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I felt a tingle spread out through my body.  My pussy fluttered as though it was calling out for my attention.  It was hungry and it needed to be fed, and with the threat of the pseudo-Vikings looming over us, it felt like the only way.

Neville moved himself out of my mouth and shuffled down my body.  I watched and wondered what was to happen next, then he slotted his burly cock right between my big tits.

I quickly wrapped him up in them, creating a soft passage for him to fuck.  Promptly, he did, passing his dick through me and causing the crown to sprout out from the top of my cleavage.

I giggled and stuck out a pointed tongue, tickling at the sensitive underside of his length.  My pussy was drooling at this point, knowing that it would soon be filled.  In the meantime, I enjoyed the teasing.

Neville was fucking my tits hard and the joy on his face was something to behold.  Every woman wants to please her man, but few think to do it like this.

“Yes!” I cried.  “That’s it!  Fuck my tits!”

“Good show!” came another cry from outside.  Our foes listened close, and at this point I didn’t want to disappoint them—or me!

Neville strained and moaned, looking down on his stiffness as it worked through me.  Eventually he slowed his thrusts and I worried that he might explode there and then.

He took his cock from between my tits and roared out his climax.  I was satisfied to see him enjoying himself, but I had to hide my disappointment.  I’d hoped for more.

“Yes!” he burst, looking down on me as the first rope of cum leapt from his cock.

It raced over my tits and struck my chin.  I closed my eyes and smiled as his warmth bathed me, erupting from his cock in joyous, bountiful ropes.  There were so many of them.

Again and again, he grunted, and each time he delivered a volley of cum worthy of any man’s entire load.  It smothered and coated me, turning my tits slippery.  My face was awash with him.  I could feel his seed hanging on my eyelashes, then his thumb tenderly pushed it away.

I blinked my eyes open slowly and smiled up at him, but Neville was quickly off me.  I thought the act was over before it had even begun, then Neville started to tug at my tattered gown and strip it down me.

I wriggled on the bed, the hot cum slipping into my cleavage and running off my cheeks.  Neville undressed me until I lay there, naked and cum-drenched.  That’s when I noticed that his cock was still hard.

“Take me!” I told him, staring to his thickness.  A string of cum still hung off the tip.

“I’m going to,” he said, and he moved back to the bed, his huge cock swaying between his legs.

He pushed my knee open with his and stroked his cock back and forth along my crease.  He spread my lips open and mixed his cum with mine.  My pussy was as soaked as my face.

Neville stared down my body and I looked with him, watching as his cock pressed to my pussy and disappeared within me.

My mouth fell open as I felt his girth penetrate me.  It split me wide, and I felt a pang of pain as he stretched me, but it was good pain.  It was a pain I hadn’t felt in decades.  Neville was reminding me what it was like to be deflowered, twenty-five years after the fact.
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I’d always made sure my friends came for regular check-ups with me, so when I take in Harry as a lodger I insist that I'm his new dentist now.  He was new in town so I wanted to take care of him as best I could.  I was over twice his age so I kind of felt responsible for him.  It can be scary in a new town, especially for a nineteen year old.

A lifetime in this job had made things very familiar.  So familiar, in fact, that we’d taken to spicing things up at our practice.

Angie had been my assistant for years and we’d spent most of our adult life together.  We were like chalk and cheese and I’d never dream of having anyone else in that room with me.  We’d shared a lot of laughs and experiences over the years and I wouldn’t change that for anything.

One of our shared exploits wound up involving the patients and since then we’d carried it on—under the right circumstances of course.

The guys would come in for a check-up and we’d dare each other to see how far we could go with them.  At first it was just touching here and there.  You’d be surprised how few guys notice a touch below the waist when someone’s busy with their teeth.

Anyway, things quickly began to escalate.  What started with just gentle brushing had now turned into full-on groping and even the occasional kiss.  Our patients always left happy.

I know, I know, it sounds crazy, right?  I think it was the danger and the power that got me and Angie off the most.  Couple it with the fact that some of our patients were hot as hell and you can really start to get carried away.

I remember this one time I had a patient's mouth wide open and Angie was busy groping his cock and then she just went straight in for the kiss.  Kissed him right on his lips!  The guy didn’t know what to do but I could tell from the swelling in his pants and the smile on his face that his next check-up would be happening sooner than planned.

From then on it was like we were one-upping each other.  The following session Angie unbuttoned a guy's pants; a couple of weeks later I’d taken a guys cock out and then the following week Angie had jerked a guy off whilst I did his check-up.  No joke!  She’d just straight-up pulled out his dick and jerked it right there in the room.  I remember the look on his face when he came all over that bib we threw around his neck.  I mean, it was real naughty stuff and the patients couldn't get enough.

So when Harry came in for treatment I’d made things very clear to Angie that he was off-limits, but I guess that just spurred her on even more.

“You know the drill by now, Harry,” I said as he walked into the room.

“Hey, Angie,” he said, all innocent and chipper as he sat in the chair.  As he did so I imagined the myriad of dirty things that we’d done to guys in that seat.

Just last week I’d had a guy’s cock in my mouth while Angie worked on fitting him a crown.  The whole thing was just way out of control, but we were about to go even further that day.

“Lie back,” I said, bringing the lamp above him.

As I started to work in his mouth I noticed Angie come to the side of the reclined chair.  She stood at waist level, looking over into his mouth at first under the guise of actually doing some dentistry.

But out of the corner of my eye I watched her hand drop to his pants and hover incredibly close to the bulge below his belt.

“Just relax,” I said slowly.  Harry thought I was talking to him but my eyes were locked firmly on Angie.  She smiled in a way that told me she had no plans of relaxing.

Angie, like me, was just a shade over forty.  I guessed she didn’t have much going on at home, but to look at her I wondered why she never had a different guy every week.  She had this cutesy, full face and a figure to die for.  Her tits were a huge and she had a sense of adventure unlike anyone I’d ever met.

My eyes stayed locked on her as I pretended to explore Harry’s mouth, and then my jaw dropped in disbelief as her hand dropped onto the bulge and she started to massage it slowly.

I swallowed nervously as Harry’s head jerked.

“Just relax,” I repeated, and then I looked to Angie and shook my head vigorously, mouthing the word ‘no’ over and over.

If anything this just spurred her on even more.  She smiled wider and started to work him harder.  His leg shifted and he squirmed in the seat, feeling the uncomfortable sensation of an approaching, unwanted erection.

“Everything okay?” I asked, looking down into his eyes as though nothing in the world was wrong.

“Uh-huh,” he grunted.

Angie was sliding her hand up and down the raised cylinder now and I couldn’t help but watch in awe.  It certainly occupied a larger space in his pants than I thought it would.  The more she played with it the more curious I became.

Eventually I looked back at her and saw her staring straight at me.  She raised an eyebrow and I knew from years of experience what she meant.

I sighed, nodding my head kind of reluctantly.  Then I heard the clank of metal as she fidgeted with his belt, sliding it through the loops until it was open.

Harry let out a cough.

“It’s okay, honey,” I said, stroking at his face as I held the mirror in his mouth.  He strained to look down but I lifted his chin back up and faced him towards me.

By now Angie had popped open the button of his pants and she was delving hungrily inside for her prize.  I was frozen with intrigue.  I guess I should have stopped her but a part of me wanted to see what he had going on under there.

Angie’s eyes spread wide before I saw it and when I looked down she was holding this huge slab of flesh that stretched up out of her palm, looking unblemished and pure.

“My God,” I hushed.

“Mrs. Lennon?” Harry asked, wondering if this was normal.

“Don’t worry,” I said, leaning close to his face.  “You’re in safe hands.”

He swallowed as Angie dragged her fist up and down his cock in one slow pump.

I looked on, mesmerized by the whole thing as I felt my pulse begin to race away from me.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and—what’s more—I couldn’t believe I was enjoying it.

“Damn, Harry,” Angie said, in her playful way.  “This is one pretty cock you have here.”

“Ugh-ank you,” Harry strained, talking over the implement that held his cheek wide.

I pulled the tool from his mouth and he licked his lips, closing his mouth and swallowing as he looked up at me for guidance.

“That’s very big, honey,” I said.

“It is?”

“Very,” I repeated.  “Has no-one ever told you that before?”

He hesitated.  “No-one’s ever really seen it before.”

Me and Angie looked at each other as our mouths dropped open in disbelief.

“You’re a virgin?” she asked.

“Angela!” I said.  “That’s a very personal question.”  She shrugged and I looked down to Harry.  “Are you?” I asked.

He looked between us both and then nodded like he’d done something wrong.

“Perfect,” Angie said, practically punching the air.

I was kind of proud that he’d kept his innocence this long, but there was nothing innocent about the situation we found ourselves in.

“Would you like me and Angie to take care of you?” I asked, kneeling so I could put my face nearer to him.

He looked sideways, all vulnerable and sexy.  “You’d do that?”

“We specialize in it,” Angie said proudly, and then she propped his cock up like a flagpole and my pupils filled with lust as I looked at his impressive, thick, virginal inches.

“Just say the word,” I said, desperate to hear him approve.

“I’d like that, Mrs. Lennon,” he said, and I felt my heart burst with excitement.

“Just relax,” I said, and I moved down his body to join Angie at his waist.

We looked at each other over him and shared a giggle.

“Don’t you ever tell a soul about this, Angie,” I said, holding Harry’s cock with her.  “You either, Harry,” I said, looking to him now.

“My lips are sealed,” he said looking down his body at the two gloved hands that held his cock.

“No need for these,” I said, pulling the latex off my hands.  Angie followed and when we put our flesh back on Harry’s cock he let out a satisfied breath.

I could feel the pumping of blood coursing through his shaft, breathing life into the impressive appendage.  To have his sinful thickness in my grip like that was a feeling like no other.

I see Harry pretty regular, but this was a part of him I never thought I’d see again—especially not like this.  The veins spread up the side like tree branches, keeping him rock-hard and ready for what we had in store for him.

“Look at it, Debbie,” Angela said, marveling at how huge he was.

“I know!” I gasped.

I moved my face down towards his cock and Harry watched closely as I leant in towards it.  I gave it a soft peck on the shaft, then turned to Harry and smiled.

He was far too nervous to return the smile, and there was something in that that excited and turned me on more.  Angela came to the other side of his length and kissed it too, looking over it and beaming at me.

I smiled back and leant in, watching Angela mirror my movements as we sandwiched Harry between our lips.

I gave him a big, mouthy kiss, twisting my head to the side so I could wrap my lips around him.  I met Angie at the top as we licked the bulbous crown.  Our tongues met over him and soon we were kissing too.  I just lost my inhibitions completely.

I pulled back and looked forward at Angie who was biting her lip excitedly.

“That felt good,” I confessed and for a brief moment we forgot about the huge, stiff cock between us.

We kissed again and I felt my heart flutter, then I moved my hand to Harry’s cock and propped him upright below us like we were sharing a microphone.

I moved Angie down as I kissed her and put Harry’s thickness between us, draping our spit over his length until he was awash with it.  His cock looked delicious as it shone in the light, glistening like a forbidden light-house beckoning us towards it.

To feel his thickness between us like that was a sensation like no other.  It was like imagining the naughtiest thing you could possibly do and then somehow making it even more sinful.  I never thought my first lesbian experience would coincide with taking Harry's virginity.  Shit, I never thought I'd have a lesbian experience!

I took Harry in my left hand and pumped along his length, listening to his heavy breaths as he succumbed to my touch.  Then I moved a hand over him towards Angie’s big tits, squeezing them as they lay bound beneath her tight gown.

Below the buttons you could make out her fat cleavage and the black lace of the bra that tried in vain to contain her charms.

I smiled and popped one of her buttons, watching the top flash open wider and wider as I unfastened each one.  They couldn’t wait to be freed.

I moved to her lips and kissed her again, leaning over the chair and jerking Harry’s cock against my whites.  When I’d finished kissing Angie I moved back to his face.

“I have an idea,” I whispered, close to his ear.

Harry looked at me, rapt with nerves and delight.  “What is it?”

“Angie’s gonna take her panties off,” I said, looking to Angie who started to smile, “and then we’re gonna lower this chair a little more and she’s gonna sit her pussy down right on your beautiful, innocent face.”

I said the sentence carefully, making sure the pair of them heard every word of it.  They both seemed excited by the idea.

“And when her wet pussy is on your face,” I said, pumping my hand along Harry’s flesh, “I’m gonna put your cock inside me.”

“Inside you?” Harry rsaid, somewhat scared.

“Inside me,” I said, stroking his face and kissing his lips.  “I want your virginity, Harry.  I want to be your first.”

When I pulled away from him I noticed that Angie wasn’t wasting any time.  She’d already pulled down her pants and was busy taking her white panties down too.

I took a moment to watch her as she stepped out of them, naked now from the waist down.

“Wait,” I said, moving around the chair to her.

I hurried beside her and dropped another kiss on her lips, this time pulling her close to me so our big tits pushed together in the embrace.

I started by holding her head to me, but then my hand started to explore downwards and soon I was holding her tight, cute ass.

Our lips entwined like lost lovers as I became more confident.  Angie would have let me do anything to her.  She held me close to her as I squeezed her ass, putting my other hand on her pussy and playing with the loose flesh.

Things were way out of control now.  I teased a finger down and parted her flesh, feeling the wetness of her pussy drape over my skin in an instant.

“You’re gonna enjoy this, Harry,” I said, turning to him and being taken aback.  He was watching the both of us, eagerly jerking his cock as though he didn’t want to waste the moment.

“That’s right,” I said proudly.

Me and Angie watched him work his cock.  He ran his fist back and forth along it as if to show us exactly how he liked it.  As I watched him I felt my own pussy begin to swell with arousal and I sucked in a deep breath to feed it.

I imagined that big cock piercing me open and wondered if it might feel like my first time too.  Harry’s was one of the biggest dicks I’d ever seen and soon it would be inside me.  I shuddered at thought and looked back at Angie.  She seemed to know just what I was thinking.

“I’m ready,” she said, bouncing with excitement.

“One more thing,” I said, and I pushed back her top, making it fall to the floor behind her.  My hands founds the clasp of her bra and I unfastened it, setting free those huge, amazing tits of hers.

“That’s better,” I said, giving them both a playful squeeze.

Angie looked down and watched my busy hands as they danced over her perfect tits.  If I was gonna have Harry's cock inside me I figured the perfect garnish would be a good look at Angie’s incredible breasts.

I gave them a soft kiss, tickling my tongue around her nipple until it stood to attention.

“You’re all set,” I said, and Angie moved to the chair and lowered it down.

Harry relaxed back as it reclined until he was parallel to the floor, then Angie moved the overhead lamp and climbed onto the chair.

Harry was still pulling at his cock but his pace slowed when Angie swung her leg over him and hovered her wet, sticky pussy over his face.  I figured it was the closest he’d ever been to one before.

She looked fucking incredible as she straddled him.  If any woman was going to sit on Harry's face I was glad it was her.  She had this amazing physique to the extent that it was a shame she ever wore clothes.  As she adjusted herself her big tits swayed invitingly on her chest and I found myself getting excited by her.

“Are you coming to join me?” she asked, nodding down at Harry’s cock that had fell back against his stomach as his hands gripped over her thighs.

I pursed my lips and unbuttoned my gown as quickly as I could, undressing until I stood naked there in the room.  Harry’s view was obscured as I mounted the wide chair, putting myself over his waist and sitting opposite Angela, naked and aroused.

“Yum,” she said, reaching out to touch my tits.  Her hands fondled them, pushing them together.  As she leaned forwards to kiss them I watched her expression change, realizing quickly that her pussy must be smothering Harry now.

His hands gripped tight at her thighs until his knuckles turned white and I could see his chin busily working at her shaven snatch.

She moaned  as she kissed my tits, pushing the nipples into her mouth and sucking them.  I closed my eyes to enjoy the sensation, but my pussy was noisily calling for attention.  When I opened my eyes and looked down on that big cock of his I knew exactly what to do.

“Put it inside you,” Angie encouraged, grinding back and forth on his mouth.

“It’s so big,” I said, taking him again and squaring him up to my wet O.

“Do it,” Angie snarled impatiently, rubbing at her clit while Harry messily ate her pussy.

He groaned too as I pumped his cock beneath me, then I slowly sat down on him as though I was relaxing into a hot bath.

I felt the bulbous crown touch my wetness, pressing down and feeling him stretch me wide as he entered me for the first time.

It felt like the first time all over again, just like I thought it might.  He let out a groan that vibrated over Angie’s loose flesh, causing her to double-over in delight as I winced and took Harry's powerful inches.

He split me wide, stretching my pussy as I sank on him until I was driving those thick inches as deep inside me as they’d go.

I dropped on him, opening my eyes slowly to be met by the excited smile of Angie who seemed to be living the moment with me.

“Does he feel good?” she asked, studying my expression.

“Amazing,” I said, my eyelids fluttering and shoulders rising with each heavy breath.

Angie giggled and leaned in to kiss my neck.  I held her to me and stroked my hand down her back, dropping on Harry all the way to the hilt.  When he was buried inside me completely I took stock of the situation.  It was bizarre alright.

I leant back and stretched my hands behind me to take my weight, pulling his powerful cock back so it pulled forwards against my g-spot.  To have his arousal inside me like that was thrilling.  He was so stiff and hard and it was all thanks to me.  There was a strange sense of pride to be had from that.

When my eyes opened again they stared forwards at my friend, steadily sliding her slit back and forth over Harry’s mouth like she was riding a pony.  Her eyes were locked on my pussy, watching as his sinful flesh disappeared inside it.

I brought my fingers to my clit and started to tease it, rocking back and forth slowly at first, keen not to have Harry bolt immediately.

“Perfect,” Angie said, still not taking her eyes off the sinful union.  Part of me wished I had the same view, but watching her perfect figure as she writhed on Harry was good enough for me.  Besides, she didn’t get to feel that thickness inside her like I did.

I wriggled on Harry, spinning his cock inside me like he was stirring a pot of bubbling broth.  I felt my heartbeat rise and my head became light.  His big dick was doing amazing things to me.

I leant forwards now and put my face close to Angie.  “You have my permission,” I breathed, stroking her hair, “to come on his face.”

She giggled and started to kiss my lips.  Kissing her like that seemed to add something to the whole experience.  I trailed my hands down her body and then found myself toying with her stiffened clit.  As I slid my finger down I felt Harry's tongue slip over the digit as he ate from her, sucking and biting at whatever she put on his face.

I pushed my finger inside her and she rose up off Harry.  He watched as I drove my fingers into her pussy, coaxing out her messy juices that started to string from her pussy and drop on his face.

She was wetter than I’d ever known, but Harry didn’t seem to mind.  He opened his mouth wide to catch her dripping love and the whole thing just spurred me on more too.  I started to bounce on him more vigorously, driving that thick rod inside me as far as it would go.

Each time he pulled out of me I longed for his return, knowing that all I had to do was relax my thighs and let my ass drop down on him again.

His stiffness never once waned.  Harry had a reliable cock, and there was something in that alone that started to make me lose myself to him.

“You have my permission to come on Harry's cock,” Angie said wryly, noticing the change in my body suddenly.

It felt like my tits were swelling and when Angie touched them I flinched with unbridled joy.  My pussy sucked around Harry, squeezing him tight as I drove him into me over and over.

“I’m going to,” I said, closing my eyes and sensing it approach.

“Come on his cock,” Angie said, dropping her pussy back on Harry’s face.  He went back to work instantly.

“Fuck, Harry,” I cried, my breath racing as I bobbed on him.

Angie watched my tits bounce as I rose and fell, sending his thickness surging through my tightening core.

I started to moan long and loud, following each cry with quick, deliberate breaths.  When my scalp started to prickle I held my breath and concentrated on the euphoria, bringing it to the fore as Angie started to scream along with me.

“I’m gonna come, Debbie,” she said, dropping herself onto his face.

Her fingers worked ceaselessly at her clit, spinning it faster and faster and making that fleshy hood pull back over it.

“I want to come with you,” I cried, and it seemed inevitable that I would.

We both started to grunt in unison, grinding back and forth at both ends of Harry as he delivered a magnificent orgasm to the both of us.  That was something even Casanova couldn’t claim, and yet here was Harry, a virgin, doing exactly that.

The contraction surged through me like electricity, radiating out in powerful waves.  I leant forwards against Angie as we both moaned, running our hands all over each other.

Harry was lapping at her core and she was holding herself over him, trembling as her thighs shivered and struggled to hold her weight.  She could scarcely even breathe.

I was shuddering too, my vision lost to a swirl of heady colors that made my eyes roll back into my skull.  My pussy squeezed and gripped at him, making him feel impossibly big inside me.
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