner, and it caught on. David agreed with her and told her they would definitely be over for dinner Saturday night around seven.
Saturday morning Terry went shopping. She bought some champagne and decided to get some steaks. She was sure that David would like steaks, although she personally wanted to get some small squabs. She didn't want to take a chance.
That evening sizzling steaks, a big salad, and champagne made dinner. David was delighted to have been invited.
Tina was a cute little redhead, with fair skin and green eyes. David's dark good look appealed to Terry more and more as she watched him enjoying his meal.
"I'm so glad my wife suggested you come over," George Gregory said, reaching out and stroking Tina's hand.
David looked at him, and it did seem strange that he had to allow this. Nevertheless, he had agreed to come to a swap meet and he knew be was in no position to make a big fuss.
"I think it would be very relaxing," Terry suggested, "If we went into the living room and showed some films. How does that grab you, David?"
She looked at David, who nodded. Tina was acting as she really liked George Gregory, and it was flattering to George's ego that such a young, attractive and shapely woman would pay any attention to him.
"I just bought a new film," Terry said, "I think you're going to enjoy it a lot. It's called 'The Ways of Lust'. Once the film gets going you will see what I mean. There are quite a number of techniques."
They seated themselves comfortably and then turned off the lights. Terry operated the machine.
The picture began with a scene of a man's legs dangling over the edge of the bed. A shapely woman was bending over letting her hot pink tongue touch the tip of his cock. Grabbing his penis the girl began sucking.
David whispered to Tina.
"Honey," he whispered, "That's what I've been wanting you to do. I told you the girls in Vietnam do it all the thus. There's a place there called Lick Alley where they really know how to give blow jobs."
"All right," Tina said, "I'll do it for you."
The picture continued with a beautiful woman sitting at the sidelines. You couldn't see the man's shoulders or head as he was completely covered by the girl who was going up and down on his enormous prick.
The girl seated behind had large breasts with large dark nipples, and as she watched her girlfriend sucking the man's cock it became obvious she wanted to get into the act too.
Soon she was in the act. She slid a pillow under the man's asscheeks and then she knelt in front of the bed. While her girlfriend sucked on his cock she licked his hot ass.
"Oh I can hardly stand it," David exclaimed. "That's what she did for me in Vietnam. I haven't had an ass suck since then."
Terry happened to overhear the comment and whispered, "I'll take care of you that way, honey, if you want me to."
Tina wasn't overly eager to get into that, and didn't make any comment. George was looking at Tina.
"It's pretty nice movie, isn't it honey?" he smiled.
"Well it's different," Tina admitted with a sly smile.
Just about then the girl whose head was bobbing up and down on the man's cock got in there.
She sucked vigorously but he jabbed savagely. The hot juice exploded in her mouth, and she gulped the cream.
That sequence was completed and another began. It was an interesting one of a naked man sitting in a chair. He wasn't sitting in the chair alone for long, for a gorgeous sexy blonde strutted in.
She went over to him, and seizing his cock began pumping on it.
"Oh did she grab that pecker," David observed.
David felt his crotch tightening as his cock got harder and harder.
"Look at that woman go," he smiled as the camera closed in on the hand pumping the thick meaty penis.
The woman didn't wait for long before she went into action. Soon she was bending over and licking the juicy head of the cock. Next, she threw her legs around the man's legs and slid her pussy down over his pecker.
No sooner had she done this when a man stepped into the scene.
"Now watch this," Terry laughed. "It's quite a wild scene. I hope it doesn't shock you."
"I'm shock proof," David said.
The naked man who strode into the scene was kneeling now and he was slipping his slippery cock into the girl's asshole.
"That's the sex sandwich," George laughed. "I tried that once in college."
"You never told me a thing about that," Terry said.
"Well sorry," he said. "I didn't know that I had to tell you everything."
"Well you said at one point you'd told me about all of your love affairs. Apparently I haven't been told everything."
The camera closed in to catch the girl's pussy as the huge penis slipped in and out. It was a magnificent scene in color, and David was so hot he thought his pecker would juice in his shorts.
Next, the camera closed in to catch the thrust of the man who was driving his pecker up the beautiful woman's behind.
The camera caught the back and forth movement of the man's ass as he thrust the cock in.
Terry was so hot. She could imagine what it would be like to take both men on.
"That's what I'd like," Terry said, "I'd love to have two men doing it to me. Then I could enjoy making out with Tina. I could eat your pussy, Tina, while they are fucking me."
"You're getting pretty wild, aren't you?" George said.
"I'd like to try everything once," Terry laughed.
Tina was being quiet but David wasn't George thought it might loosen things up a bit if there was more liquor.
"Let's have some more champagne," George suggested as the film continued unwinding.
"Of course dear," Terry said.
It didn't take Terry long to get more champagne and bring it back. Terry brought back a bottle nestled in a silver ice bucket and swiftly poured champagne for them all.
"This is delicious," Tina said, glancing away from the film gratefully.
The picture's action continued as both men strived to get their rocks off. The camera focused first on the man stabbing it into her pussy, and then caught the shot of the man's cock slipping into her asshole. Then, it caught them together, as both men fucked to climax.
"Look at him jabbing up her ass," David said. "I haven't had an ass fuck in ages. Tina here won't let me fuck her asshole. Will you, Tina?"
It was obvious that the more that David drank the more frank he was becoming about his sex life. Tina didn't appreciate it at all.
"David," she said, "You want to do so many things."
"You've got to learn about sex," Terry said. "Once you've learned how beautiful it can be you'll want to try it."
The next shot depicted, in color, a girl's naked legs in the air. Another girl was slipping her tongue around her asscheeks moving toward her pussy. There was a man seated, watching. He was jerking his pecker as he watched the two girls going to town.
This was the point at which Terry became excited at the thought of going down on Tina.
"Doesn't that look like fun Tina?" she smiled.
"Well it may be," Tina agreed.
It gave Terry a good uninhibited feeling to consider doing everything and anything.
Once the films were off, they decided that the place to go was the bedroom.
"We can feel free in there," Terry smiled. "Take that champagne bucket with, us."



CHAPTER TEN


The four of them paraded off to the bedroom.
Once in the bedroom, Terry turned on the soft blue lights.
"I've got it all set up for sex," she said. "What do you think of the blue lights?"
"Oh that will make it nice," Tina said.
It was perfectly obvious to George that it was difficult for Tina to feel uninhibited enough to remove her clothes. But, slowly Tina took them off George was watched every move. He could hardly wait to catch sight of her gorgeous body completely naked.
Lending encouragement, he went over and smiled.
"You've sure got a good shape, honey," be told her.
"Yes," David said. "My Tina is a real beauty."
David's rigid cock was ready as he looked at Terry standing before him with only her panties and bra on. It was David's delight to have a woman take off his shorts, so going over to Terry he invited her huskily, "Want to pull my shorts off honey?"
"Certainly David," Terry said reaching out and letting her hand slip behind the elastic waistband of his shorts.
She reached down and felt of his asscheeks, then she moved her hands around the front of him and reached down to feel his huge cock. She squeezed it and enjoyed it.
"I can hardly wait to get that in my mouth," she exclaimed.
It was going to be a great pleasure, and she was eager for some action.
"Baby," he said, "Let me feel of your snatch."
David reached over and slid his hands down so he could feel of her pussy.
"You're wet," he observed.
"Oh, you turn me on, David," she admitted.
David was delighted that he could get Terry this excited. He recognized that Terry was a real beauty. Reaching out, he felt of her bosoms, and with her bra still on it excited him to feel of them and imagine what the nipples would look like.
"Go ahead take it off," Terry told him.
Reaching behind her, he unfastened the bra. Then the enormous bosoms appeared before his eyes. He feasted his eyes on them and could hardly wait for that moment when he could lick and bite them.
"What a gorgeous pair of knockers you've got," he said.
Reaching down, he slid off her panties and then saw her shaved box.
"Beautiful," he commented, licking his lips.
Looking at David with his shorts off and his cock rigid and ready, made Terry realize that it was all she could do to keep from grabbing and pulling it into her pussy.
She realized though, that it should be a four-way sexual effort.
"Why don't we form a wheel?" Terry suggested.
"What kind of a wheel?" George chuckled.
"You know darling," she smiled as she pulled him by his pecker and pulled him over to the bed. "A human sex wheel."
Terry stretched out so they could get in position.
"This king sized bed is wonderful for that," Terry smiled.
David immediately went for her ass. He massaged it vigorously and the idea of stabbing her asshole appealed to him.
"Honey," he said, "Could you give me something to get my cock oily with? I want to slip it in there and give you a good ass fuck."
"Certainly, darling," she said as she got off the bed and went to the dresser.
As she walked away, David watched her beautiful asscheeks. He could hardly wait for the moment when he would run his rigid dick up her asshole and give her the screwing she wanted so desperately.
Meantime, Tina and George had eyes only for each other.
"What do you want to do George?" Tina asked.
"I'm going to fuck you," George said. "Why don't you lie there on your back and throw those gorgeous legs of yours over my shoulders. Then I'll show you how to give a good fuck, baby."
The whole idea really appealed to David. He enjoyed getting his rocks off in a variety of ways, and he felt it was a lesson that Tina could use. She had been difficult for him, so he was happy that there was someone who could help her to understand him better.
Terry was just that woman. She was on all fours with her ass up in the air and her hands grasping her asscheeks.
"I'll help you honey," she said. "Now just slip that big cock of yours into me."
With his penis slippery from the baby oil that Terry had handed him, he was well prepared to slip his prick into her asshole and give her a good fucking.
Tina felt a surge of competition. She wanted to show her husband what a fantastic fuck she could be too. She was delighted when George began thrusting his cock into her cunt.
"Oh George!" Tina panted. "That feels fantastic. I want it. Every inch of it."
George thrust forward, giving her the lusty sexual action she craved.
"Fuck it," be told her. "Fuck, baby, fuck."
Tina's pussy clamped on his cock and he gave her the fuck she wanted.
"Oh baby," he panted as he thrust forward. "That's what I want. Fuck, baby, fuck."
He was ramming it into her with hard driving thrusts as she ground her hips around.
"You sure know how to snap that pussy of yours," he told her.
"David taught me how to do that," she smiled.
David overheard her telling George this and of he had to take credit.
"I taught her everything that she knows about fucking," David said proudly. "Tina was a virgin before I balled her. She would just lie there dead assed, but I taught her to put some life into her pussy."
"He did," Tina admitted. "I guess I'm pretty good at it."
"Pretty good!" George exclaimed. "Honey, you're fantastic. You wiggle that ass like a pro. I really enjoy fucking a chick like you."
It was obvious to Terry that her husband was enjoying himself, and it was equally obvious to David that Terry loved having him ball her.
As he rammed into her asshole he slid past the tight anal ring with a sudden jab. Terry grunted, a low moan of pain emitted from her. Nevertheless, she knew that once he got a steady rhythm going she would enjoy it.
Sure enough, as the slippery prick dipped in and out of her asshole, she was grabbing it and enjoying it.
"Oh wow!" David gasped as he fucked her hard. "Oh twist that ass, oh baby, fuck it, just like that. Now you're doing it, oh yes, ah, alt, oh, now you're fucking. That's the way like it!"
Pumping his pecker into the hilt, he watched his balls jiggling on her bare buttocks.
The two men were enjoying each other's wives and there was no jealousy, no disgust. Their inhibitions were lost in their lust. The film and champagne had helped a good deal to soften them up.
"Am I doing it all right?" Tina asked quietly.
"You bet your cunt you are," George told her. "Snap that pussy. That's it, baby. One more time. Oh it won't be much longer now. Oh yes, churn your ass around baby, oh, come on, fuck, grab it, grab it!"
Tina pumped her pussy back at him, using her muscles to vigorously grab at his cock. Suddenly, George knew he couldn't hold on. The hot sperm splashed inside her, bathing her with his juice.
Tina became so excited, she gushed. Sliding into the well-lubricated pussy, added to the pleasure of George. He thought he might have some more juice coming out of it, and sure enough he shot twice.
"Milk me," he told her, "Milk my pecker. Yes baby, milk my pecker."
She milked his cock all right. This added fire to David who was vigorously fucking Terry's tight asshole.
"It's just like I'm riding a fucking bronco," he panted. "Oh baby, what an ass. You sure know how to use it too."
At this point David was bending over playing with her nipples. He was squeezing them tightly as he became more and more intensely excited. His cock stabbed up her asshole.
The hot sperm splashed up her rectum as he shot his wad.
"Oh, David," she groaned in delight. "Oh, it feels so good. I love when you're shooting that juice. Keep shooting it to me."
Waves of sexual ecstasy swept over her.
"Fuck it," he panted, "fuck baby fuck. Oh yes fuck it, just like that!"
She squeezed her ass, thrusting back as he stabbed forward. He drove that cock in to the hilt and drew back and panted.
"Oh wow baby, what a fucker!"
He didn't pull his penis out of her asshole until he had finished shooting. Then slowly he pulled the slippery cock out of her cum-slickened ass.
She collapsed in a heap, and looked at Terry who was lying there.
"Let's watch the two women make out," David smiled.
"Sure baby," Terry said.
Terry decided that she was going to have some fun. She went over to the dresser, and pulled out a dildo. Strapping it onto herself she used some of the baby oil that David had used on his cock when he fucked her asshole. The long pink plastic dildo glistened.
All this time, Tina was laughing.
"You're going to use that on me?" she giggled, pointing at the slippery dildo.
"Sure honey," Terry assured her, "and you're going to enjoy it too."
Tina wasn't quite so sure that she would enjoy it. Nevertheless, she was willing to experiment and find out.
She lay there with her legs spread out. Terry decided she was going to get her in the same position that her husband had when he fucked her.
"Throw your legs over my shoulders, baby," she told her.
"No, no," David said. "I want to watch your breasts brush against each other. That's part of the pleasure. I want to see you French kissing, and pushing your tits against each other hard."
"All right," Terry said, "we'll do it your way."
"My husband is a difficult one to please," Tina admitted. "Ever since he went to Vietnam, he's had the strangest ideas about sex. He wants to try this, he wants to try that, and all he talks about is Licking Alley where the girls did nothing but suck on him."
"Well you see," Terry laughed, "Those girls spoiled him. You can spoil him too, you can take real good care of him."
Now however, Terry was determined to take care of Tina, and spreading her legs she thrust forward with the dildo. She wasted no time in thrusting forward, letting the dildo slip into Tina's tight pussy.
It moved in smoothly, for her husband's juices had gotten it slick.
"Oh that feels good," Tina smiled in surprise.
"I told you it would, baby," her husband David smiled.
David was getting another erection, and he looked at his wife.
He moved away for a moment, going into the bathroom for a towel to wipe his pecker off. Then returning, he came back, sat on the edge of the bed, and delightedly watched his wife get fucked by Terry.
"Kiss her, Terry," he said. "Kiss her."
Terry complied with the request. Bending over, she kissed Tina full on the mouth. Tina became so excited that she let her mouth fall open so Terry's tongue could slip in. Then, the two women tongue fucked each other, while the dildo slid in smoothly.
Tina's hands reached back so they cold grip Terry's asscheeks and squeeze them. Terry appreciated this, as their breasts brushed against each other and their tongues fought each other in an exciting tongue duel.
"Fuck off," David said as he grasped his packer and began pulling on it.
Immediately George caught on. This was a form of exhibition that the servicemen had enjoyed watching – paying for a couple of gorgeous dames to make out with each other. George felt a surge of excitement zip through his penis.
Grasping his cock, he began pumping. The two of them were pumping and the girls were making out with each other.
George grunted, "Fuck her. Fuck her good, give her a good fucking. Come on baby, fuck her. Now you're doing it. Oh yes baby, fuck it!"
It didn't take Tina long to get the hang of it. She threw her lower legs over Terry's. With her legs clamping on Terry, it was obvious she was trying to deliver all of the pleasure that she knew how.
Pumping her pelvis forward, she clutched at the stabbing dildo as if it were a thick penis.
"Does it feel good?" Terry asked. "I never did this before."
"I love it," Tina admitted. "It feels great. Fuck me baby, come on, fuck me."
Her girlfriend's fucking her vigorously added fire to her body. She gripped the dildo tightly and was unashamedly letting her emotional pleasure be displayed for her husband to witness.
George, watching, had to control himself. He didn't mind giving himself a hand job, but he didn't want to go off. Seeing Tina's hand wasn't occupied, he thought it might be a good idea to have Tina work her hand over his penis.
Moving over to Tina, he told her.
"Grab my pecker and pull on it."
Tina reached out at the conveniently placed penis and pumped vigorously.
Meantime, David decided he should do the same thing, only with Terry. Getting close enough to Terry, he lay on his back and told Terry, "Grab my prick honey, and jerk on it."
Terry saw his huge cock, and reaching over, teased it, and began pumping methodically.
Now, the four of them were engaged in sex, the two women pumped on the men's cocks while the women were making out.
"Fuck me," Tina begged. "Fuck me baby. Oh baby, that feels good, that dildo you've got is fantastic it's almost as good as a cock."
"I'm glad you said almost," her husband David smiled. "You'd give me an inferiority complex. I wouldn't want to play second fiddle to a dildo."
The two women smiled as they continued making out. Then bending over, their lips merged as they felt themselves juicing.
It so excited David that he slapped Terry's pumping ass. Terry enjoyed his approval.
The two women finished making out and dropped the cocks. They didn't want all of that sperm to splash needlessly down their hands.
"Hey why did you stop?" David asked her.
"Because baby," Terry told him, "I have other ways of doing it, ways I think you're going to enjoy."
"Well all right," he agreed, "But I did want to get my rocks off."
"Don't worry," Terry told him.
When Terry had pulled the dildo out of Tina's pussy, she went to the bathroom and placed it on a marble ledge. Then she went back to the bathroom and poured herself some champagne.
Meantime, Tina looked at her huskily and smiled.
"Thanks Terry!" she told her, "I really enjoyed that. I never thought two women could make out, but they can."
"Of course they can," David said. "And it's real exciting to watch. I told you baby, lots of times in Vietnam we paid to watch a couple of dames suck each other."
Now, George was eager for some more action, but he figured perhaps he'd better have some champagne.
"Tina," George asked, "Would you like some champagne?"
"Don't mind if I do," she said. "That would be so good."
The four of them began drinking and talking.
"So you're in the television business," George smiled at David.
"Yes," David said, "got my own shop. I went to a school to learn about it, and am I ever glad that I finally got my own business going. I don't like to work for other people it's fun to make it on your own."
"You know it," David assured him.
Terry asked Tina what she did during the day.
"Well I have plenty to do around the house. We have a little girl, and you know how much work that can be."
"Well I don't know first hand," Terry admitted, "because George and I have never had any children. But I'm sure that a mother's work is never done."
"This is one of the first times I've been away from our little girl in a long time," Tina said, "But David wanted me so much to come over and meet you both. I think it's been a healthy wonderful thing for both of us."
"We're going to get together again," George said, "And there's still some things we can do tonight."
"You're not kidding," David said. "I want to see Terry do me with her tongue. There are a lot of nice things she can do to make me real happy, and if you watch, you can copy."
"Oh David," Terry laughed. "You make it seem like I'm the teacher and Tina is the student."
"Well, in a way that's how it is," Tina smiled. "If I can learn from you, how to make David more happy, so he never steps out and lies to me like so many men do, it will be worth it."
"That's a wonderful attitude," Terry told her, "And I'm sure if you want to please your man, you'll hold him."
"I'll always dig Tina," David said, and smiled proudly at his young beautiful, shapely wife.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Terry Gregory could hardly wait to give David some new thrills, and as Tina watched Terry went over to the ice bucket and flipped a couple of ice cubes in her mouth.
"What are you doing that for?" David asked.
Terry went on sucking the ice cubes and didn't reply.
Then, letting the ice cubes slip out of her mouth, she walked over to him. She seized his cock and slid it in her cool mouth. As his hot pecker slipped into the cool of Terry's refrigerated mouth, he got the point.
"Oh this is a hot and cold fuck," he smiled.
"It feels good. I put my hot pecker into your cool mouth, and you suck."
Terry didn't continue sucking until he came. Instead, she wanted to lick him all over and give his wife Tina a few things to think about when she made love to her husband the next time.
Terry decided she would start licking his face. Moving forward, she straddled him. She brushed her weighty bosoms over his chest, as she let her tongue lash along his eyelids.
David began laughing, as he realized Terry was determined to give him a sexual fucking such as be had never experienced before.
Letting her tongue lash along his cheeks, she moved to his mouth. Pressing her lips hard on his mouth, she kissed him passionately.
Then she worked down his neck, to his chest. She let her tongue lash his chest nipples and she sucked on them. It was indeed an interesting sight for Terry to observe.
In the meantime, George was distressed. He was just watching, and getting no attention. Moving over to Terry, he smiled. Terry was so busy making out with her lover that she paid no attention to her husband.
Now, Terry was licking down his chest to his stomach. She made all kinds of loud sucking noisy sounds as she moved down to his loins.
Raising his legs, he let her know that he would enjoy the lovemaking to continue around his balls. Being in close proximity to his crotch, Terry sucked over David enormously, and Tina just observed, shaking her head in amazement.
Did David expect her to do all of this? Thoughts such as these swum through her mind as she watched with feelings of awe mingled with jealousy and disgust.
Terry's hot tongue lashed his balls and then moved to his asshole. David was eager for his wife to see a woman love him the way he wanted to be loved.
The hot tongue whipped all around his tight asshole, and then ft plunged into him.
"Oh wow!" he panted. "That's fantastic. Keep it up, baby."
Terry's hot tongue not only lashed his asscheeks, but stabbed up his asshole. Cupping his ass in her hands, she really gave Tina something to think about, and when Tina saw how her husband enjoyed grabbing his cock and jerking while Terry sucked his asshole, she realized he was experiencing the kind of sexual ecstasy that she had never dared introduce to him.
She remembered all too well the numerous times David had insisted that she suck his asshole, and how she had constantly refused. Apparently, men have a most perverse nature, she thought to herself.
If a certain kind of sex appeals to them – no matter how little it appeals to the woman – the male expects her to do it. This really burned Tina up. She wanted to get up and, shout. However, she restrained herself, for George was stroking her bosoms now.
"Tina baby," George said eagerly. "How would you like to lick down there on me?"
Even though it was the last thing Tina wanted to do she thought perhaps it might get her husband jealous if he saw her licking George.
She let her tongue lick along his chest, working down to his privates. Seizing his penis, she licked it like a lollipop. Then she went down to his balls and sucked them both in.
George thrilled to her hot mouth sucking his balls so smoothly.
Then, she plunged her hot tongue up George's asshole. George felt his ass quiver and his balls tingle as Tina's hot tongue slipped up his tight asshole.
"Oh Tina baby," George smiled, "Now you're sucking. That's the way to do it. Stick that tongue way up there, honey. Now, oh yes, keep that up. Develop a good pace, baby."
Tina developed a good ass-sucking pace, for she could easily tell that George was enjoying it when he pushed back to her tongue.
At this point, Terry was a bit taken back. She had never figured Tina would ever go this far. How wrong she was, she soon discovered, for Tina was giving George an ass suck to end all us sucks.
Terry figured she had to give Tina something to learn, and slipping her tongue quickly out of her husband's asshole, she slid along the underside of his penis shaft. Capping his cock in her mouth, she slid back and forth to get it moist for the cock entrance to her pussy. Then, straddling him, she slid her pussy down over his packer. Now she was riding him, and he loved it.
"Oh baby," he groaned as he felt her gripping his penis tightly within her vagina and twisting her ass around.
"Oh fuck me," he told her. "Fuck me, baby. Yes, just like that. Now you're fucking. Oh I like that."
She was fucking him vigorously, giving him super excitement, and he appreciated it to add to his pleasure, Terry bent over and gently brushed her bosoms over his face.
"Lick them quick," she smiled as she shoved quickly back and forth now.
Reaching out, David gripped her bosoms and licked them. Then he sucked on the nipples, and she enjoyed it.
"Oh David baby," she told him, "That's fantastic. Yes, I really like that."
David was delighted at what a good time she could give him, and he knew that if she wiggled her butt much more, his cock would zip off inside of her.
"Grab it just like you're doing, baby," he asked her.
She ground her hips around, and squeezed him tightly in her pussy muscles. Suddenly, he found himself unable to control his response anymore, and his cock cream flashed into her cunt.
"I'm cumming," he told her. "Oh yes, I'm there."
The hot juice flooded her pussy. She loved the feel of him coming off inside of her.
At this point, Tina decided she was going to do the same thing with George. She slid her tongue from his asshole and licked the head of his cock. Then, just as Terry had done before her, she straddled his legs and seized his pecker. Then she slid down on it.
George smiled as he saw Tina becoming bolder in her sexual conduct.
"Good girl, Tina," he said. "You're going to get a good fucking. You'll like it, honey."
George was becoming bolder and more confident himself. Tina and he were well mated.
"Ah, George," Tina groaned in passionate delight. "That feels groovy. Keep stabbing it in there, baby."
George fucked Tina with a hard pecker as Terry watched out of the corner of her eye. It was a marvel to her how George's big cock could come to such life when another woman was involved. It sort of burned her up, wondering if George could be perverse enough to be able to get a hard-on with any other woman but his own wife.
Terry didn't know for sure, but she thought possibly this was the case, for the way George pumped his pecker into Tina was a sight to behold. With a good amount of groaning and shoving, he was ramming his way to a hot climax.
"Oh Tina," George panted, "keep fucking baby. That's it, twist it around. Grind your hips, baby."
She twisted around and by squeezing his pecker, brought him there in a matter of seconds.
"I'm juicing," George smiled happily. "Oh Tina baby, you brought me there."
Tina was proud of her achievement. She felt herself cumming seconds later, and the added lubrication of her vagina only encouraged George to continue thrusting.
Tina didn't stop pumping until George had finished pushing into her. Then she looked at him and smiled. Bending over, she kissed him.
Now the two women had achieved their climaxes. George had enjoyed it enormously and so had David. Terry slowly slipped off David, her cunt slippery with his cock juice.
Hurrying over to the dresser, Terry noticed there were no more ice cubes, and the booze was shot. She went into the other room and picked up a fresh bottle and cubes from the bar. Then she came back, and fixed some bourbon and seven drinks.
"I'd say we had a wonderful night," David smiled happily. "How about you, honey? Looks like you and George had a good time too."
"George is a great fucker," Tina complimented him.
She reached out and seized his now limp cock. With her hand she was massaging it back to life.
"Well it takes two to tango," George smiled at her.
"You know baby," David told Terry, "we've got to make it again."
"Yes David," Terry said, "we must. I really enjoyed having you screw me."
After some more drinks and small talk, Tina and David left for their own home.



CHAPTER TWELVE


When Terry was left alone with her husband at last, he spoke to her rather bluntly.
"Terry," he said suddenly. "Do you realize how many times we've been screwing each other? We've got to stop doing this, baby."
She looked at him uncertainly and said bluntly, "Why George, we're just beginning to live at last. For so long we led a cloistered existence. I think it's about time we had some fun."
George didn't say anything. He rolled over and went to sleep. Apparently this was the life his wife liked to lead, and he figured as long as he was getting some fun out of it too, he wouldn't make a fuss.
In the days that followed, Terry kept her eyes open for any man that she thought she would enjoy. At the service station, she decided she could make a pitch.
There was a man there who appealed to her. He was a soft spoken young man, and she figured that he probably was a few years younger. That didn't make any difference to her, and she figured she had enough on the ball to attract a man of any age.
"I sure appreciate your giving me a full tank of gas," she told the attendant.
"Think nothing of it," he told her.
"Oh but I must," she said. "You have been so good to me. I'm having a party at my place this weekend and I thought maybe you and your wife would like to come over."
"Well sure," he said. "I guess I could. I don't go out very much, but if you want me to come over, I guess I can."
"What's your name?" she asked him.
"Jeff," he told her.
"Jeff," she said, "I'd like you and your wife to have a delightful time. Come over for dinner and then we can have a little fun and games later."
"By fun and games," he smiled, "You mean you want to get an orgy going?"
At first she didn't know how to answer. Then she decided she would put it in the form of a question.
"Well would you like an orgy?" she asked Jeff bluntly.
Jeff was stunned and thought about it a moment.
"Well I wouldn't mind," he said. "Of course I've got to ask Anita. I haven't been married too long and I don't want to do anything to get Anita uptight."
"Of course not," she said, as she looked at the brown-haired young station attendant.
She was sure that he had an enormous pecker, and would be able to satisfy her carnal cravings.
"Now here's my phone number," she said. "You talk it over with Anita and you let me know as soon as you can. I want to fix a nice dinner for you."
"Well thank you," Jeff smiled. "I really appreciate it."
That evening, when George was just starting to enjoy his meal, Terry surprised him.
"I thought I would invite the gas station attendant and his wife over for dinner on Saturday night," she said.
"Well," he said, "Glad you've done something practical. Maybe I can get a full tank when I need one without having to go from one station to the other?"
"A very good idea," she said, "and don't think I wasn't thinking of that. But Jeff is a good looking guy and I'm sure that he would have an attractive wife, if you know what I mean."
"You don't mean you're staging another orgy?" he asked.
"Why not dear?" she said. "I think it would be an interesting experience. Jeff looks like such a shy young man, that I think we ought to introduce him to the pleasures of group sex."
Her words were proven to be accurate when Jeff and Anita showed up the following Saturday night.
"How nice of you to invite us over, Mrs. Gregory," Anita said quietly.
They enjoyed their dinner together, and when the meal was over, the subject switched to sex.
"What do you think of those streakers?" Terry asked.
It didn't take long for Anita to answer.
"Well I think it's perfectly all right," she said. "If a person feels like running around naked, that's their business."
It pleased Terry to see that Anita was so broadminded.
"Well Anita dear," she said, "What do you think of people who swap?"
"Swap?" Anita gulped, suddenly realizing why she was invited to the party in the first place.
"Yes," she said, "Swapping in suburbia has become rather popular these days. Couples get together and try all sorts of things, don't they dear?" Terry asked, directing her question to her husband.
George went on looking at Anita's well shaped body, and commented, "Yes, it's true. People want to experiment to find out how it's done."
"Well I've never done that," Anita said.
"What do you think about it, Jeff?" Terry asked.
Jeff knew why Terry was asking, as he'd been aware all along how turned on Terry had been with him.
"Well I think it's up to the individuals," he said.
"Well what would you think if I said I'd like to go to bed with you?" Terry asked rather crudely.
"Oh I wouldn't mind shacking up with you," he said.
Anita was a bit amazed at how abruptly Terry had gotten into it.
"What if I would bed down with him?" Anita asked her husband, looking at George.
"It would be all right with me," he said, "As long as I know what's happening honey, I don't mind."
"Well that's nice," George said, "Because I've been thinking of how much fun it would be to be between the sheets with you, baby."
"It seems we have ourselves all paired off," Anita said nervously.
"How right you are," Terry said, rising to her feet and walking over to grip her husband's hand and tug him to her bedroom.
"I wonder if we should all go together or go separately," Terry said quietly.
That was where Anita put her foot down.
"Well I'd like to watch my husband having sex with another woman," Anita said. "If you don't mind."
Her cutting comment didn't perturb Terry at all. It added entertainment to the evening's proceedings.
"Well I think it would be lovely if we all fucked in the same bed," Terry smiled.
Going to their master bedroom suite, Terry began undressing. When she had completed the task, she walked over to Jeff who still hadn't his shirt off.
"Need any help, honey?" she smiled at him.
"Oh I guess I can do it," he said.
Anita was eager to peel off her clothes, and make her husband jealous. She figured that this was the only way to teach him a good lesson.
When Anita was down to her panties, she walked over, letting her naked bosoms jiggle to intrigue George.
"Would you help take my panties off?" she asked George.
"It would be an honor," George said, tipping his head and smiling.
Reaching down, George put his hand inside her sheer panties. He gripped her asscheeks and squeezed.
"We're going to have a good time, baby," he said.
"Well I certainly hope so," Anita said.
When he had pulled Anita's pants off completely, he let his hand slide down between her buttocks, and as he felt of her asshole, he figured he would have some fun.
"George sweetheart," she said. "Let me slide your shorts off."
George got back to attention and let her slide his shorts off. Then he carried her over to the bed.
"Honey," he said, "Row would you like to give me an ass fuck?"
All the time that George was speaking to Anita, her husband was watching and listening.
"Well Jeff has never done it to me," she said nervously.
"Well baby, I know just how to do it so it won't hurt, and you'll love it," he promised her.
"Well I guess it wouldn't hurt to try something different," she admitted.
He went to the bathroom and got the oil out and poured it on his pecker. As he got his pecker slick and ready for her asshole, she wondered what position he would expect her to get in.
"Now how do I do this?" she asked.
"Just throw your legs over my shoulders," he smiled, "And I'll take care of everything else."
Meantime, Jeff decided that it was about time for him to fuck Terry. He picked Terry up and carried her over to the bed. Terry spread her legs and reached down and massaged her shaved box.
"Why don't you lick it for me first?" Terry smiled.
Anita was watching her husband go to town on Terry's pussy, almost ignoring the fact that a slippery penis was sliding between her asscheeks. However, when George gave his final jab into her tight asshole, she couldn't ignore it. She howled in pain.
"Oh," she gasped, "What are you doing?"
"Take it easy baby," George smiled, "You're going to enjoy it in a minute. Just relax."
"Relax with a big thing like that in my ass?" she demanded. "How can I?"
Bending over, George began sucking at her breasts to silence her. It did work, because it distracted her from what was happening in her asshole, and soon the pain disappeared and she was enjoying the pleasure of the slippery sliding penis gliding into her tight anal channel.
George was enjoying himself, and he watched Jeff licking his wife's pussy. Jeff was holding her legs in the air and pumping his tongue into her vagina. It was getting moist and ready for his slippery tool to slide into it.
"Oh Jeff," Terry panted, "Give me your cock baby. Shove it in there, and fuck me."
Jeff straddled her and stabbed his big cock into her. She loved the feel of it sliding up her.
"Yes baby," she panted. "Fuck me. That's what I want. Fuck my pussy."
Jeff drove into her in hard driving jabs. She loved the feel of his cock pumping into her pussy and she grabbed it tightly.
"Fuck me baby," she demanded. "Fuck me. Yes, give it to me. That's what I want, fuck me."
He pumped it to her with vigor and lusty drive.
"Oh wow!" he panted. "That's what I wanted. Come on baby, fuck."
The two men were enjoying watching each other. George slapped Jeff's ass as he watched him fuck his wife's cunt. George enjoyed driving his cock up Jeff's wife's pussy too.
"Come on sweetheart," he smiled, "Faster baby. Now we're doing it. That's what I like. Fuck it."
It excited her imagination as she watched the big slippery tool sliding in and out of her asshole. She could see the whole scene in the mirror.
"Nice to have those mirrors there," she said, turning her head toward the sliding glass doors which reflected their action.
"Yes, it is real convenient," he told her.
They were enjoying themselves more every moment as the wild action continued.
"Oh baby," he told her, "That's too much. Yes, fuck it."
The thrusting continued and soon George was there. He rammed it in to the hilt as his balls slapped her behind.
"Oh I'm juicing!" he grunted as he stabbed in farther up her rectum.
She loved the feel of the cock juice splashing up her asshole, and she twisted her ass around with a hard churn.
"Oh wow!" George panted. "You're a real fuck baby. You know how to grab that pecker of mine. Pump it. Get all the juice out. Milk it baby."
Anita kept her backfield in motion, as George's slippery cock kept on stabbing up her rectum.
George didn't ease off until he had completed shooting. At that point he felt a sense of real lust surge over him, and as he slid his slippery cock out of her asshole, he was eager to eat her pussy.
Bending over he pulled her mound up to his mouth and quickly licked the hair and then slipped his tongue along the clit and stabbed into her.
Reaching down, Anita pushed forward. She loved the feel of the slippery tongue sliding in.
"Eat my pussy," she panted softly. "Oh George, love me. Just like that. Oh your tongue. Oh, I'm going to climb the wall, I can't stand it."
As Jeff watched his wife in the throes of sexual ecstasy while another man ate her box, he didn't know whether be was enjoying himself or not.
Instantly Terry turned on as to what was happening. She didn't appreciate the fact that Jeff was momentarily diverted by the loud sucking sounds her husband was making at Jeff's wife's pussy.
"Give me that cock," Terry gasped eagerly. "Shove it in there. That's what I want, I want to feel that great big cock ramming in me."
Realizing that he had never fucked a woman's asshole, he figured that the smart thing to do was to get her to juice, and when she had lubricated his cock with enough of her pussy juice, he would pull out of her pussy and stab it up her rectum.
In the meantime Terry didn't understand this, and the waves of sexual ecstasy that were sweeping over her now caused her to climax.
"Oh Jeff baby," Terry said, "I'm cumming. Oh baby, I love this."
He could tell that she did from the way her pussy muscles vigorously gripped his huge pecker.
He continued stabbing, but controlling himself all the time so not to lose his hard-on. He wanted to save it for her asshole.
When he had enough juice on his pecker, he slowly slipped out. She knew he hadn't cum, and she couldn't understand what was happening.
"Hey pistol," she said, "Aren't you going to unload that gun in me?"
"Don't worry," he said, "I am. But I want to fuck your ass just like George does. Throw your legs over my shoulders."
Terry marveled at how swiftly he could pull his pecker out of her pussy and prepare it to stab up her asshole.
He slid smoothly between her asscheeks, and then drove forward with a hard jab.
"Fuck off!" he panted as he rammed it up her rectum.
His wildly throbbing cock was skewering deep into her little asshole, not stopping until it was burled far up into the depths of her heated rectum.
It was tormenting her at this point, yet she enjoyed it. Loud and clear, he panted, "Fuck it. That's it, fuck me."
Her loins were on fire as never before, and the pulsating rhythm of his cock stabbing into her became a drumbeat of exquisite pleasure.
Ali of her desires focused on satisfying his one overwhelming need. With a groan he plunged his pecker high up her rectum, and then he slid his fingers into her moist pussy.
She loved the feeling of his fingers in her cunt while his cock stabbed her asshole. He was driving forward, holding her eyes with a magnetic force as he fucked wildly. She was desperate to give him a good time. The momentary tight resistance of her asshole was a thing of the past as she pushed forward now.
She wanted it, every inch of it, and as the hungry walls of her asshole gripped his long extended penis, he loved the feel of it.
"That's it," he begged her, "Fuck baby, fuck. Grab it."
Gripping him tightly, she was really excited.
"Oh yes," she told him. "That's the way I like it. Fuck me. Harder honey. Fuck me way up there!"
"Right on baby," Jeff panted as she shoved it in further.
The combination of the fingers in her pussy and the huge cock shooting up her asshole really got her turned on.
"Oh baby," he said, pulling his fingers out of her twat, "I've got to fuck you now. I'm almost there."
He was ramming in, groaning in delight as his balls pounded against her ass. She was panting as he fucked deeply.
"Oh, ah, yes baby yes, we're going to get there," she said.
The wild display of sexual gratification was driving her to erotic heights she had never experienced before. Her head turned from side to side as she reached out and clutched the sheets and wadded them up in her hand.
"Fuck me," she panted, "Fuck me, that's what I want baby, fuck me!"
The furious pitch of the cock stabbing into her intrigued her more every moment.
"Yes baby," she told him. "That's beautiful. Now you're doing it. All the way, baby, fuck it."
They were really excited now as the cock was ready to shoot.
"Give it to me," she panted. "Fuck. Fuck it baby, fuck!"
He rode his pecker as far as be could and shot his load.
"Oh baby I'm juicing," he panted, as he felt her ass tighten around his penis and milk it.
"Oh yes," she told him, "Come on baby, fuck it."
She loved the hot splash of sperm up her asshole and twisted around.
He didn't pull out until he had given her all of his sperm, and slowly he withdrew.
George felt it was time that they had a little break.
"How about something to drink?" he said standing up and walking over to the bar.
"I would just love something," Anita said.
She followed him over to the bar and they began drinking.
Next, Jeff and Terry went, over and got drinks. Terry then suggested that they take a shower together.
"I'd like to wash you off," she said. "I think it would be so much fun to take a shower."
Immediately Anita decided she wanted to get in the tub and wash George off, and so a few moments later the four of them went into the bathroom.
George and Anita got in the bath tub and began splashing around and feeling each other.
In the meantime, Jeff and Terry got in the shower. Terry enjoyed herself as she took the bar of soap and slid it along his huge pecker. She was washing him, cupping his balls in her hand when he looked at her and smiled.
"You're going to do everything to me?" he asked.
"By everything, what do you mean?" she laughed.
"Well you know," he said, "Lick my balls, suck my ass, everything."
"If you want me to," she said quietly.
"I've been trying to get my wife to do all that," he admitted, "And maybe if she sees you doing it I can get her to."
"Certainly darling," she said as she had him turn around and washed his back.
She slid the soap between his slippery asscheeks, and washed him there.
"Bend over baby," she said as she washed his ass.
He then washed her breasts and created quite a soap suds foam around each nipple. Then after washing them off, he let his tongue lap away as the water streaked over his face.
Reaching down, be slid the soap between her pussy lips and washed her there. Then he had her turn around and washed the back of her ass.
Stepping out of the shower, they dried each other off. Going back into the bedroom they were joined shortly by Anita and George. At this point it didn't take Jeff long to decide what he wanted to do. He straddled her and told her he was going to fuck her face.
"Honey," he smiled, "Let me slip this banana right between your breasts. It will be a lot of fun."
Slipping the huge cock between her bosoms, she became very excited. She could see the juice starting to drip at the small slit at the head of his shaft and this excited her.
"Do you want to lick it?" be smiled.
"I'd love to," she said.
He moved forward and let her tongue it. Then he determined that he was going to get his balls licked and sucked, as well as his ass.
"Now take my balls in your mouth baby," Jeff told Terry.
Meanwhile, Anita was watching in awe. She could hardly believe what she was looking at.
"Do you want to eat my prick?" George asked her.
"Why sure," she said, seizing it even though it was about the last thing she wanted to do.
She licked its length, trying to make loud sucking sounds to attract her husband's attention. It did and Jeff turned to look. He was proud and delighted to think that his wife finally was so stimulated and excited that she would do things that he had been trying to get her to do for a long long time.
"Enjoy your lollipop, wife," he laughed.
She smiled as she went on sucking on George's balls.
Now Terry's mouth was open and she was taking his balls in. Jeff loved the sensation of the warm mouth sucking his balls. Soon she was licking all around his asscheeks.
Next, the wet slippery tongue slipped between his asscheeks and then she stabbed up his asshole. He went wild as she gripped his thighs, squeezing him as her tongue ringed him.
"Oh rim it," he told her. "Rim my asshole, honey. Rim it good."
Jeff was really turned on at this point, and Anita could see how much her husband enjoyed it. George wanted her to do the same thing for him, and he told her so.
"Suck my ass for me," he told Anita.
Anita, not wanting to be a spoiled sport, decided she might as well go through with it. Letting her tongue ride around George's asshole, she finally let it slip up there.
"Oh yes," George told her, "That feels good honey. Now you're doing it, the way I like it."
The hot plunging tongue pumped up there, and George was stimulated as well as tremendously excited.
Now the two women were sucking ass and both men were happy.
"You've really got her doing it good," George complimented Jeff as he watched his wife stabbing Jeff's tight ass.
"I guess you trained her well," Jeff said.
She was pumping on his pecker while she was eating his ass out, and he was eager for her to mouth him. He was confident that Terry could give a good head job, and she seemed so enthusiastic about sex.
Pulling his pecker back, he looked at Terry.
"Open your mouth honey," he told her.
Terry's tongue pulled out of his slick asshole, and licked quickly up the underside of his hot cock, tickling the sensitive portion of his glands penis before she capped the crown of his cock with her mouth.
At this point, she planted her lips firmly around his pecker head and sucked vigorously. He loved the sensation of her sucking mouth, and could hardly wait to give her a throat fuck.
"Oh suck me," he begged her. "Suck me good, baby. Suck hard on it. Oh yes, I want to shoot in your mouth. I'm going to give you a good load, baby. My balls are ready to spill."
Now Anita knew she had to do the same thing for George. Slipping her tongue out of George's asshole, she licked along his balls and up the top of his cock. She wasted no time in slipping her mouth over his shaft, with her lips fastening tight around the head of his cock.
"Focus your mouth on the head of it," George told her. "Build up a good suction honey. It won't take long to shoot that way."
Even though Anita wasn't crazy about blow jobs, she figured she could out match Terry any day of the week.
Her cheeks sucked in as she pulled on the end of the penis.
Both women were competing against each other in a cocksucking competition, and both men knew it. This added to the delight, to their erotic pleasure.
"Eat my prick," Jeff panted. "Eat it baby. That's it. Gobble it. Now you're doing it. That's the way I like it. Eat the cock. Get the juice baby. Come on, honey, eat that cock."
She could start to taste him, and it tasted good to her. Now she was eager to have a mouthful of his hot cream.
"Suck it off," Jeff panted. "Suck it off, baby. Oh yes, baby, that's the way to do it. Oh, I can't stand it."
Jeff was pumping his pecker into her mouth, and down her throat as he came closer to climax. He could hardly wait for the moment when he would unload in her mouth as he watched her suck his sperm and swallow. He wanted Anita to see another woman swallowing him. If he ever was lucky enough to get Anita to go down on him, she never would suck the juice out and swallow it.
"Oh baby, you're going to suck it and swallow," he told her.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Anita was determined that she was going to be first to get the rocks off, and she jiggled her fingers along George's balls as she sucked.
It was working, as George was getting a charge out of it. Sparing nothing, Anita tucked a finger between his asscheeks and slowly eased the finger up his asshole.
George responded, by unloading.
"Oh I'm there," he panted. "I'm shooting. Gobble it, baby. That's the way. Gobble the juice."
She did indeed gobble him, and the sensation of the hot sperm shooting into her mouth pleased her. She sucked, and she swallowed.
Jeff was watching her, and was paying almost more attention to what she was doing to George than he was to what Terry was doing to him. This didn't exactly please Terry. She figured she might as well copy what Anita had done. Maybe slipping the finger up his asshole would add pleasure, and maybe the prostate massage would bring him there.
Easing a finger up his asshole, she massaged his prostate. Jeff responded by jabbing forward, letting his pecker slip down her throat. Then, pulling back, he unloaded his juice in her mouth.
As he creamed, he groaned in passionate delight and frenzy, "Suck the juice. Get every drop baby. Come on, mouth girl, suck me."
This inspired Terry to give her best sexual performance. She fastened her lips on the head of the penis shaft and eagerly sucked the juice out of it.
When she had completed the task, she swallowed, and every second Jeff watched her.
"Eat me," he panted as his head moved back and forth and his hand reached out to grip her head and guide it.
"Oh yes, Terry baby, suck, get the juice out. You'll get another load, honey, if you suck."
Terry continued sucking until she did indeed get another load. Anita observed this and realized she had never had a doubleheader from Jeff's big pecker. And this got her jealous. She worked her mouth as best she could over George's cock but she couldn't bring him there twice.
Finally George felt her tickling so much he had to tell her to stop.
"Enough is enough, baby," he said, as the displeasure of the tickling sensation of the over sucked cock reached him.
She eased off his pecker and he pulled back. Then, George watched his wife finish the blow job on Jeff.
"Terry gives a great blow job," he complimented her.
Anita was disgusted, but she didn't want to show it as she thought any jealousy would register the wrong way with her husband.
"How did I do, baby?" she asked.
"You did real good," he complimented her. "Yes baby, I really enjoyed it."
When Terry finally slipped her mouth off Jeff's pecker, she lay there exhausted.
"That was a real workout," she said, "And what a pistol you are!"
"Did I feed you enough cock cream?" Jeff laughed as he got to his feet and went over to the bar to pour himself a drink.
"Oh honey," she laughed, "it must have been a gallon."
Anita was saying nothing now as she was too burned up. Her husband had never shot her that much juice, and it ignited her to think another woman could get him that hard and that far along.
When they got back to the bed, Anita smiled at George.
"What a lover you are George," she said. "I bet you turn women on all the time. I'm sure you're not loyal to your wife all the time, are you?"
Anita figured that would get Terry's goat, and it did.
"You can say that again," Terry exploded. "That's why I suggested these swap meets. I get sick and tired thinking of him playing around all the time. You know, Anita, I'm doing you a big favor. Jeff here, has probably played around even since you were married, and this is giving you an opportunity to have a little fun too."
Anita was so confident that her husband had never played around, she ventured to ask him if what Terry said was true.
Unfortunately, Jeff was so stoned with the booze he had been drinking continuously, that he told her, "Well sure, honey, what do you expect me to do, jack off?"
That burned Anita up. She could control her disgust no longer. Getting off the bed, she paced the floor.
"You cheap, two-timing, double-crossing, son-of-a-bitch," she exploded.
George didn't know what to do, and Terry didn't either. Jeff stood there dumbfounded, as he headed back to the bar.
When he was turned around, Anita began pounding him on the back.
"What have you got to say, you bastard!" she demanded.
That got Jeff.
"You don't talk to your husband like that," he exploded.
"My husband my ass," she said. "My double-crossing, two-timing, good-for-nothing cheat."
"Look," Jeff said, "If you're not happy with me, I can find plenty of women who will be. You understand?"
"Yes," Anita exploded. "I understand plenty. And I found it out tonight, as this little swap meet. You told me you were loyal. All of those nights when you were out watching the fights. Yeah, fights. You were fucking."
Jeff had to laugh. He got a charge out of seeing Anita this worked up. It was obvious to him that she was nuts about him. That was the important thing.
"It isn't a very appropriate response to laugh at your wife at a time like this," George remonstrated him.
Immediately Terry jumped into the scene.
"Now George," Terry reminded him, "These two can work things out. They're a young married couple, and we used to fight like this all the time."
Anita looked at Terry for understanding and comfort. Her eyes were misty now as the tears started to roll down her cheeks.
"Did he pull this stuff on you too?" she demanded.
"Of course, honey," Terry said. "And it has been going on for centuries, dear. There has been a double standard."
"Yes," Anita said, "I feared that was the case."
Anita went back to the bed and lay there looking into space. Now Jeff did feel a little guilty.
He walked over to his wife and tried to put his arms around her.
"Don't you ever touch me again as long as you live," she said.
Terry did feel sorry for Anita. She could see that she was a young, inexperienced woman just beginning to understand what a typical marriage involved.
"Anita," Terry said quietly, "Maybe I can talk to you alone."
George looked at Jeff and said quietly. "Let's go out in the hall. Maybe a little girl talk will help to smooth things over."
When George and Jeff were gone, Terry spoke frankly to Anita.
"Honey," she said, "Can't you see he's crazy about you?"
"Yeah," she said. "So crazy about me, he's been playing around. He's been cheating."
It was obvious to Terry that she had to figure out some way of explaining Jeff's conduct so Anita could more easily understand her husband's disloyalty.
"Sweetheart," Terry explained. "He doesn't mean to be disloyal to you, he is just trying to be loyal to the image he has of himself. Men are supposed to be different than women. They are supposed to fuck every opportunity they have. If they don't, they aren't men. And a woman is supposed to be a virgin when she's married. That's the way it has worked. When a woman's had that one man, she is supposed to remain faithful to him till death do them part."
"Yes," Anita said, "and that's what I've been. Faithful. A faithful fool."
"No dear," Terry said, "You haven't been a faithful fool. But you haven't kept up with the times."
Allowing a moment to pass and letting Anita cry to herself for a moment or two more, Terry continued.
"Nowadays, honey," she said, "We women don't have to stand for that crap. We know that we have sexual feelings too. And we have as much right to achieve them as the men do. They haven't satisfied us the way that they should have. They haven't cared about what a woman required for sexual fulfillment. How many men have stuck it into their women on Saturday night, and shoved it a few times and shot their gun off, and let her lie there unsatisfied. Well that crap is coming to an end. We're rising up, and we're going to let the fuckers know that we get climaxes too, dammit!"
Realizing what a good grasp of the situation Terry had, Anita looked at her in amazement.
"You're so right," she said. "Sometimes Jeff is so stoned, honey, that he can barely make it. He shoves it up there and he's lucky if he can shoot it off. And as far as me getting satisfied, I don't. I lie there and have a horrible night. It really is awful."
"That's why we wanted you to get over here," Terry said. "We wanted to show you what wonderful things a man and woman can do if they will be uninhibited. And that's what you've got to be. You've got to do some things that he wants you to do, and he has to do some things that you want him to do. Then you both can make it. That's what marriage is all about. Two people making it, and enjoying it."
Anita looked at Terry and began her quiet confession.
"I didn't come here tonight to have a good time," Anita said. "I came here to make trouble. I hated my husband for asking me to come to this swap meet. I thought it was something dirty and rotten. But I guess I was wrong. You know, I think you're right. If I had done a lot of things that you've done tonight with him, maybe he wouldn't have been stepping out. Maybe we could have enjoyed ourselves together."
"And when he does get that urge to wander," Terry said, "wander along with him. Get some sexual adventures of your own. You enjoyed having sex with George, didn't you?"
Anita nodded quietly. Just then, the door opened and the two men came back.
"How's everything?" George said to Anita.
"It's beautiful," she said. "Now how would you like to go down and eat my pussy?"
"Now you're talking," Jeff chuckled. "That's what I like to hear, a little spirit, and while he's eating your pussy, I'm going to take care of Terry."
As Jeff went down on Terry, he felt the warm embrace of her hot thighs. His tongue lashed along her slit and before he plunged his stiff tongue into her pussy, he winked up at her and smiled.
"Thanks," he said.
Terry understood what he was grateful for, and as she pushed her pussy in his face, she locked her legs around him and thrilled to his stabbing tongue as it explored her womanhood.




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/sml122swapfestgalore.jpg
P omi-1ce/n

g% SIIJI’IPIH\[HTUBMM
: SWAP FEST
, GALORE

AREPRINT FROM THE besT.of
PEVOUSLY rsLisEo






