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HIGHWAY, MY WAY

My wife and I have now been married for twenty years. Betty is in her forties and I’ve just passed my fiftieth birthday.

Our adventure began on a hot Saturday afternoon in the summer. We had been working in the yard and were hot and tired. Around half past four, we went indoors and I mixed us a couple of gin and tonics. As we relaxed with our drinks and talked, Betty suddenly remarked that she did not know why, but she was getting horny. She asked what I could suggest to ease her longing. I told her to get into something sexy and we would go to a nice restaurant for dinner. She thought that was a great idea, so we showered and got dressed. She wore a tight, sheer blouse with no bra. Her breasts are not truly big, but they are a nice handful, with nice nipples, and they looked very interesting under her blouse. She also wore a full skirt with no panties or slip. I gave her a big kiss and rubbed her titties a bit. I could tell she was getting very excited about the evening ahead.

While we drove to the restaurant I rubbed the insides of her legs so she wouldn’t forget we were out for fun. Arriving at our destination, we were told there would be a half-hour wait for a table, so we went into the lounge and sat at the bar. As the bartender took our order, his eyes almost popped upon seeing Betty’s breasts pressed against her tight blouse. When he finally went to get our drinks, the other bartender came over with water and napkins so he could get a good look, too. Betty was getting hot from knowing that both guys were turned on by the sight of her.

The bar was not solid in front. It was latticed, with holes about a foot square. Apparently, whenever a sexy female sat at the bar, these guys took advantage of the situation. With my wife there, they kept ducking down behind the bar, as if to look for something. But what they really were doing was looking up her dress. When Betty realized this, she put her feet up on the rung of her stool and pulled her skirt above her knees. When one of the fellows ducked down, she slowly spread her legs apart. Since she wasn’t wearing panties, the sight must have been most stimulating.

Deciding to join her game, I reached over and ran my hand slowly up the inside of her thigh to her pussy, which was pretty wet. I slipped one finger, then a second one, into her cunt and soon was having fun frigging her. Then I noticed that one of the bartenders had reached through the bar and had his hand on her leg. I moved mine away and he slid his up all the way to Betty’s pussy and slipped two fingers in as I had done.

I don’t know if Betty was aware of who was finger-fucking her, but she certainly did enjoy it, getting hotter with every passing moment. Soon she was moving with the motion of his fingers and I knew she would climax shortly. Her breathing became faster and her complexion reddened. All of a sudden she covered her face with her hands. “No,” she murmured. “Oh no.” And then she came, with just enough fuss for the couples on either side of us to realize what was happening. Fortunately, the hostess came over and told us that our table was ready. As we left the bar, Betty’s face was still flushed with excitement.

After dinner, since it was still hot outdoors, I rolled down the car windows so there would be plenty of fresh air. Before starting the engine to drive home, I slid over close to Betty, put my arm around her and gave her a big kiss. I started to play with her titties, too, and I could tell this pleased her greatly. I unbuttoned her blouse and pulled each side of it around her back, where I tucked the tails into the waistband of her skirt. Now the whole front of her torso was naked. I played with her breasts, massaging them and gently squeezing the nipples. Then, with my left hand, I pushed her skirt up above her waist. Her pussy was exposed. I slid my hand up her thigh. She opened her legs wider and then put her right foot up on the seat. This caused her pussy to be pulled wide open. I put two fingers inside and slid them in and out and around her hole. With my right hand I was still feeling her titties and nipples.

She was so passionate by now that I thought someone else ought to enjoy watching her. We drove from the parking lot and headed toward home. The road, a four-lane highway with a center divider, was not crowded. I drove in the left lane so that the other cars would be on my right and, at stoplights, the people in them could get a good look at Betty, who had pulled down her skirt to where it belonged but left her blouse wide open and her breasts fully exposed.

At the first red light we encountered, a small van stopped alongside us. The driver, a nice-looking young man, was watching as I rubbed Betty’s breasts. His eyes opened wide. Betty just looked at him and smiled.

The light changed to green and I started for the next one, about four blocks ahead. I was lucky because it changed to red just as I drew up to it. Again I put my right arm around Betty and played with her titties and nipples, but I also put my left hand between her legs and slid it up to her cunt, raising the skirt as I did so. The van had stayed with us and pulled up alongside. Since his seat was a bit higher than ours, the driver had a clear view of Betty being played with. His girlfriend, whom I hadn’t seen before, was sitting next to him, enjoying the sight of everything I was doing to Betty.

The light turned green and off we went again, with the van right beside us. The next stop was a long one, because there was a four-road intersection. As we slowed to a halt, Betty turned to face the window and put her right leg up on the seat. When I’d stopped the car, I pulled her skirt up above her waist, so both her pussy and her titties were now completely in view of the couple in the van. I knew I would have more than three minutes at this light, so I began more leisurely to finger Betty’s pussy with my left hand and rub her titties with my right. In the meantime, the girl in the van pulled her sweater up to expose a beautiful pair of breasts, which her boyfriend was busy feeling.

By now I had Betty so hot that she couldn’t sit still. The pace of my finger-fucking was getting faster and faster and she was doing her best to engulf my fingers in her cunt. With words of encouragement from the couple in the van, Betty moved against my fingers as if they were my cock. Then, suddenly, she excitedly cried out and came right there in front of us all. I continued working my fingers in her and she kept having orgasms for a while longer. The couple in the van applauded—and then the driver suggested that we all park off the road ahead so he could get closer to what he had been watching me play with.

When the light turned green, I pulled ahead and parked at the curb. The van stopped right behind us. The couple got out, walked up to the door on Betty’s side and opened it. Betty, meanwhile, had not changed position, so she sat facing the door with her crotch and titties exposed. The couple, after introducing themselves as Harvey and Lucy, just gaped for a few moments at Betty’s naked parts. Harvey then began playing with her breasts with one hand while reaching with the other for her cunt. He soon had a couple of his fingers inside her hole. Lucy figured that looked like fun, so she reached over and slipped one of her fingers into Betty’s pussy, fondling her tits with her other hand.

By this time, Betty was writhing on the seat. She was being simultaneously finger-fucked by Harvey and Lucy. In a few minutes she started bucking against their fingers, faster and faster, and then—bang!—she came in a wild orgasm. It lasted almost a minute, and then, I would guess, she had a series of three or four smaller orgasms before calming down. Harvey and Lucy rubbed her cunt and titties a little while longer and then said they wanted to show us something.

Harvey pushed Lucy up close to me and then sat on the other side of her. Lucy reached over, unbuckled his pants and, as Harvey arched his back to help her along, pulled them down to his ankles, along with his shorts. Grabbing his prick, she rubbed it vigorously until it was hard as a rock. Then she slowly engulfed his cock, sliding it inch by inch into her mouth. Her pace quickened as her lips slid up and down the length of his cock until it was glistening with saliva. She poised herself over his erection, facing forward, and pulled her skirt up and her panties down. She leaned forward, giving all of us a good view of her pussy. Harvey played with her pussy awhile, and then she slid down onto his rigid cock. Up and down she went, getting wilder with every second. Harvey helped by pushing his cock into her each time she slid down.

I was so excited that I reached over and pulled Lucy’s sweater up to her neck. Betty and I both played with Lucy’s titties while she was being screwed, and Betty put one hand around Harvey’s prick as it went in and out of Lucy’s cunt. Finally, Lucy climaxed and Harvey came immediately afterward.

We all then rested awhile. When we got our breath back, our new friends drove off and Betty and I drove home to a fantastic lovemaking session. Needless to say, it was one night that neither of us will ever forget.



NEVER TOO OLD

I am a senior citizen who lives a few miles from the center of Baltimore. On the day in question, I was driving down to visit friends near Annapolis, a beautiful old colonial town some forty miles away. Along the way, I pulled into a shopping center to get a sandwich and a soda. I parked next to a compact car and noticed a very attractive woman standing in front of it with her hands on her hips. When I got out of my car, she looked at me and shook her head. “Trouble?” I asked.

“I’ve done some dumb things in my time,” she replied, “but locking my keys in the car has to be the dumbest.”

I noticed that she had a nice ass and good-looking legs, but her frilly blouse and her jacket kept me from seeing her tits. I guessed she was probably about fifty years of age.

I said, “Well, let’s see if I can help you.”

About two weeks earlier, I’d found a large ball peen hammer on a road and thrown it into the trunk of my car. Now I opened the trunk, picked up the hammer and jokingly said, “Does it make any difference which window I break?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “Don’t do that. I’ll get a cab and go home to get my other set of . . .” She stopped talking for a moment, then said, “No, I can’t do that because all my other keys are in my purse—and that’s locked in the car, too.”

I laughed and put the hammer back in the trunk. Picking up a Slim Jim, I said, “I’ll take care of it.”

She looked at the tool in my hand and said, “You mean you are going to break one of the windows with that?”

“Stand in back of the car, look the other way, put your hands over your ears,” I told her. “I’ll let you know when you can look. I’ll give you my wallet to hold, just so you’ll know I won’t steal your car.” I tried the door on the driver’s side a few times, but with no success. I then went around to the passenger’s side and, on my second try, I sprang the lock, opened the door, removed the keys from the ignition and said in my most gallant tone, “Here are your keys, madam. I’ll take my wallet back now, thank you. It has some secret telephone numbers in it that I wouldn’t want you to see.” I said it with the most friendly smile I could muster.

She couldn’t get over how quickly I’d opened the door, so I showed her how a Slim Jim works. She was ever so grateful and offered to pay me for being “such a wonderful locksmith.” When I refused to accept her money, she asked where I was headed. I told her that I was driving down to Annapolis to see friends. “That’s not very far,” she said. “Please, let me buy you lunch before you continue your trip.” She told me that the restaurant in the shopping mall served a terrific bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich. I accepted her invitation and we walked to the restaurant, where the waitress knew her. Besides a BLT for each of us, she ordered a bottle of wine. My new friend and I engaged in a lot of small talk, during which I mentioned that I like to go crabbing on the Eastern Shore in the summertime. She told me that she knew where to catch really big blue crabs near the mouth of the Chesapeake Bay.

Then she told me that she was the caretaker of a large shore home that was situated only about three miles south of the shopping center. She also told me that her employer did a lot of crabbing. “If you like,” she said, “I’ll show you the place.”

She was a very good-looking woman with a winning personality. When I asked if I might encounter a jealous husband, she replied, “Hardly. I’ve been a widow for over six years.”

When we got to the place, I saw a spacious bungalow. The grounds were large and well-kept. In the two-car garage sat a pretty, two-tone Cadillac. She told me that her employer used the Caddy only for things like business meetings and special occasions.

At the rear of the house, the grounds sloped down to a shaped pier that extended about sixty feet from shore, and she pointed out the swimming area to me. About thirty feet to the left was another pier. An adjoining boathouse contained a twenty-eight-foot cabin cruiser that was out of the water, suspended by slings. The boat had recently been painted and was ready for the summer, still three months away. My hostess showed me how the boat could be lowered and raised on the slings, and when she closed the winch controls and turned around, we were standing face-to-face. Without a word she put her arms around me, and we were locked in an embrace. We kissed passionately, and then she said, “I decided during lunch that I wanted to do that. I hope I don’t have to apologize for being so forward.” My answer was to lean forward for another kiss, and I noticed that her lips were parted to receive my eager tongue. As she Frenched me, I let my right hand drop lower and lower, until I was holding the left cheek of her ass—and it felt great! She apparently was enjoying it every bit as much as I was. Next I went to work on the interior of her mouth with my tongue. She began moaning and groaning. She moved her groin against mine and her breathing became irregular. I really think that she had at least one orgasm just from these preliminary activities.

We finally let up, and she said, “Come on. I’ll show you the rest of the place.” Beyond the boathouse was another building that housed two rowboats, a couple of outboard-powered vessels, and a whole lot of tackle and gear for crabbing, fishing, waterskiing and various other water sports, all of it neatly stowed in its proper place.

The house itself was spotless. The basement contained a utility room for washing clothes, a bathroom, a Ping-Pong table and a standard-size pool table. She mentioned that the owner liked to shoot pool and was a pretty good shot. I said that I’d like to challenge him to a game someday, to which she smiled enigmatically and said that such a match was a very distinct possibility.

The ground floor of the house included a beautiful kitchen-dinette, living room, bathroom and one large and one medium bedroom. Everything was clean and attractive. In the large bedroom I noticed a picture of a handsome man on the bureau. A few minutes later, while I was examining an old print of a sailing ship, I saw her put the picture of the man into a bureau drawer.

We got into another clinch, but not before she had removed her jacket and I’d seen that her tits were small. That was entirely okay with me, however, because I prefer small boobs. During lovemaking, I like to be able to fit a whole breast in my mouth.

She was really getting excited as I French-kissed her and played with her tits. When we finally broke, she said, “My bust isn’t very big, but it sure is sensitive. In fact, it’s one of my weak spots.” I assured her that her breasts were just right for me, which seemed to make her very happy. As we moved toward the bed and lay across it, I continued kissing her and removed her frilly blouse and bra. Her firm tits had beautiful rose-colored nipples that were getting harder by the second. I kissed her forehead, her eyes, her neck and then one of her tits, causing her to moan and her body to tremble. I know that she had another orgasm then.

I started kissing her from her tits down across her stomach to her sweet-smelling mound. When I got there, she covered her pussy with one hand and pushed my head away with the other, so I worked my way back up to her tits and started all over again. The same thing happened again when I got down near her cunt. The next time, as I was kissing her belly all over and she was moaning with pleasure, I put my hand into her panties and, with her cooperation, slid them off. I think she must have thought I was going to fuck her then and there, because she raised her legs high in the air. But I quickly put my middle finger into her pussy, simultaneously kissing her pearly love button. At that, she lifted her ass at least a foot off the bed and screamed, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

I worked on her clit and cunt hole with my fingers, causing her to have orgasm after orgasm. She held me there so firmly that I couldn’t have pulled away gracefully even if I had wanted to. When I finally let up, she put her hands on my face and said, “What you just did to me was wonderful. I enjoyed every moment of it, but we’d better stop.” She told me that she had been celibate since her husband passed away six years ago. She added that she sure didn’t want to get pregnant at this age. Rubbing my hard-on against her leg, I told her not to worry, that I’d go out to my car and get a rubber. She said she would wash up while I was gone, and I ran out to my car as fast as I could.

She was still in the bathroom when I returned. After another fifteen minutes or so, she emerged in a pretty negligee. (I think she had taken a douche.) We promptly got into it again and it wasn’t long before her negligee was off. I started kissing her pussy again, and she didn’t deny me this time. After I tongued her awhile, she lifted her ass again. I kept running my tongue from her clit to her absolutely delicious cunt hole, sending wave after wave of excitement through her body. She kept moaning and pressing her crotch against my busy mouth until she must have come three or four times.

Finally, I put the rubber on, coated it with K-Y jelly and started to enter her, inch by inch. I was surprised at how tight she was, considering her age and the fact that she was so wet. So I took my time, and it felt exquisite. After I got all the way in, I stopped to let her cunt adjust to my size, but then she took over and started humping me hard. She kept it up, using everything she had, and I started to pound into her, too. She locked her legs around my back and went right along with me, never missing a stroke.

Finally, when she started pumping faster and let out a hell of a scream, I knew she was peaking. I kept pumping away. When she screamed again, I let go of my wad.

Afterward, I just lay there for a few minutes to regain my composure. She did the same. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing heavily. For a moment, I thought she had passed out, but then she opened her eyes and looked at me. She pulled my head down and gave me a long kiss. My flaccid cock was still in her. “You have made me do something that I haven’t done in an awfully long time,” she said. “I enjoyed every second of it. In fact, it was fantastic. I’d never had sex like that before.” She said she had no idea of how many times she had come, since she hadn’t bothered to count. When I pulled out of her, she moaned a soft sound of disapproval. I lay there, cuddling her and talking, and I found it hard to believe when she told me she was sixty-three years old. She told me that her late husband would kiss and hug her awhile, rub her titties, run a hand around her crotch a little and then put on a rubber and screw her. He’d been okay in bed, she said, because be nearly always gave her an orgasm. But he had rarely kissed her on the mouth, the titties or anywhere else. Certainly he would never have done what I had just done.

I began kissing her and playing with her tits again, and it was obvious that she was getting aroused. She asked if I had another rubber. When I said yes, she said, “Why don’t you take a quick shower in the basement while I shower here—then we can continue our discussion?”

That’s just what we did, and, when we reconvened, she had on an even sexier negligee, but I took that off pretty quickly. Again I started at her forehead and kissed my way down her body. Before I even got to her nipples, she was squirming and moaning and groaning with passion. When I got to her clit, I kept pulling on it with my lips, which really set her on fire. Her clitoris was almost an inch long. As I mouthed it, I couldn’t believe the jumping and bouncing she was doing on that bed—the sheet was soaking wet from the juices that flowed from her cunt.

I had some difficulty getting another full erection. Even so, although I was only about half hard, I told her to get on her hands and knees. She was reluctant at first. But when I promised not to hurt her, she did get down—and I entered her pussy slowly, doggie-style, and only then did I get a full erection. I must have pumped in and out of her for more than twenty minutes while playing with her clit and titties. It was unbelievable how she kept having orgasms. When it appeared that she was about to collapse on the bed, I held her up by her hips until I unleashed my jism, filling the entire reservoir at the tip of the rubber.

After we’d rested awhile and gotten dressed, she told me she could not believe that she’d ever have another sexual experience to match this one, but she looked forward to doing it again in the near future. She reminded me that the crabbing season was still a good ways off, but that was no reason for me not to pay her a lot of visits. I took her phone number and promised to keep in touch so she could let me know when the owner was away again. “I am the owner,” she confessed. “I didn’t lie to you. All I said was that the owner was away, which was true.” She told me that her husband had owned a trucking company that he’d built up from scratch and it now belonged to her. She had a fleet of eighteen dump trucks. Her brother ran the business. He and his wife resided next door to her. He’d often suggested that she should go out with some nice fellow once in a while and enjoy herself, but she hadn’t followed his advice. She had gone out with one guy, but he came on too strong, trying to run his hand up her dress before they even sat down to dinner. She just wasn’t ready for anything like that so soon after her husband had passed away.

As I was getting into my car, her brother arrived and she introduced me to him. He was a good-looking, well-built man who gave me a firm handshake. He said he had seen my car in the driveway and thought he’d better check it out. She told him that I would be coming back to go crabbing when the season began. I think he suspected that his sister and I had been intimate that afternoon. When he left, he seemed to wink at me.

As soon as her brother was out of sight, she gave me another big hug and kiss. She said she hoped I wouldn’t forget her too soon. I assured her that I would be back real soon. I could never forget a wonderful woman like her.

Oh, one more thing. She never asked me if I was married, which I am.



RAINY DAY PLAY

The October afternoon was warm, the sky cloudless and blue—an ideal Indian summer day. I was on vacation and headed for what we in Wisconsin refer to as “up north,” a mythical land of pristine wilderness that exists primarily in people’s imaginations. Still, it is possible to find pockets of solitude there during this time of year. I was headed for one now, a small national-forest campground that is seldom used after the summer tourist season.

Anticipating a leisurely week of fishing, canoeing and hiking, I drove unhurriedly, stopping often to enjoy the weather and fall foliage that was now at its prime. Crimson maples, golden birches, terra-cotta oaks, all glowing in a final blaze of glory before the snows of winter fall to lock the land in mystery and frigid silence.

It was dark by the time I reached my destination. I was disappointed to find that a single tent was pitched in the otherwise vacant campground, a two-person mountain tent set up next to a Toyota that bore a canoe on its roof. Probably a couple or two guys out for some fall fishing, I thought. My favorite spot was unoccupied and well away from the other tent, so my good spirits returned as I pitched camp by the light of my gas lantern. I erected my four-man tent and stowed my gear inside. I hung a tarp over my small picnic table. The food and cooking gear remained in the back of my car as a precaution against furry things that go bump in the night. Then I hauled my canoe to the lake, leaving it on the shore. Finally, I visited the rustic facilities and retired to my tent to grab a few Z’s before dawn.

The beautiful dawn I expected didn’t come. The sky was dark, dirty and gray when I awoke. A steady downpour beat against the tent. The campsite was awash in rain. Donning damp clothes and a rainsuit, I visited the facilities before squishing along the muddy trail to the lakeshore. Angry black clouds scudded low over the lake out of the northwest. White-caps churned across the steel-gray waters. The slanting rain obscured the opposite shore. I thought about yesterday’s sun and warmth as I returned glumly to my tent to catch more sleep. Soon I was snug and warm in my downy cocoon, dozing contentedly. The rain was thrumming a monotonous staccato against the tent.

“Hello in the tent!”

I abruptly became fully awake. Did I hear a voice just now? I wondered. A woman’s voice? I was dreaming, I supposed.

“Please, can I come in? It’s cold out here and I’m soaked to the skin.”

A voice indeed. “Sure, come on in!” I replied.

The tent flap flew open and a soggy figure in jeans, flannel shirt and untied hiking boots appeared. The tent flap was quickly closed and zipped up.

“Thanks,” said the soggy visitor in a husky, unmistakably feminine voice. “My tent is flooded, everything is soaked, and I’m really freezing my ass off! Have you got a catalytic heater or something?”

She was tall, about five feet seven, and in her mid-twenties. Pretty face. Long, wavy, raven-black hair. The part of her encased in wet jeans looked very nice, but it was hard to tell about the part in the flannel shirt.

“No catalytic heater, but I’ve got the ‘or something,’” I replied.

She stood, shivering and shaking. I reached into my clothes box, took out a beach towel and tossed it to her.

“Get out of those wet clothes and dry off,” I ordered.

She hesitated for an instant, then stripped to the buff and dried herself vigorously with the fluffy towel. She looked very nice where the flannel shirt had been, too. Jiggling invitingly as she toweled herself, her firm, upturned breasts, tipped with bing-cherry nipples, looked delicious. Her stomach was flat and well-toned. Curving from her narrow waist, her rounded hips led my appreciative gaze down to her long, shapely legs. Milk-white bikini marks contrasted boldly against her deep tan. Her naked body radiated an unmistakable aura of femininity coupled with uncommon physical strength. To me she was the personification of Diana, Roman goddess of the moon and of the forest.

While she dried herself off, I unzipped my down-lined sleeping bag and formed it into a blanket. I also unrolled my other, synthetic-filled bag, unzipped that and then quickly spread it on top of the foam sleeping pads that I’d placed on the tent floor. She stood naked and dry now, but was still shaking and covered with goose bumps.

“You look like you’re on the edge of hypothermia,” I said. “Lie down next to me under my sleeping bag.”

I lifted the edge of the cover to reveal the potential warmth that awaited her. She burrowed beneath the covers without hesitation, eager for some heat. Her teeth chattered with cold. I turned on my side to face away from her. “Press yourself against my back and absorb my body heat,” I suggested.

She snuggled against me, and I flinched at the shock of her frigid body against my warm flesh. It was like cuddling with an ice block. Gradually, though, she began to thaw. Her shivering ceased, her goose bumps vanished, her body warmed and relaxed. Her breathing grew gentler, rhythmic, and she fell asleep. The rain hissed through the trees and drummed on the tent. I, too, was soon sleeping.

Later, though—I couldn’t say how much later—something awoke me. Hard rain was still pelting the tent. The light level was about that of a candlelit restaurant. Gradually I became aware of my guest’s fingertips brushing softly up and down my side, the pressure of her pliant breasts against my back.

“Good morning,” I said. “I trust that you’re fully warmed up now?”

“Mmm, like a piece of toast. Thanks for the use of the heater,” she replied.

“Anytime at all. Stay and use it for as long as you like. And by the way, my name is Carl.”

“And I’m Sandy. Pleased to meet you.”

Except for the sound of the rain, there was a moment of silence. Her hand continued to stray up and down my side.

“So, what would you suggest a couple of campers do on a rainy day like this?” I asked lamely. “Got any board games in your pocket?”

“I’m fresh out of pockets right now,” she said while feigning a search for them. “Hmm, doesn’t appear you’ve got any at the moment either.” She lifted the sleeping bag to peer underneath. “Nope, no pockets, but I do like the colors you wear. I’d venture to say that a man who wears red-striped black underwear is probably not boring and that he can manage quite well without any ‘bored’ games.”

We laughed as she molded herself to the contours of my back again. Her hand started caressing my side again. Her feathery pubic mound now began undulating slowly against my rump.

“I think I know what we can do,” she breathed into my ear. “Good way to generate more heat.”

This Diana is no virgin, I thought. “Great way to pass a dreary day, too,” I said.

Sandy’s stroking fingers now began to explore farther afield. Down my side to the top of my briefs they went, there to move teasingly back and forth above my pubic hair as they probed beneath my waistband. My member twitched with anticipation as her curious hand came closer and closer to it. But then her hand retreated to my navel and up to my chest to massage and stroke my pectorals. My throbbing cock hardened and grew nevertheless, until the swollen glans peeked above the top of my briefs.

“Nice body,” Sandy purred. “Hard and soft, all at the same time.”

Her hand then drifted down to my waistband again. Her index finger circled lightly around the apex of my pulsating erection. The first drops of love-lotion oozed from the hole there.

“My, what a friendly fellow,” Sandy whispered. “It feels to me like he’s really anxious to come out and play.”

Getting to her knees in a single, graceful movement, she threw off the sleeping-bag cover and straddled my legs as I rolled over on my back. She peeled off my briefs like the skin of a banana. My seven-inch phallus stood tall and proud. Sandy bent and cradled it in both hands as if it were a bird or a helpless kitten. The index finger of her right hand rubbed the red glans until a few more droplets of my pre-come fluid emerged. She massaged the slick secretion into the head and the thick shaft. Electric sensations radiated through every nerve in my body. More cock cream dripped from my excited nozzle. Sandy collected it in her cupped hands, raised it to her lips and lapped it up.

“Finger-lickin’ good,” she said, smacking her lips. And she bent again, teasing my cock lightly with her lovely mouth. Her long hair tumbled down to brush my belly. She looked up coyly and flung her hair back over her shoulders. “You’ll enjoy it more if you can watch the action,” she explained. “Now spread your legs.”

When I did as I was told, Sandy lay down between them. She brushed her rosy nipples across my cockhead several times before lowering herself to smother my overjoyed phallus in the cleavage of her satin-soft breasts. After several minutes of tit-fucking me, she slid down farther and took the root of my slippery shaft in her right hand. Then she began licking it from base to tip as if it were a Popsicle. I sighed in ecstasy when her sweet lips encircled the cap while her tongue continued its sweet titillation. Her head finally went down on my seven-incher, which gradually disappeared into the depths of her velvet mouth. She played my flesh flute like a virtuoso, building and heightening the intensity of pleasure that surged through my being, bringing me to the very brink of a climactic explosion—and then she stopped what she was doing!

“There.” She grinned. “So much for the appetizer.” Sandy got on her knees again, straddled my hips and brushed her hedge over my erect probe. She moved forward, rubbing her pussy against my stomach and chest. She stopped when her soft heather was right above my face.

“Eat it,” she said hotly.

“My pleasure,” I replied.

I licked her inner thighs, tantalizing but not yet touching her labial lips. I worked up and around her downy mound to her navel, which I attacked vigorously with my tongue. Then, running my mouth over her taut stomach, I began a meandering return to her impatient cunt. Sandy leaned back, raised her hips, grabbed her ankles and braced herself in this position. The entrance to her pleasure purse opened slightly, revealing a bright pink interior that glistened with love-honey. I grabbed her taut haunches with both hands and plunged my tongue deep inside her, determined to lick and suck her dry.

“Oh God! That’s it!” Sandy exulted. She raised herself up, took hold of my head, pressed my face hard against her flaming womanhood and started rocking to the rhythm of my oral probing. I licked her engorged love-bud, explored the depths of her passion pit, drank deeply of her flowing nectar. When I sensed that she was close to coming, I reluctantly withdrew from her sweet honey-pot, not wanting to bring her to climax just yet. Sandy released her grip. She sat limply astride my legs. Her eyes remained closed and a dreamy smile played across her flushed face. Droplets arisen from sexual arousal clung to her pubic fur like sparkling dew. Sliding my fingers within, I collected a handful of her warm juices and rubbed them well into her heaving breasts. Twice more I did this, until her tits and nipples glistened with her own lotions. I fondled her slippery globes and lovingly pinched the hard, brown bullets at the tips.

Sandy growled with sensual satisfaction. She loved it. She leaned forward to press both her fleshy mounds against my rotating palms. Sometimes she’d put her hands over mine and guide me to the places she wanted me to pet. Soon I took her by the shoulders and brought her down on top of me. Our lips met and locked. I tasted my own pre-come as our tongues dueled wildly.

After several dizzying minutes, I broke off the kiss and moved my lips to her chin, her neck, her pussy-lotion-drenched breasts. I licked and sucked her nipples, and buried my face in the valley of her cleavage. The taste and smell of her, the feel of those firm mounds, drove me to a frenzy of desire. My joystick pulsed and quivered. I wanted to shove it all the way into her tight, wet cunt!

Sandy was hot, too. She slid down along my body until she sat astride my thighs again. She took my erection in her hands, raised herself to her knees and poised her dripping cunt over my trembling cock. Slowly she impaled herself on my flaming dagger, taking it to the hilt within her moist, satin sheath.

“Time for the entrée,” she whispered.

Sandy’s vaginal muscles caressed my rod while she herself sat motionless. Then she began to rotate her hips while still flexing her vaginal muscles. My organ’s throbbing became more pronounced. Sandy closed her eyes and started to rub her tits and knead her nipples with both hands. Her internal muscles began squeezing harder. She was soon humping up and down and round and round. I began to moan with pleasure.

Sandy’s right hand moved down between her legs to finger her clit. Her left continued working over her breasts. Faster and faster she pumped my cock with her pussy. I grabbed her tight buns and thrust up to meet her every bump and grind. The tension grew. Sandy’s gasps and moans told me that her pleasure was waxing as well. Finally my pulsing probe couldn’t stand it any longer. It spewed its milky load in a violent series of eruptions. Every contraction of my cock sent waves of delight leaping across the synapses of my nerves.

At the same time, Sandy was trembling in the throes of her own convulsive climax. Her body arched and stiffened. She cried out in ecstasy. Her proud breasts bounced with the rhythm of her humping, which was controlled in turn by the sensual spasms of her multiple orgasms.

Our chests heaving from our exertions, we wound down from our shared sexual high, experiencing the waning tingles of the afterglow. My wearied cock shrunk and slid out of her. Sandy collapsed happily into my arms. I pulled the sleeping bag over our exhausted bodies to preserve the warmth we had generated. Sandy nuzzled her cheek against my neck. Her hair cascaded over my arm and shoulder.

“I’m glad my tent flooded,” she whispered in my ear.

“Hope it stays flooded,” I replied.

“Oh, I think it’ll probably be too wet to use for the rest of the week,” she countered with a sly grin.

Outside, the rain pattered insistently against the roof of the tent.



TALES FROM THE DARK SIDE

Recently my wife Jenny began taking exercise classes at the local health spa, though she did not really need to. Her 36-23-34 figure needs no improvement, but she said that she was alone too much and bored because I work six days a week.

One afternoon I happened to finish work early and decided to meet my wife at the club. Since my waistline was getting out of hand, I wanted to see if it was worth my becoming a club member, too. When I arrived I found a couple of men there, working out on the machines. I asked if they had seen a redheaded young woman, to which they replied that I might find her in the Jacuzzi.

Sure enough, as I approached the hot tub I heard my wife’s tinkling laughter. Then I heard the deep tones of a man’s voice. She and he were both laughing as I peered around the corner. Jenny was sitting on the edge of the Jacuzzi in a new bathing suit, a gauzy one-piece, cut high on the sides and dipping deep in the front and back. The suit surprised me, since Jenny had never before bought anything that revealed such an amount of skin. This was the first time I had seen her in the suit, and I was really surprised at its lack of cover. The high-cut sides emphasized Jenny’s long, lithe legs. The low scoop in front reached below her swelling breasts, exposing at least half of each snowy orb.

After gaping at my wife, I turned my attention to the man who was with her. He was a perfect male specimen, with broad shoulders and a hard, flat stomach. His thighs were like tree trunks and every part of his body was muscled. All he had on was orange bikini briefs. Perhaps the most amazing thing about his appearance was the deep ebony tone of his skin. He was the darkest black man I have ever seen. His hair was short and a thin growth of hair adorned his chest.

Then my wife said, “Thomas, this is ridiculous. What would happen if someone were to come in right now?”

“Babe, don’t worry,” he replied. “I told the boys outside to steer everyone clear of this Jacuzzi until they hear otherwise from me.” Thomas then leaned over and took my wife in his massive arms.

Talk about being stunned! My wife comes from a southern Baptist family that espoused hatred for blacks. In fact, I know her father was a member of the Klan. This knowledge—together with the fact that Jenny was a virgin when we met, and stayed that way until our wedding night—caused me to stand there with my mouth wide open. As far as I knew, her pussy had known no other cock but mine.

So I just stood and watched as Jenny brought her full, red lips to meet Thomas’s lips. He caressed her shoulders as their tongues played a cat-and-mouse game. They continued to kiss as his hands moved from her shoulders to her neck. He then began to trace a finger down her cleavage and cupped her right breast. Thomas’s black hand began to slowly knead my wife’s full round tit. He seemed content just to squeeze the fleshy mound through the thin material of her suit. As the nipple grew stiff under his massaging, he began to pinch it.

“Baby, you have to have the greatest tits I have ever seen,” Thomas commented as he continued toying with Jenny’s nipple. Her only reply was to take hold of his head and urge him on as he kissed his way down her neck. With one hand still on her breast, Thomas placed his other hand on Jenny’s thigh. I watched this invader begin a slow journey to the junction of her legs until it made contact with her nylon-covered cunt.

Thomas then ran a finger lightly along the thin strip of fabric, eliciting a deep sigh from my wife. He began to massage her pussy through her suit. Jenny was in seventh heaven as her breasts and her pussy were expertly rubbed by this black Adonis. I didn’t know what to do, whether to rush in and break it up or just to stay and continue watching (I know I had the biggest hard-on ever).

Suddenly Thomas went for broke and inserted a finger under the nylon that covered Jenny’s cunt. I watched in fascination the finger-fucking that she was getting. Soon his other hand deftly pulled the crotch of her bathing suit to one side, exposing her glistening cunt. Thomas’s fat finger, diving repeatedly in and out of my wife’s pussy, became coated with her love juices. Her bright red cunt hairs made the darkness of his finger stand out as it dug itself deeper in Jenny’s cunt.

The finger-fucking continued for a few minutes. Then, between the kisses he was planting on my wife’s breasts (which he had now removed from their covering), Thomas said, “Jenny, sweetheart, feel me. See how hard I am.” Jenny slid her hand down to the crotch of his suit. It looked like a bulging orange tent and her hand looked tiny as it gently stroked his huge cock through the swimsuit. “Come on, honey. You know you’ve been dying to see ol’ Henry since you first started coming here, huh?” (That solved the mystery of whether or not they had done this before.) “How about letting my love-stick have a little air?” he added.

Jenny pulled the drawstring of his bikini and, like a jack-in-the-box, Thomas’s cock sprang up. It was at least ten inches long, with a shaft as thick as a Pepsi bottle. I was amazed at the sparseness of pubic hair surrounding this monster. The gargantuan size of his balls defied description.

Jenny seemed to be fascinated by this totem of manhood, and some time passed before she could move her hand to touch it. Thomas leaned back on his elbows and watched my wife play with his dick.

“I know you’re just dyin’ to taste my cock, aren’t you?” Thomas said to her. I knew he was asking too much. Jenny had always detested sucking cock, and told me so in no uncertain terms on our wedding night. Imagine my surprise, therefore, when my wife leaned over and almost touched the tip of his cock with her lips. I stood transfixed as she looked up and smiled at Thomas and then ran her tongue up and down his mighty shaft. She maintained eye contact with him as she swirled her tongue all over the helmet of his cock. When she began to swallow the black monster, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. First, the huge head disappeared in her mouth—then, inch by inch, she took nearly half of his cock in her mouth. It glistened with Jenny’s saliva as she let it slide slowly out of her mouth. Just as slowly, she then let it sink back between her lips.

“God, you do that good!” Thomas said. “I bet you don’t suck your ol’ man this way, do you, honey? (Boy, was he right!) I love watchin’ my cock sink between your lips. That’s it! Take more! Try to get more into your gorgeous mouth, baby.”

Thomas gripped Jenny’s head and began to fuck her mouth. His rod pistoned relentlessly between her lips, and she grabbed his hips, trying to shove more of that cock into her mouth. “Baby,” he said, “there ain’t no way you’re going to make me fill your white mouth with my seed. Ol’ Henry has a date with a redhead.”

With that, Thomas extracted his cock from my wife’s mouth. He had her lie down on the bare white tiles. When he stood up in the water, he towered over her. I watched with wide eyes as he lowered his trunks and leaned over Jenny’s body. Pulling the crotch of her swimsuit to one side he pressed the tip of his massive black cock against the pink lips of my wife’s cunt. “Baby, are you ready for ol’ Henry?” he asked teasingly.

“Yes! Put your penis in me now,” Jenny begged between low moans.

“Penis, baby? This here is ol’ Henry, king of pussies, about to conquer again.” With that, Thomas parted Jenny’s pussy lips and pushed a couple of inches of his meat between them. A low animal groan escaped from her throat as inch after inch slipped into her eager snatch. I figured there was no way she could take in all of Thomas’s rod, for she had always had problems with my seven inches. Jenny writhed upon the wet tiles as Thomas sank more and more of his cock into her. I could only stare dumbfounded when the last few inches finally disappeared into her. Only his gigantic balls and a thatch of intermeshed red and black pubic hair remained visible as Thomas, his great cock buried entirely in my wife, began humping his body in unison with hers.

Jenny held Thomas’s taut ass as she pushed her cunt against his pounding cock. Thomas increased the tempo of his pumping, placing his hand under my wife’s ass. Like a jackhammer, he kept ramming his thick cock deep into her cunt, grabbing and squeezing her supple buns, pulling her harder against him. Jenny could only grunt with each stroke as her black lover thrust the instrument of his passion into her, again and again. “Yeah, baby! Fuck me like you never fucked before!” Thomas chanted.

In response, Jenny somehow raised her hips from the tiles and, with Thomas’s hand supporting her, she arched her back to engulf even more of that rampaging cock. Thomas began to grunt louder as he increased the power and pace of the fucking he was giving my wife’s pussy. With a final groan, he began coming—and it seemed to me that he continued coming for an eternity. But, finally, he slowed his strokes and a rivulet of pearly white jism seeped between his cock and Jenny’s pussy. He finally stopped humping but continued holding on to her ass, keeping her suspended above the tiles, impaled on his manhood. “Well, how’d I do?” he asked as he withdrew his now-shrinking member.

My wife didn’t answer. As she lay back on the tiles, Thomas scooped up a gob of his come and laughingly placed it on Jenny’s face. She hungrily lapped it up. “Honey,” said Thomas, “it looks like you could use some more loving, but ol’ Henry is only good for one performance at a time. If you’ll meet me tonight at Sam’s Place, though, I’ll introduce you to some other boys, okay?”

Instead of answering him, Jenny just scooped up more of his semen and kept feeding herself. Thomas simply laughed, pulled up his suit and turned to leave the room. I ducked into a closet and waited until he’d left. Then I made for the side exit and headed home to wait for Jenny.

When she finally got home, about an hour later, I said nothing of what I’d seen at the spa. I just asked how her workout had gone. She smiled and said it had gone fine. I asked if she wanted to go out that night. Jenny nodded yes and went up to take a bath. While she was in the bathroom, I asked her where she wanted to go. After a few seconds of hesitation, she said, “How about Sam’s Place?”

“You mean the strip joint?” I asked. “Okay, that’ll be fine.” That was all I could blurt out as my mind screamed “Bingo!” When she began dressing, I could only stare. Jenny was putting on my favorite of her outfits. It was an aqua-blue dress that didn’t quite reach her knees. It was cut low enough in front to show just a hint of cleavage (her most daring dress).

“Special night, tonight?” I asked.

She hesitated before answering. “Not really,” she said. “I just wanted to look nice for you, honey.”

I laid my plans as I drove our van to Sam’s. My intention was to see just how far my newly brazen hussy would go. To my surprise, I was looking forward to my wife’s making it with another guy.

When we got to Sam’s, I parked and escorted Jenny inside. It was a singles hangout. Several women were dancing around the room in various stages of undress. The rest of the room was dark and full of small tables. When we sat down, I saw a sign that said Amateur Night and wondered what it meant. After waiting vainly for someone to take our order, I got up to get drinks at the bar. As I walked across the room, I looked around for Thomas and his friends. After getting the drinks and turning to go back to the booth, I saw Thomas appear as if out of thin air. He was sitting next to my Jenny with two of his friends. I moved to one side and worked my way across the crowded dance floor until I was behind the booth.

“So why did you come, if not to see me and my friends, Jenny, babe?” I overheard him say.

“But my husband’s here with me,” Jenny protested. “I can’t let him see us together.”

“That wimp!” Thomas croaked. “I can take care of him.”

“Do that,” Jenny warned, “and you’ll never see me again. Got it, sweetheart?”

“Sure, babe. Anything you say. But what are you doing here if you didn’t come to see ol’ Henry and company?”

“I don’t really know right now, okay?”

“Sure, but we’ll only wait a little while for you to make up your mind.”

With that, Thomas and his friends left the booth. I waited a couple of minutes before rejoining Jenny, who had composed herself by then. As we sipped our drinks and talked, I noticed that she kept glancing at the bar, where Thomas sat with his friends. After a few drinks, Jenny loosened up and began to laugh and giggle. We danced a few dances, during which she sort of dry-humped me. I was really beginning to get amused by this, but then the club manager announced that the amateur-night competition was about to begin. This evening, he explained, it would be a striptease contest, and he proceeded to pick women from the audience. A few, with encouragement from their mates, accepted the challenge. When he asked Jenny to perform, my heart skipped a beat. Although she could dance like a pro, I was surprised when she coyly accepted the offer.

The manager and five contestants went backstage and, a few minutes later, the competition began. I awaited Jenny’s turn nervously. She was last to perform (the first four contestants were average at best). Dancing to Ravel’s “Boléro,” she was in fine form, twirling her skirt so that, every now and then, you could see her perfectly formed thighs and a flash of her panties. As the tempo of the music increased, it really got Jenny going. She reached back and slowly unzipped her dress. With a sensuous shrug of her shoulders, the dress slid to the floor—and my wife was standing there in only a matching bra-and-panties set I had given her. The bra was barely large enough to enclose her full breasts. You could tell how excited she was from the size and hardness of her nipples, plainly visible through the filmy silk. Her tiny panties were also of silk, with lace inserts.

Jenny continued to prance about the small stage and then climbed on the bar. Still swaying to the music, she now began to give a show to those seated at her feet, including Thomas. Some guys reached out to caress her long legs, and several began waving money at her.

Jenny danced over to one and stooped so he could insert a bill in the waistband of her panties. This really got the crowd going (none of the other dancers had been so bold). Encouraged by the crowd’s applause and shouts of approval, Jenny moved close to Thomas, who obviously was enjoying the show in a big way. Jenny smiled and began to dance especially for him.

Thomas took a bill from his wallet and waved it at her. She squatted to allow him to put the bill in her waistband. As the crowd chanted “Lower! Lower!” Thomas reached out and hooked a finger under Jenny’s waistband. Instead of inserting any money, he proceeded to pull down her panties until her whole cunt was showing. Jenny’s eyes were closed as she continued swaying her hips, apparently unconcerned that her pussy was in full view. Thomas then cupped my wife’s red muff in his hand. I watched as he inserted a finger into her cleft. The crowd was screaming now as my wife rotated on Thomas’s finger. After a few moments, she raised herself slightly and hesitated as he stuffed his money between her cunt lips.

The rest of the act was anticlimactic. Needless to say, Jenny won the competition hands down (or, you could say, pants down). Flushed and clutching her dress to her chest, she rushed back to our booth, followed by loud cheers. The luster in her eyes told me how much she had enjoyed her show.

She asked to go out to the van to straighten herself up, and I told her to go ahead. I glanced over to where Thomas was sitting and did not see him. After a few minutes’ wait, I went out to the van. The parking lot was dimly lit, but that didn’t prevent me from seeing Jenny and Thomas in a deep embrace. They were standing behind the van, and both of its back doors were open. I watched as he raised Jenny’s dress over her head. With his big paws, he began to grab and squeeze my wife’s tits and pussy through her bra and panties.

“I knew you were one hot honey,” he told her. “Your pussy is really dripping, and now you’re gonna get it good!”

I saw him stuff his whole hand down into her panties. Jenny leaned against the van as Thomas continued to feel her up. He started to finger-fuck her, causing her to shake and buck. Thomas’s two friends then came around the van. One, a tall, skinny guy, reached out and squeezed Jenny’s melons. “You were right about this here bitch. She sure is fine,” he said as he fondled my Jenny and put his hand down her panties. Tom’s was already there, and two hands proved too much for the delicate fabric to contain. It ripped apart and I could see both black hands massaging Jenny’s pussy.

“Mama, I bet you want to taste some of my long cock, don’t you?” the tall, skinny man said as he snaked his tongue down her neck and shoulders to lick Jenny’s nipples through her bra.

Thomas removed his hand from her crotch, gently pushed Jenny into the back of the van and climbed in with his two friends. I went over and peered through the side window as Thomas was removing the remnants of Jenny’s clothes. He positioned himself between her raised knees and drove his huge cock into her gaping cunt. Jenny’s body was lifted off the van’s soft carpeting from the impact of Thomas’s driving monster. Meanwhile, the tall, skinny guy went over to Jenny’s head. His was one of the longest, slenderest cocks I have ever seen, and he inserted it in her waiting mouth. She devoured this new intruder as it slid back and forth between her lips.

The third black man was grossly fat. When he tired of waiting on the sidelines, he pushed the skinny fellow away and dropped to his knees beside Jenny’s head, unzipping his huge trousers as he did so. A large, fat cock popped into view below his great gut. I watched as he draped his limp member across my wife’s lips. Automatically she opened her mouth and sucked it in. I stared as it started to grow and harden. Jenny opened her mouth wider than I thought possible to keep the fat black sausage in her mouth, sucking it passionately.

The skinny man squatted over my wife’s chest, placing his cock in the valley of her cleavage. Using both bands to mash his meat between her fleshy mounds, he received the tit-fucking of his life.

Jenny was totally abandoned to her lust. She was bucking, squealing, writhing, grunting and groaning uncontrollably from the incredible pleasure of her threeway with these men. Thomas’s huge cock continued to piston in her cunt, its blackness contrasting starkly with Jenny’s creamy white skin.

About this time I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to find a policeman aiming his flashlight in my face. I kept silent as he ordered me to leave the parking lot immediately. Not wanting to compromise myself, I simply walked away. When I turned for one last look, I saw the policeman entering the rear of the van!

Unsure of my emotions and needing time to think, I caught a cab and went directly home. I knocked and our son’s babysitter opened the door. Karen, a college freshman, who baby-sat to help finance her education, asked how the evening went and where Jenny was. I told her that Jenny was visiting friends and that I didn’t care when she came home. Karen sensed that something was wrong. She sat down with me to talk. I had always liked her and felt that she liked me. We always talked about what she was going to do after college. Sitting with her on the couch now, I asked if I could get her something to drink. When she said yes, I went and got us each a cold beer.

As we talked, I began to appreciate Karen’s charms. She was wearing a flowery summer dress, and I could make out the faint scent of her perfume. Our conversation became more and more open. Every once in a while she would touch me on my knee as if to make a point. I continued to admire her lithe form. Karen had occasionally swum in our pool, so I knew she had a lovely body. I especially liked her long, slim legs, which were tanned to golden brown. She seemed so innocent—yet so sexy.

Karen finally placed her hand on my knee and didn’t remove it. I gazed into her eyes as she talked on about her projected nursing career—only to fall silent and smile a meaningful smile. A tacit understanding arose between us. I took her hand in mine and kissed the tips of her fingers.

I took her in my arms as she raised her lips to mine. Karen whispered of how she had always wanted to make love to me. I could only smile and hold her closer as she told me of her longing for me and how much she’d envied Jenny. My arms wandered over her back as we kissed. Soon Karen’s hand began to explore the growing bulge in my trousers. I unbuttoned her dress and Karen stood up to let it fall off. My excitement grew as I stared at her body, which was now in white panties and bra. Karen returned to my arms and our lips touched again. I felt her nipples grow rigid as she rubbed them against my chest. I began to massage her cunt right there in the living room. It wasn’t long before we were both naked and she was lying expectantly on the couch. I positioned myself above her and poked my engorged member deep into her, causing her to grunt loudly. I began pounding into her, and she began bucking in a frenzy of lustful desire. Planting her feet on the couch for support, she lifted her pelvis to match me, thrust for thrust. Her ass was at least a foot above the couch.

When I couldn’t bold back any longer, I came inside her with a loud grunt. After another moment, she came wildly. We rested awhile with my soft cock still in her, then I slowly withdrew it. Karen kissed me on the cheek, got up, dressed and left without another word—as if nothing had happened. I went upstairs and fell into a deep, if not contented, sleep.



BALLING ALI

I was a virgin when I married at eighteen, and so was my husband. After twenty-two years as a wife and mother I had settled into a comfortable, if unexciting, rut. I am an outgoing woman and have been told I am attractive, but as far as anything wild happening—well, it seemed that sort of thing was for other people, but not for me. I knew that I had many hidden fantasies, although there was no hope of my husband unlocking these desires. He is a very nice man, but “passion” is not his middle name, if you know what I mean. His idea of being naughty consists of thumbing through the Sports Illustrated swim-suit issue when he thinks I’m not looking. When we’re in bed (and that’s the only place he’ll do it—in bed) he likes to get his rocks off without much foreplay or fuss, and then quickly floats off to sleep.

One of my favorite pastimes is bowling. My husband doesn’t care for the sport, so we never bowl together. But he had no objection to me joining a league on my own, which I did a couple of years ago. I was a little nervous, as I don’t usually go out by myself, but everyone in the league seemed friendly. Plus, it was fun bowling once a week, and fun, too, looking at the men, some of whom were quite handsome.

The first week of bowling, I didn’t flirt the way some of the other women did, but concentrated mainly on getting my average up and silently admiring the attractive guys from afar. But the second week of bowling, a good-looking, younger man with short, dark hair caught my eye. Although we didn’t talk that night, I found out that his name was Dean and that, like me, he was married.

By the third week everyone was a bit closer, and our team bowled on the lanes next to Dean’s team. By now there was a lot of flirting going on, mostly by the men, but it was the same old crap—a lot of desperate double entendres about “picking up a split” and aiming for “the middle pin.” Some of these guys were so hard-up I felt sorry for them, but what can you do?

That night, after the matches were over, I joined a lot of the other bowlers for drinks in the alley bar. It was good to be away from my home and family and let loose for a couple of hours. Dean was there, and after a while—and several strong drinks—I got up my courage and went over to talk with him. “I’m Ali,” I said, not sure if he knew my name.

“Yes, I know,” he said. “You’re famous. A lot of the guys in the league call you ‘Bowling Ali.’” I cringed at that, afraid that I was in for another round of bad jokes from another married man who just wanted to get laid. But I was happy to find that Dean was actually very funny and not at all like the other men. Yes, he was also a bit of a flirt, but at least his jokes weren’t as stupid as some of the others. We talked for a long time after everyone else left, and I felt something I hadn’t felt in years: sexy! Dean and I had much in common, and I loved his brown eyes and youthful looks. But it was getting toward midnight and I worried what my husband would say if I stayed out too late. As I was leaving, Dean gave me a kiss that just about knocked my socks off. I lay awake for hours that night, wondering what it would be like to have sex with him. When I finally did fall asleep, I had the most erotic dream.

In it, Dean and I were in my house, naked and fooling around on the living-room couch. He was talking to me in a way no man ever had, telling me how hard his cock was and how much he wanted to stick it inside my hot, hungry pussy. He made his point by pressing both thumbs into my cunt, working them in and out of the dripping hole one at a time, like a set of pistons. I was crying out, begging him to go faster, and he did. When I climaxed in the dream, my body seemed to rise up off the couch.

When I floated down again, Dean was on top of me, fucking me with strong, feverish thrusts. Each time his cock slammed all the way inside me I lifted my hips to meet him halfway. He was grunting and gasping and saying, over and over again, “I’m fucking you. Fucking you hard. Fucking you the way you want to be fucked.”

At this point in the dream, my husband walked into the room. He didn’t say a word and neither did I. In fact, instead of being embarrassed I looked at him and said, “Watch me. Watch me get fucked.” I took Dean’s cock from every position imaginable as my husband stood by calmly and watched. It felt good to have him see me being so thoroughly pleased by another man. My legs were high above Dean’s shoulders, my feet pressing against the sides of his face. I rubbed his cheeks with the soles, telling him to sink his cock into me as hard and fast as he could.

The dream was most intense when Dean was screwing me from behind. He didn’t ram his prick in and out of me when we were in this position, but ground it into me very slowly. I could feel every thick, throbbing inch of his meat as he pulled out, then sank back in again. I begged him to fuck me faster, to shoot me full of come, but he continued to fuck me with exquisite slowness. Finally, it was I who came, my body shuddering and practically exploding with an orgasm so powerful, so real, that it woke me from my sleep. Two fingers were buried deep inside my cunt, and a third was pressed tightly against my clit. My legs were soaked, the juices from my pussy pooled on the sheet beneath me.

The next day I was shocked to receive a lovely bouquet of flowers at work. Everyone thought they were from my husband, but when I read the card I realized that Dean had sent them. For the rest of the eight weeks of leagues, we snuck off to a quiet bar or diner after bowling and talked. We were dying to go to bed together, but I was too uptight about cheating on my husband. But when I read about an out-of-town couples’ tournament, I decided to take the plunge and asked Dean to be my partner.

It was tricky, because we didn’t want our spouses to know what we were up to, but it was also fun planning it—we were like a couple of kids sneaking off to fool around someplace their parents wouldn’t find them. We arrived at our hotel in separate cars and checked into separate rooms. Until I met Dean I’d never considered making love to another man besides my husband. But when Dean walked into my room, all I could think of was getting into bed with him.

I was wearing a short terry robe over my panties and was feeling hot and horny. As soon as Dean closed the door behind him I pulled him to the bed and tore off his clothes. I was on fire, tingling from head to toe, and took his hard cock into my mouth. The taste of his pre-come on my tongue made my head spin. I sucked his balls and licked his long shaft. I was surprised at how different his cock was from my husband’s in taste, look and feel. These differences were, in themselves, very exciting for me, and made me work at Dean’s prick with every ounce of imagination and energy I had.

I pumped his cock fast while tonguing the soft head and rolling my palm against his balls. He warned me that he was going to come. I pulled away at first, uneasy about taking another man’s semen in my mouth. But as he began to shoot his load I could not control myself any longer. I locked my mouth back down around the hard thickness of his dick and swallowed as five or six thick jets of come exploded onto my tongue. Then I rubbed some of the warm come on my lips, savoring the taste and sticky texture.

Dean pulled me to him in a passionate kiss. I anxiously sucked his tongue as he played with my nipples. He pulled on them with his fingers, making them grow hard as diamonds. He ran a hand up my smooth thigh and fondled my pussy for a moment before moving up to my tummy. He rubbed the hot flesh and played with my navel, poking his fingertip into the little hole and even giving it a few licks with the tip of his tongue. Then he slowly slid his fingers back inside my panties. As he reached my clit, I opened my legs wide to give him access to my cunt. I pulled his mouth to my breasts, which were dying for attention. He sucked my tits while finger-fucking me, driving me crazy with lust.

Soon Dean knelt over me and lowered his tongue to my pussy. He kissed my neatly trimmed pubes and licked the swollen lips, prying them apart with his fingers and stroking them lovingly with his skilled tongue. Then he went to work on my clitoris, flicking his fantastic tongue back and forth against it so briskly it felt as though I had a vibrator pressed up against the bud.

I could stand it no longer. I pulled him to his feet and covered his smooth chest with kisses. I remembered the dream I’d had about him and how, in it, I’d told him exactly what I wanted him to do to me. I was overcome with the desire to talk as candidly with him now, and so I began to whisper in his ear. “I want to feel your cock inside me,” I said hotly. “Put it in me. Put it in my pussy.” Dean grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it up and down and side-to-side against my pussy lips. I opened my legs in anticipation of what I knew would be powerful thrusts. Slowly, he pushed the head inside. I gasped as it stretched the walls of my cunt. Lifting my legs high in the air, I reached around to grab his ass and draw him deeper inside me.

“Put it in all the way,” I said. “It feels so good in there. I want you to fuck me a long time.”

He worked his big tool in and out of my cunt, pushing so deep that I could not believe it. I played with his balls, and my clit, as he fucked me. The sensation of this new and wonderful cock inside me, after having slept only with my husband, was enough to send chills up and down my spine. But the fucking Dean was giving me was incredible. He varied his speed from time to time so that for a few minutes he’d be balling me nice and slow with deep, steady strokes, and at other times would be cranking so fast we looked like some kind of cartoon fucking machine.

Twenty minutes of this drove me over the edge, and my body shook in a mind-blowing orgasm. I pulled Dean’s mouth to mine, running my tongue through his lips as another wave of climax swept up from my pussy and through my entire body.

To my surprise I heard myself saying, “Fuck me again. My cunt is on fire. I want your cock. All of it, all of that good, thick cock.” I’d never talked dirty to my husband in my life, but being with a new man was a liberating experience. I took his cock in my hand and felt it pulsing. It was hot, almost burning up, and I guided it to my cunt once again.

I grabbed Dean’s ass with both hands and pulled him deeper into me. The room was filled with our grunts and groans. We were fucking all over the bed. The sheets were in a ball at our feet and the bed was squeaking like a hungry pig. I lifted my hips and bucked hard against Dean. I simply could not get enough of his great fucking. It wasn’t until we fell asleep, his cock still inside me, that we got any rest.

After our match the next day (we placed second), we met back at my hotel room. Dean was in an adventurous mood. “Tell me what you want me to do,” he said. “Let’s have some fun.”

I thought about it a moment, then got an idea. “You strip for me while I watch,” I said. Sitting on the couch, I looked on as Dean took off his shirt, pants, shoes and socks. Standing there in his briefs, he was a most attractive man. I licked my lips in approval and his cock responded by poking its head out the top of his underwear.

“Put on something sexy,” he said to me.

I excused myself and changed into a see-through teddy I’d bought just for the occasion. If my husband knew what I was wearing, or what I was doing, his head would’ve spun. But I didn’t care. It had been years since I’d felt so wonderful or sexy.

I returned to my place on the couch, this time in my sheer nightie. Reaching for my breasts, I began to play with them. I pulled the fabric aside so that first one nipple, then the other, could be seen. Then I bent my head and licked my tits. I had never even thought of doing anything like that before. It was as though I were a different woman—and I loved it.

Dean pulled his briefs off, letting his cock spring free. He walked over to me and pressed his cock to my lips. I took it into my mouth, running my tongue over the swollen head. I then rubbed his prick on each of my nipples, which made me shiver with lust.

Dean then lifted me onto the table, unfastening the crotch button of my teddy so that by the time I was on my back, my cunt was fully exposed. “Don’t undress me,” I said. “I don’t want to wait another second. Just put your cock in me and fuck.”

Dean leaned forward and ran his tongue over my clit and pussy lips. It felt wonderful, but I begged him to fuck me. It wasn’t a soft, wet tongue I wanted in me, but inch after hard inch of solid dick. “Please put it in me now,” I begged. “I love to feel your mouth on my cunt, but I need to feel that big cock inside me.”

He rubbed his prick on my pussy lips and then plunged it in. The feeling was even more exciting than the night before, because now I was getting familiar with the feel of Dean’s body, the shape of his muscles and the taste of his flesh. I put my feet on the edge of the table and lifted my hips so that my pussy was at a perfect angle to take his thrusts. Dean put his hands on my thighs, pulling me against his cock as hard as he could. He didn’t move at all, but simply drew me to him again and again. I had never been taken so powerfully or surely, and it was less than a minute before the first of what was to be many orgasms screamed through me.

The juices from my cunt were dripping down my leg. Dean worked his cock in and out of me faster and faster. “Suck my nipples while you fuck me. Make me hotter,” I begged. He pulled my teddy aside to expose both breasts and sucked at them. I was delirious and urged him on. “Fuck me harder. Oh yes, yes! Your cock is stretching my pussy and I love it. Fuck me with all of it. Fuck me!”

Amazingly, Dean came but went right on fucking. I didn’t feel him soften for even a moment. “Tell me what you want now,” he said while pumping into me.

“All I know is that I need more of your cock,” I said. Dean disengaged from me for a second, took a couch cushion and put it on the floor. I got on my hands and knees on the cushion and took his beautiful cock in my mouth again. I worked on it with my tongue and hands until it pulsed against the insides of my cheeks. “Fuck me again, Dean,” I urged. “From behind.”

Dean got behind me and slipped his cock into my box. He reached for my tits and gently rubbed and pulled the nipples. He continued playing with my breasts while he pleasured my pussy with his magnificent tool. I was on fire and wanted Dean to know how hot I was. “You turned me on the second I first saw you at the bowling alley,” I said. “I wanted you to suck my tits even then. I wanted to know what your cock looked and tasted like. I wanted to know how it would feel inside me. Now I know, and it’s better than I could’ve ever hoped.” With that, we both came again.

It’s been two years since that tournament, and our relationship, as well as our bowling averages, has continued to get better. It may not be right to cheat on my husband, but I’ll never be sorry and will always be grateful for meeting Dean.



SERMON ON THE MOUND

I am twenty-six years old and blessed with a tight little body and long legs that seem to get more than their share of attention. One of the things that really turns my husband on is the thought of me being a tease in public. Although I don’t indulge him too often, I must admit to occasionally giving in to the temptation. Gerry and I don’t always get to spend a lot of time together during the week, so when we go out on weekends, even if it’s just for an hour or so, I enjoy wearing clothes I know will really get him—and everyone else—hard. I have quite a collection of miniskirts and sexy tops that always do the trick.

While showering and getting ready to go out for breakfast with him one Sunday morning, I decided to tantalize Gerry with an outfit I knew would make him a walking hard-on all day long. I selected a short, rather snug little denim skirt that stopped just above the middle of my thigh—covering only enough of my crotch and ass to satisfy the laws governing indecent exposure. I added to this a red knit top and a pair of red, super-sexy high-heel pumps that I knew accentuated my well-developed legs. Driving to the restaurant with me by his side, Gerry could barely keep his eyes on the road.

When we got there, he opened the car door for me. Sliding off the seat, I gave him a clear view of my crotch. When he saw that I had on nothing more than a teeny little G-string underneath, I thought his incredibly hard cock would rip through the seam of his jeans. Besides being totally sheer, the G-string just barely hid the lips of my baby-smooth, clean-shaven sex. I couldn’t remember when I’d ever seen him so excited.

We were seated in a comfortable booth in the corner. Not long after we sat down, three men were seated in the booth directly across the aisle from us. They looked as though they’d just gotten out of a Sunday service of some sort, as they were carrying prayer books and had little gold crucifixes pinned to their lapels. All three were conservatively dressed, and had that vacant look common to people who spend too much of their time in church. When the waitress delivered their menus and one of them responded with “Jesus loves you,” Gerry and I looked at each other and rolled our eyes.

Although our booth was quite private, the section where we were sitting was elevated a bit. As a result, these men had a bird’s-eye view of the area directly under our table. While Gerry and I looked over our menus, I occasionally glanced in their direction and couldn’t help but notice that all of them were sneaking peeks under our table, trying to get a look at my crotch. It was quite amusing the way the three had inched their way to the center of their booth, positioning themselves to get the clearest view possible of my nearly exposed pussy.

I guess I was caught a little off-guard by this. I know I’m the type of woman men can’t help staring at, but these three were, from all outward appearances, religious fanatics. Now, suddenly, they’d become world-class voyeurs. Well, as they say, the flesh is weak. But these Bible-thumpers were soon to find out just how weak!

Gerry had also noticed them staring. He was getting quite a kick out of it. I didn’t have to ask him what he was thinking; I knew he was dying to see me tease these guys silly. If I had ever relished the thought of being an exhibitionist, this situation certainly was too tempting to resist. Being dressed as I was, with every inch of my deliciously prepared frame exuding sex, I couldn’t have planned it any better. I was aware that my miniskirt—dangerously short to begin with—had slid well up my thighs, leaving little to the imagination. Our friends at the next table weren’t making much of an effort to control themselves either. They were all staring at me now, making little comments (which they didn’t think I heard) about the “glorious creation” in their midst. When they suddenly let loose with a rousing cry of “Praise the Lord!” I decided to give them something for which they could really thank God!


OEBPS/images/PenthouseUncIV_ornament.jpg





OEBPS/images/PenthouseUncen-cover.jpg
‘ Two Hot Books in One Volume!

a from Penthouse and Erotica from Penthouse Il






