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“A toast,” Kendall held her martini glass in the air, “to your new place, and to this next chapter in your life.” 

Rachel smiled and picked up her own cocktail to clink glasses with her old friend. It felt good to go out and celebrate this milestone, and she was happy for the opportunity to reconnect with Kendall. The two had met in college years ago and had even been roommates for a few years as they finished their studies. As happens too often, life had gotten in the way, and it had been harder and harder to stay as close as they used to be. That’s just one of the reasons why Rachel had been so thrilled about the job offer that saw her making the big move to Arizona. 

Rachel hadn’t based her decision to accept the job solely on her ability to be closer to Kendall, but the fact that her old roomie lived just thirty minutes away in Glendale had been a huge relief. At twenty-seven, the thought of having to start over and make new friends in a new city was incredibly daunting.

“Thanks so much for your help with the move, Kendall. I really appreciate it,” Rachel said as she leaned back in her chair, pushing her dark blonde curls out of her face. 

“It was the least I could do. For old time’s sake.” The cocktail bar was dark and cozy, which made it that much easier for the women to share an intimate smile. Rachel knew that there was a world of meaning in Kendall’s reference to the old times.

There’s no doubt that Rachel and Kendall had once been best friends—but sometimes they’d also been a whole lot more. While boyfriends had come and gone for each of them, Kendall had always been there for Rachel. In every way. 

When Rachel had first met Kendall, she had known within minutes that Kendall was proudly bi-sexual. Kendall was the type of person who’d always had a strong sense of self. She exuded confidence about everything, from the tips of her toes to the top of her chocolate brown head—and her sexuality had been no different.

Rachel had never questioned that she was anything other than straight until about a year into their friendship. At a house party one night, feeling buzzed off a few drinks, some weed, and a general excitement about life, Rachel had found herself leaning into Kendall for a kiss. She had always thought there was something magnetic about her friend, but it wasn’t until that moment that she’d realized just how deeply she cared for Kendall.

Without missing a beat, Kendall had touched her lips to Rachel’s, and it was like a bolt of electricity had sizzled through their bodies. In her usual confident fashion, Kendall had taken control of the kiss. That moment, and the following years of close friendship with Kendall, had led to an unbelievable sexual awakening for Rachel. Though they had never officially been a couple, their relationship was full of intimacy and on-and-off hookups. 

Somehow, their sexual explorations had never felt awkward, or like it was interfering in their pursuit of other relationships. It was just always lingering in the background of their friendship, something they could rely on at any time. It had always felt completely natural, and never needed to be more than it was. 

Rachel knew that Kendall had been with other women in the years they’d drifted apart, but Rachel had never felt that same kind of draw to anyone else of the same gender. But she always looked back on those years—and on Kendall—with a lot of affection. 

Feeling a yearning for her younger, wilder days, Rachel looked around the bar. “This place is nice and all, but do you want to go somewhere else? Somewhere not as...stuffy?”

Kendall’s lips spread into a grin, showing off that smile that always lit a room. “You read my mind, hun. I know the perfect place.” 

Sharing another smile that reminded them of the connection and memories they shared, the women tossed back their drinks, put some money on the table, and left the bar arm-in-arm. 

~~~
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Across town, Daniel leaned over the pool table and easily sank the eight ball to win the game. He collected his money from his opponent and headed to the bar to grab another beer. Leaning against the bar, he surveyed the room. It looked like The Cock and Bull was in for another busy night. 

“There you are, Danny boy,” the grizzled bartender said as he placed an ice-cold bottle on the counter beside Daniel’s elbow. 

“Thanks, Ian. Put it on my tab,” Daniel picked up the bottle but remained leaning against the bar as Ian scurried off to serve another thirsty customer. 

Daniel took a sip of his drink and let out a deep breath, releasing the stress of the day. As a veteran and private investigator, there weren’t many places where Daniel felt he could relax—he’d seen too much shit in his life to ever really let his guard down—but The Cock and Bull was one of them. There was no better way to detox from a day of peaking into the sordid affairs of the rich and powerful than hopping on his bike and riding to the bar. 

The bar was more than just a watering hole. It was a place where people from all walks of life could come and feel comfortable—as long as they didn’t mind things getting a little rough. The bar attracted all the local riff raff, biker gangs, and the occasional tourist. Daniel somehow felt a bit like all three. 

Though he devoted most of his spare time to his bikes and beer, Daniel had never officially joined a club. Ever since he’d retired from the army, he’d preferred the life of an outsider. His family always ribbed him for being a bit of a loner, but he was happy to keep to himself. 

As Daniel polished off his beer and contemplated settling his tab and calling it a night, he noticed two women stumbling into the front door. A mass of giggling femininity, the duo looked much too sweet to be walking into a place like the Bull on a night like this. 

The lovely ladies were enough for him to decide to stay. 

He watched as they approached the bar and took their seats a few stools over from him. He kept on eye on them from the corner of his eye as they settled in and ordered a pitcher of beer. He couldn’t get a grasp on whether they were from out of town or not—not that it mattered. 

Daniel was just about to approach the women to shoot his shot—with either of them, he loved blondes, brunettes, redheads and everything in between—when he saw the taller brunette place her hand on the other one’s thigh. He felt a pang of disappointment at realizing that these two were more than just friends. 

The hair stood on the back of his neck as he noticed that he wasn’t the only man in the bar who’d been watching the sexy duo. Suddenly he was reminded of the last time he’d spoken with his baby sister. 

Though she really wasn’t a baby anymore, Daniel couldn’t think of Lara any other way. He hadn’t seen her since he’d returned from his last tour, but he made sure he talked to her every couple of months. He’d been pretty surprised when she came out as a lesbian last year, but he’d had no problem reassuring Lara that he had every intention of loving her just as much as he always had, regardless of who she went home with at night. 

When Lara had called him last week, she’d started telling him about her new girlfriend. She’d talked about how they were often mistaken for sisters while they were out, despite the fact they looked nothing alike and were even at times holding hands. They’d had a good laugh about that, but Daniel’s good mood didn’t last long, as the next story she told was about how often men ignored the fact that Lara and her girlfriend were together. 

“I swear, it’s like some men think all us lesbians need is a good dicking to suddenly change everything about our sexuality and who we are,” she had complained, disgust evident in her voice. 

He’d been pissed—and embarrassed on behalf of his gender—when Lara had told him of numerous instances where a wannabe Casanova approached her, acting like she was some kind of challenge to overcome. 

With Lara’s stories fresh in his mind, Daniel decided to stay and keep his eye on the ladies. Though he was a regular at The Bull, he knew some of the other patrons weren’t particularly fond of hearing the word no. 

He ordered another beer and settled in, still leaning against the bar, his long longs crossed at the ankles. It felt like it was only a matter of minutes before his worries were realized, as Daniel watched a drunken cowboy approach the two ladies. 

~~~
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Though Kendall had only had a few drinks throughout the night, she felt drunk. She knew it likely had more to do with the company than with any alcohol she’d consumed. 

Being with Rachel like this made her feel transported back in time, like they were just two fresh-faced girls ready to take on life once again. She quickly remembered why she’d also cherished her friendship with Rachel—everything just felt so easy when they were together, no matter what kind of mischief they were getting into. 

“Remember that time we changed all of the contacts in Allen’s phone to ‘Private Number’ and he didn’t answer his phone for weeks? How long was it before we confessed?” Rachel reminisced. 

The two of them bent their heads together, laughing at the shared memory, and Kendall put her hand on Rachel’s thigh. She needed to feel as physically close to her just then as she did emotionally.

This was the position they were in when they were suddenly interrupted by a loud, slurring voice. 

“What are two fine ladies like you doing in a place like this? And without a man?” This question was rudely accompanied by a large arm encircling each of their shoulders, a broad, chubby chest coming to rest between their heads. 

Just like that, Kendall’s mood plummeted. But she was not going to let this obnoxious stranger ruin her night. 

“If you don’t take your hand off me—“ she started, only to be interrupted.

“Oh Kendall, no. Let’s just leave,” Rachel said. She had always been the peacekeeper between the two of them. 

Kendall glanced at Rachel, trying to formulate a response, when the doofus between them squeezed their shoulders tightly.

“Now come on, pretty ladies—“ 

Now it was the idiot’s turn to be interrupted.

“I believe the pretty ladies said they weren’t interested in keeping you company.” The voice was so deep it was nearly a growl, and it startled the thoughts right out of Kendall’s head. She could tell by Rachel’s little flinch that her friend was equally affected by this newcomer. 

The women turned their heads at the same time, and were even more dumbstruck when they saw the man attached to that voice. He was the very definition of tall, dark, and handsome, with a slight air of danger lingering about him. Only an idiot would try to square up with this man—and though Kendall had no issue labelling their unwanted guest as an idiot, it seemed even he was smart enough to get the message, finally taking his arms away and quickly exiting the bar. Their new friend glared at him the entire way out. 

Once the door had slammed behind the stumbling idiot, their rescuer turned back to Rachel and Kendall. “Sorry about that, ladies. You enjoy your night.” He nodded his head and turned to take his leave. 

Kendall and Rachel made brief eye contact, and it was like an entire conversation took place between them in that time—in the way that only two people who know each other so well can do. 

Rachel reached out first, placing her hand on the stranger’s muscular bicep. “Not so fast, mister. Surely you can stick around so we can buy a drink for our knight in shining armor?”

~~~
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Daniel didn’t have to be asked twice. 

It wasn’t often that he was wrong, but in this case he couldn’t be happier for the situation to have turned out differently than he’d imagined. 

It took only a matter of seconds for the women to grab a chair and place it between them. “I’m Kendall,” the brunette said, “and this is Rachel,” she continued as she reached over and put her hand on Rachel’s knee. With Kendall’s body leaning across his lap to get to her friend, it felt like the three of them were cocooned in their own little bubble. 

Daniel looked at both of the women in turn, looking into their eyes to gauge whether this night was really heading where he thought it might. “Name’s Daniel,” he said, nodding at them. 

“Nice to meet you Daniel,” Rachel replied with a gorgeously shy smile, a small dimple appearing in one cheek. He was instantly charmed. 

“Likewise,” he smiled back. “Far be it from me to judge, but this hardly looks like regular stomping grounds for a pair of ladies as sweet as you.”

The comment elicited a small chuckle from both of his companions. “Well, we’re happy a couple of sweet ladies like us could surprise a tough guy like you,” Kendall answered. The way her eyes flared with humor—and naughty secrets—at the word ‘sweet’ sent all of the blood in his body to his cock. 

There was definitely more to these women than he’d first assumed. 

Caught up in the devilish look in Kendall’s eyes, Daniel was surprised when he felt a fleeting touch on his thigh. He looked over to Rachel to see that the sweet grin had never left her face.

“To answer your question, if that’s what it was, I’m new in town and we wanted to explore the nightlife a little. This place might be rougher than we’re used to, but we’re not ones to complain when things get a bit a rough.”

Dear God these women are going to kill me.

Daniel was now painfully erect. He shifted in his seat to ease his discomfort—though he knew the only way he’d truly get some relief would involve these two women and a night of fucking none of them would forget. 

From the smiles on Kendall and Rachel’s faces, he knew his readjustment wasn’t hiding anything. Still, he tried to soldier on.

“If you’re interested in exploring, I’d be happy to show you girls around,” he offered, unable to control the deep pitch of his voice that almost sounded like a growl.

“The only place we’re interested in seeing right now is your apartment,” Kendall announced with a seductive boldness that nearly made his eyes roll to the back of his head.

Daniel pushed back his seat as a smile took over his face. “Well then, ladies, follow me.”

***
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It took less than ten minutes for the cab to take them to Daniel’s apartment—ten minutes in which the three of them couldn’t keep their hands off each other. 

“Can I get you two something to drink? I’ve got beer or wine,” Daniel offered them as he guided them into the living room. 

“A beer sounds great,” Rachel answered at the same time as Kendall said, “I’ll take a beer.”

“I’ll be right back,” he walked off, leaving the girls alone in the living room. 

Rachel sat on the couch and looked around at the masculine décor. The apartment was sparsely decorated but tidy. Her study was interrupted when Kendall sat down beside her. 

“Well,” Kendall said, smiling at Rachel. “We did say we wanted a night just like old times, right?”

Rachel threw her head back and laughed, feeling better than she had in years. She had missed this feeling that no one but Kendall seemed able to inspire in her—she felt bubbly and free, and couldn’t wait to see what else the night held. Being with Kendall always felt like an adventure, and being with her in a handsome man’s apartment was her perfect idea of fun. 

Rachel reached toward her friend, moving a piece of hair that had fallen forward into her face. She brushed it back and caressed her cheek. “I really have missed you, you know.” Rachel finished the statement with a soft, gentle kiss, smiling when she felt Kendall’s lips moving against hers. She felt the familiar electric rush through her body that she always experienced when she touched her friend like this. Her nipples pebbled, looking forward to what would come next.

“Ahem.” Rachel pulled away from Kendall as Daniel cleared his throat. Looking over, she saw him standing there with three beers in his hands and lust in his eyes. “Sorry, don’t let me interrupt.” The dark smile that took over his face made wetness rush from her pussy.

Kendall stood and walked toward him. “No interruption at all,” she said, standing on her tiptoes and kissing him hard. As she ended the kiss, dropping back down to her heels, she grabbed the beers with one hand and Daniel’s wrist with the other. She walked back toward the couch, dragging Daniel a step behind her. 

She dropped the beers on the table and placed her hands on Daniel’s shoulders, looking up at him. “I can’t think of a better gift to celebrate Rachel’s big move.” With a seductive smile, she pushed him onto the couch, placing him behind Rachel, whose body was still angled toward where Kendall had been sitting moment earlier. 

Daniel chuckled and Rachel could feel it behind her, the deep sound making her shiver. “You girls are something else,” he said, his eyes on Kendall as she retook her spot beside Rachel. 

Rachel looked at him over her shoulder. “You have no idea,” she whispered with a cheeky wink. She’d barely finished her words before Daniel leaned forward and kissed her. It started off gentle, Daniel rubbing back and forth with his surprisingly soft lips. It was such a sweet kiss that Rachel gasped when he suddenly nipped at her bottom lip—hard—before gently taking it into his mouth to suck and soothe it. 

Rachel had always loved a little bit of pain with her pleasure.

As Daniel moved from her lips to trail sucking kisses and nips along her neck, Rachel was so lost in the pleasure that she barely felt Kendall rubbing at her thighs. She did, however, feel Kendall move her hair to the side, clearing the way for Daniel’s mouth. And she definitely took notice when Kendall grasped her chin and turned her face forward before kissing her deeply. 

Rachel moaned, leaning back into Daniel as his strong arms came around her, his hands sneaking under her shirt and bra to grasp her breasts, gently kneading them. Kendall followed her back, never breaking their kiss. Overwhelmed, Rachel placed one hand behind her on Daniel’s firm thigh, holding herself steady while she kissed Kendall back with all the passion inside her.

Suddenly, Daniel pinched her nipples, pulling them out from her body so they held the weight of her breasts. Rachel loved it, her hips thrusting upward, seeking something that wasn’t there. She felt Kendall tugging at the waist of her jeans, pulling them down her hips and over her legs. Daniel followed Kendall’s lead, and suddenly Rachel was naked. 

***
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Daniel stripped out of his clothes in a trance, unable to look away from the two beautiful—and now naked—women in front of him as they kissed and touched each other all over. He couldn’t remember a single night of his life that was better than this one. He grabbed his throbbing cock, giving it a squeeze. He’d never been harder. 

Though he would’ve been happy to sit back and watch, he was thrilled to his toes when Kendall pushed Rachel back so the curvy blonde was once again leaning against him, her back to his front. He sucked in a breath at the contact, her skin soft and silky against his heated flesh. 

Daniel slid back so he rested against the arm of the couch, wrapping his arms around Rachel as Kendall started raining kisses down her chest. He moved his hands to the inside of Rachel’s thighs, pulling her legs apart and resting them on top of his as Kendall started sucking on her friend’s nipples. 

He sucked on Rachel’s earlobe, rubbing his thick cock along her ass crack and holding her open with his legs as Kendall descended toward the beautiful shaved pussy on display. “You love your friend’s mouth on your body, don’t you?” he rasped in her ear, just loud enough for both of them to hear. 

Rachel started writhing like cat against him as Kendall flicked her clit with the tip of her tongue. “Yes,” she groaned, throwing her head back. 

Daniel spread his legs wider until Rachel couldn’t be opened further, and reached down to pull her pussy lips apart. “Kendall, I think Rachel needs something inside her now.” Both women groaned at his words, and Kendall quickly slid two fingers inside her friend. Daniel leaned forward, reaching under Kendall to give her nipples a quick pinch for a job well done. 

Rachel held onto the back of Kendall’s head, thrusting against the woman’s mouth. The tension in her body told Daniel she was close to coming. She moved one hand behind her back, slipping it around the base of his cock and stroking up to his wet head. 

“I want to come on your cock, Daniel,” she purred, her hand moving up and down his length. 

Daniel thrust into Rachel’s hand and looked down at Kendall as she kept feasting on the pussy in front of her. 

“What do you think, Kendall? Should we let her come on my cock? Or do you want her to come in your mouth?” He saw Kendall’s smile even before she pulled back, looking up at him then leaning to the side to stare at his dick. 

The lust in her eyes made his cock pulse. 

“Hmm, it’d be a shame to let that thing go to waste, isn’t that right Rachel?” Kendall asked. 

Rachel, barely coherent from the pleasure, simply nodded her head and started shifting to lift her hips. Daniel took over, wrapping his arms under her spread thighs and lifting her in his arms. He moved to rest on his knees and held her hovering over his cock. 

He looked at Kendall. “Put my cock in her,” he commanded.

With a smile and a wink, Kendall leaned forward and kissed him, her tongue playing with his as Rachel panted between them, eager for him inside her. “Sure thing, stud.” As she pulled back, she reached between Rachel’s legs and grasped the base of his cock, angling it toward Rachel’s pussy. 

It took everything Daniel had not to come as he slid Rachel down onto his hard cock. He sat back, resting his weight on his heels as he thrust into her to the hilt. He started pulsing upward in a steady beat, fucking her as deeply as possible from this position. 

“Fuck!” Rachel exclaimed, reaching one hand out to her friend as the other curled behind her to rest on Daniel’s hip, trying to pull him deeper. “Come here Kendall, I can’t hold off much longer.” 

Kendall scooted forward, pressing her tits against Rachel’s as they kissed and writhed together. Daniel’s thrusts became erratic as he watched Rachel’s hand disappear between into Kendall’s pussy.

Daniel knew he couldn’t last much longer. He pushed Kendall back, separating the two so she was lying on her back on the couch. Then he grabbed Rachel around the hips, moving her so she was on her hands and knees, her head hovering above Kendall’s wet pussy. 

“Eat Kendall’s pussy while I fuck you til you come,” he rasped between pants. 

“That’s so hot,” Kendall moaned, throwing her head back as Rachel dove into her pussy. 

Rachel groaned, pushing back into Daniel’s thrusts as they got harder and closer together. She put up a good fight, trying to hold off her orgasm as she ate at Kendall, but it was only a matter of minutes before Daniel felt her pussy clenching at him, milking his cock. 

Daniel felt his balls pull tight and thrust so hard that Rachel fell forward, collapsing on top of Kendall. He followed her down as his cock emptied into her, leaning his head on Kendall’s shoulder. Distantly, he heard Kendall moan as she rubbed her pussy against Rachel’s thigh, coming with a gasp.

For a moment, the trio lay there in a pile of sweaty limbs, panting as they came back to reality. With a groan, Daniel pulled out of Rachel, rolling off the couch until he landed with a thud on the floor. 

He looked over at Rachel and Kendall still entangled on the couch. He smiled, feeling like a million bucks after one of the best orgasms of his life. “Well, welcome to the city Rachel. I hope you two won’t be strangers.”

He heard weak laughter followed by a soft snore before he drifted off to sleep, the smile still on his face.
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Spanked Hard by the Cowboy: BDSM Erotica written by Anna Gale
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One glorious sunny afternoon, Brett was enjoying his one free day at his ranch. He worked hard all through the week and even on Saturdays, but had decided years back to take Sunday off as a way to relax.

His right-hand man tended to business on those days, so Brett could go around his farm merely enjoying the sights, practice his lasso technique, or simply go out for a ride into town. He was a somewhat solitary man, having grown up and worked on his family’s ranch all his life. That didn’t mean he had bad luck when it came to women, though. Whenever he wanted a date, he could easily charm one of the girls from town to go out with him.

After all, his rugged good looks and quiet charisma were like a magnet for the opposite sex. He wore his blond hair short and kept his beard relatively neat, especially when he was on his days off. Brett dressed like the classical middle-American rancher, with thick flannel shirts and working jeans, making plenty of women swoon when he stared at them with his piercing blue eyes.

He was incredibly talented when it came to the lasso, being able to control every single animal on his ranch by trapping them with a swift snap of his wrist if he needed to. After all, he had been doing it ever since he was a child. That didn’t mean he didn’t need to train as often as possible, though. Practice made perfect, right?

That Sunday, he took his lasso to his practice range, having fun capturing different objects, heavier and lighter, set closer and further away. It was a good way to be ready for any situation that might arise while at the farm. You never knew what could happen when a cow, a sheep, or even a bull got spooked or stubbornly refused to follow the rest of the cattle.

While he was working on his technique, Brett heard soft footsteps approaching from behind. He turned around, rather surprised, as most of his employees also took Sundays off, and only the essential men remained at the ranch. Billy, his right-hand man, could usually handle everything by himself.

When he turned around, though, he didn’t find any of those guys walking toward him, but rather a gorgeous, red-headed beauty he had been admiring for a long time. She had long, silky auburn hair, freckles all over her sun-kissed skin, and a curvaceous body that would make any red-blooded man melt like butter on a warm summer day.

She was wearing a pair of Daisy Duke shorts that perfectly embraced her apple-shaped ass, boots, and a white blouse that highlighted her stunning rack. He had been aching to be alone with her for the longest time, but it wasn’t quite so easy. After all, she was his neighbor’s only daughter. Mr. Parker had three sons, and all of them were very protective of their baby sister. Whenever Brett saw her, they were right there by her side, as they all worked at their old man’s farm.

Jenna was about five or six years younger than Brett and looked as tempting as a glass of cold water on a hot day.

“Well, howdy little lady,” he greeted her, placing his hand on the hilt of his hat and tilting it downward.

“Hi, Brett,” she replied, the teasing, playful grin on her full, pink lips making it rather obvious why she was there, all alone, searching for him, away from the rest of his employees. She had to have known about his day off work, and where to find him, after all.

“I don’t usually get such pretty visitors. Mostly salesmen and vets. You are a vision for sore eyes, Jenna,” he told her as he placed the lasso on his belt, giving her a long, longing look.

Her legs were long and shapely, her hips wide and stunning. But it was her ass he loved the most about Jenna. It was large and round but not saggy. It was clear she worked out often, or at least all that work at the farm replaced any need for a gym. Her buttocks were apple-shaped, firm, and he found it impossible not to stare at them whenever she was around.

“Thanks, you’re too sweet,” she replied, and her gaze switched down toward his lasso. “You are really good at that. It’s amazing.”

“Well, I’ve had my share of practice.”

“Would you teach me?” she asked, and her smile was so sweet and sensual that Brett knew he could not refuse such a request.

“Sure thing, beautiful. Come over here, let me show you the ropes,” he replied and offered the lasso. She excitedly stepped forward, grabbed it, and awkwardly held it in her hands.

Little did the farmer’s daughter know that Brett had ulterior motives to his offer. After all, he had been aching for a chance to get her alone, away from her overprotective family, and give her the time of her life.

For about half an hour, she followed his instructions as best she could, yet she failed miserably. She tried holding the rope tighter and then softer; she even tried the techniques he explained patiently. Still, it was more troublesome than she had imagined it would be.

“Damn, this is so hard!” she protested, and he chuckled at her frustration.

“Come on, little lady! It’s all in the wrist. You just have to be patient and practice over and over. Then you’ll get real good at it, believe me,” he replied, making her smile sheepishly. It was insane how beautiful she looked when she blushed.

“Yeah, easier said than done,” she responded teasingly, and he grinned charmingly, making the beautiful young woman blush even further.

“Hand it over, I’ll demonstrate again.” Brett extended his hand toward her, and she obediently placed the rope on his palm.

Little did she know that was the moment when everything would change between them. She had teased him one too many times, and now that they were alone, they were going to finally get to know each other much more intimately.

Brett took a few steps back, then threw the lasso right at her. Of course, she didn’t see it coming and was caught entirely by surprise. Jenna gasped and tried desperately to raise her arms, but it was impossible to do so.

He had wrapped the ropes around her petite frame, pinning her arms tightly against her sides. She looked down at the lasso and then up at Brett several times, as if trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

“What are you doing?! Let me go!” she hissed, slowly getting out of the shock.

“What do you think I’m doing, little lady?” he teased her playfully, his smirk sensual and devilish. Jenna couldn’t admit it out loud, not yet anyway, but his cocky attitude and being tied was making her oddly aroused in a way she had never experienced before.

“I don’t care what you think you’ll get out of this! Untie me right now, before I start screaming! If my dad and brothers ever find out you tied me up like a cow, you’ll be in a world of trouble, Brett!” she yelled.

Brett chuckled softly. “I’m not kidnapping you, Jenna. It’s just a silly game,” he replied, grinning wickedly and pulling her closer. It was easy enough, just tugging at the rope surrounding her petite body prompted her to step forward. “I’ll let you go if you do something for me.”

“What do you want?” she asked, squinting her eyes suspiciously.

“A kiss,” Brett replied nonchalantly, his grin growing even wider. She couldn’t help but think he looked damned handsome whenever he smirked that way. He was cocky and charming and surprisingly nonchalant about having her tied up with his lasso.

“A kiss? You must be insane!” she protested, blushing furiously. Jenna suddenly felt so feverish, and though she was reluctant to agree to those terms, she still felt oddly aroused by it all.

“Just one tiny kiss, Jenna, and you can go back to your dad’s farm,” Brett said, and she gave him a frustrated look, sighing heavily.

“Fine, just one tiny kiss!” Jenna said, and his smirk grew even wider. He pulled her closer then, tugging at the rope. Jenna was reeled in with surprising ease, and he loved having her under his control that way.

She stepped forward, almost stumbling to the floor until she landed in his arms. He was so strong and confident, dominant in a playful and sensual way.

He wrapped his strong arms around him and pulled her in, pinning her against his muscular chest and giving her a kiss she would never forget. It was searing hot, passionate, and dominant.

She had been ready to push him away the instant he pressed his lips against hers, letting him know she had already kissed him and now he should fulfill his promise. Instead, though, she melted in his arms, kissing him back hard, unable to resist his charm. He was so handsome, so sensual, so powerfully dominant... It drove her wild. She hadn’t expected it to feel so good; she hadn’t expected to want so much more from the tall, good-looking devil.

“Mmm, it seems you’re not so eager to have me let you go, little lady,” he teased her, his lips brushing against hers as he spoke. “Do you want me to untie you, Jenna?”

“No,” she whispered hotly, breathing heavily, her breasts heaving against his muscular chest. God, why was this man so damned irresistible?

“I’ve been waiting for this moment for such a long time. I’ve been watching you, Jenna. God, you’re so damned hot, and this ass of yours.” As he spoke, Brett’s hands rolled down her petite yet curvaceous body until they reached her perfect, apple-shaped buttocks.

Brett spanked her hard, shifting his wrist as expertly as he did when using the lasso. The palm of his hand against her Daisy Duke shorts sent shivers of arousal up and down her body, like waves crashing upon the shore.

“You spanked me!” Jenna said, both surprised and aroused at the same time. It felt so goddamn good, and she didn’t understand how that could be possible. She wasn’t usually into that kind of stuff, or at least she didn’t think she was! She had never experienced anything of the sort before, though.

“I did, and you seemed to like it, beautiful. Would you like me to do it again?” Brett asked, caressing her backside, waiting for her to reply. She flushed even further and tried saying no. She tried telling him to let her go and get his hands off her, but she couldn’t bring herself to do anything of the sort.

Instead, she nodded, feeling her body temperature rising at an alarming rate.

Brett spanked her again, and again, the air hissing as he moved his hand up only to strike her apple-shaped ass.

She couldn’t avoid moaning out loud, feeling powerful arousal emanating from her ass and swiftly spreading all over her body.

“I knew you’d like it, Jenna. You look like the kind of girl who aches to submit. You just didn’t know it yet,” Brett teased her and pulled her closer once more, kissing Jenna passionately. He slipped his tongue past her lips, the kiss promptly turning into something else. They made out right there in the field, aching to do so much more.

It was too risky staying there, though, where anyone could see them. Especially since, after waiting for so long, kissing would hardly be enough to satiate his needs. So Brett finally untied the lasso from her petite frame and grinned wickedly at her as he took her hand.

“Come with me, little lady,” he commanded.

Jenna couldn’t help but follow, her body burning up with a kind of desire that she had never experienced before. She wanted him so badly, and though she wasn’t certain how far she was going to let him go, she had an inkling that it would be all the way. After all, merely ten minutes before, she hadn’t even planned to kiss him! Yet his charm and dominant behavior had her melting for him. Brett seemed to have awakened a submissive streak she hadn’t even known was there until that very moment.

He took her to a nearby barn, one he knew would be empty during a lazy Sunday. It was warm and pleasant in there. Thankfully summer hadn’t arrived yet, or it would have been unbearably hot.

The moment they stepped inside and closed the door behind them, Brett guided Jenna down onto the floor, watching her auburn hair spread around her head like a crown. Her body was so gorgeous, so tempting. Her long, shapely legs were almost fully exposed thanks to her revealing shorts.

There were hay bales all around, and the floor was covered in a thick layer of hay. The hay tickled against her skin, and she looked up at Brett when he grabbed the lasso once more and crouched by her side.

“You have a submissive side you’ve never allowed yourself to explore. Now I’m going to help you bring out that side of you, let you enjoy it freely,” he whispered. He grinned wickedly, raised her arms up over her head, and placed her wrists together.

She was surprised but, this time, not taken aback by his attitude. The powerful arousal this little game had awakened in her tempted her to try so much more. To let him take this even further.

Once her hands were tightly tied over her head and she was completely at his mercy, Brett turned her around so she was lying on her stomach and raised his hand up in the air, then spanked her hard, twice. It was only then that he moved his hands up her shorts until he reached the hem. Hooking two fingers on either side, Brett pulled the shorts down over her ass, then slid them down her long, gorgeous legs.

Her panties were sexy and red, and they tightly embraced her apple-shaped ass. He loved seeing how the skin of her buttocks had gotten almost as red as her panties from the multiple spanks she had received. Jenna would remember their encounter for days, every time she sat down.

After he’d had his fun spanking her ass for what felt like hours, Brett rolled her over once more. She was flushed, incredibly aroused, and panting heavily. He unbuttoned her blouse, knowing that he couldn’t pull it over her head, not with her hands tied up with his lasso.

She wasn’t wearing a bra, so he had direct access to her perfect, round tits. He grunted with desire, and leaned in, catching one of her nipples between his lips. She moaned out loud as he flickered it with his tongue, making him feel so incredibly titillated. It felt so damned good, and she loved the way his hands seemed to be everywhere.

When he removed his own shirt, she gasped in delight at the sight of his abs flexing so sensually. Oh, she was enthralled by him, she couldn’t deny it!

What had begun as a tiny innocent kiss had swiftly turned into much more and, now, she couldn’t wait for him to take her right then and there.

When his fingers reached her sex right over her panties, it was more than Jenna could bear without pleading for him to fuck her hard.

“Please... Please, I need you,” she moaned. Brett smiled sensually, nodding as he removed his jeans. Her sex was so moist, so hot, and Jenna ached for him to plunge his cock deep inside her. How could she resist him when he made her feel alive?

She stared up at him with those beautiful, wide eyes, and Brett knew she was the girl he had been wanting for so long.

“I thought you’d never ask!” He grunted and finally rolled her panties down her long legs, noticing just how soaked her pussy was. Brett grinned as he positioned himself between her thighs and leaned in to kiss her. As their lips met, he pushed himself deep inside her, loving the way her perfect, wet sex clenched around his girth.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned wildly as he thrust into her over and over again, filling her up in ways she had never been touched before. With her hands high over her head, she could only submit to him, and she loved every instant of it.

“Do you want me to fuck you harder?” he asked hotly, biting her lower lip and tugging at it softly before letting go.

"Yes, please," she gasped, submitting to him and enjoying how he kept on thrusting harder and harder inside her, rocking her entire body with each new push. His cock pulsated hard inside the gorgeous, red-headed farmer’s daughter, and she submitted fully to her new lover.

It didn’t take Jenna long to lose control over her body completely, moaning out his name and panting as she embraced a powerful orgasm that rocked her entire body. She arched her back as high as it would go, bending her toes and throwing her head back.

He felt her pussy clenching powerfully around his girth, massaging his cock and prompting him to cum hard inside her. Brett squeezed her ass from the side, spanking it one last time before he finally collapsed on top of her petite body and kissed her passionately before rolling over.

“You’re welcome to come and visit me any time, little lady,” he whispered, untying her hands and grinning wickedly, making her blush even further. This time, though, Jenna grinned and nodded, knowing she couldn’t possibly resist him. “I think you and I can have a lot of fun together.”

“I’ll take you at your word,” she replied, grinning back at him. She kissed Brett with a blooming desire she had never experienced until he had wrapped that lasso around her petite body.

The End
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Almost two decades had passed since Dr. Olivia Lockhart started her residency at Mercy Hospital, and in those years, she had forged a successful and rewarding career. Now the head of critical care, she counted herself among the most senior staff at the hospital. Having only recently passed the milestone of her 40th birthday, she was also one of the youngest department heads in the hospital’s long and prestigious history. Her age put her in something of a sweet spot, commanding the respect of her peers while still being able to turn a few heads as she walked along the corridors. With her slender figure and long, shimmering chestnut hair, she could give even some of the pretty young nurses a run for their money. Over the years, her looks had helped her evade some of the less desirable obligations of her position. A sultry smile and a flutter of her eyelashes was all it took to get her way. One particularly thorny issue seemed to crop up every year, but she had become quite adept at dodging it.

It was customary for members of the senior staff to embrace the long-standing mentorship program. Each year, a fresh crop of new faces would grace the hospital’s wings, and every year Olivia would manage to talk her way out of it. The hardest part was justifying it to herself, given how much she had learned from her own mentor all those years ago. She owed a great debt to him and credited his wisdom for much of the success she had enjoyed in the years since. Her fondness for him went beyond a mere appreciation of his teachings, though. She thought about him often, recalling the intense crush that she had harbored for him back in the day. It had spawned an entire library of lurid fantasies, which she would still visit from time to time. Every mentor meeting had been the beginning of another sordid tale that went frustratingly unfinished. There was something unspeakably exciting about the idea of having an affair with her mentor, but her career was worth far more to her than a naughty fling. Alas, it was not to be, but the prospect of indulging in an inappropriate relationship had idled in her mind ever since. It was only a matter of time before the dark depths of her imagination became manifest, but it never occurred to her that the roles might be reversed.

It was that time of year again, and she found herself trying to come up with another excuse. Her job devoured too much of her time as it was, and the last thing that she needed was to have to babysit some wet-eared student. That was until she happened to notice a dashing young junior doctor chatting up the nurses at the monitoring station one afternoon. After a bit of subtle investigation, she learned that his name was Damien Shaw, and that he was one of the handful of new trainees. He was in his mid-20s, but his steely gaze and confident stride portrayed the self-assured look of a man beyond his years. His piercing blue eyes and cheeky smile had a disarming effect on almost every woman he came into contact with. Olivia could see why the nurses fawned over him. She was just as guilty of it herself, although she tried not to show it. He could often be seen shadowing the venerable Dr. Carson about the hospital, absorbing the decades of wisdom being dispensed by the old man. It seemed that Carson had instantly recognized Damien’s gift for medicine and snapped him up as soon as he’d arrived. Olivia cursed herself for not being more open-minded about the mentorship program. Having such a handsome young stud following her around all day wouldn’t have been nearly as bad as she’d expected.

Damien soon began to appear in her thoughts in much the same way her own mentor had done all those years ago. Every sighting sparked a provocative new fantasy to add to the collection. The image of his chiseled features and strong physique became etched into her consciousness, keeping her thinking about him more and more with every day that passed. Because of her infatuation, she couldn’t have been more excited when she learned of Dr. Carson’s impending retirement. She wished the old man well, of course, but her thoughts quickly turned to the welfare of his beautiful apprentice. Damien still needed the support and guidance of a mentor, and Olivia was only too happy to oblige. However, she soon discovered that wasn’t the only one with a desire for Damien’s flesh.

It seemed that Damien had caught the eye of Dr. Taylor Price, the hospital’s head of physical therapy. She was a little older than Olivia, but only by a couple of years. Olivia liked to imagine that Taylor was jealous of her youth, but in reality, the envy went mostly in the other direction. Taylor’s stunning hourglass figure was the only one to turn more heads than Olivia’s. She often wore a wide belt around her waist to emphasize the sublime curvature of her hips and bust. Her dress sense was impeccable and of late, she had been rocking a stylish silvery pixie cut that gave her a very distinctive look. Not only that, she was recently divorced and no doubt hankering for a naughty little fling to wash away the foul taste of her ex-husband. The competition was very real, and Olivia suspected that she might have to use some underhand tactics to gain the advantage. She could never have known just how far she would have to go, though.

It was a slow Tuesday evening and the hour was growing late. Dr. Carson had already said his goodbyes and departed the hospital for the last time, leaving Damien to finish up the shift on his own. The young doctor sat on a bench in the staff room, scribbling away at some paperwork that was pinned to a clipboard on his lap. The place was quiet, almost eerily so. It had been a hectic day and his ears were still ringing from all the commotion. The evening was far from over, though. He had merely entered the eye of the storm and the other side was closing in fast. After a few minutes, the door crept open and one of the nurses from the nearby monitoring station peered inside.

“Dr. Shaw?” she asked.

“Yes?” Damien said with a smile.

“You’re wanted in Dr. Carson’s office,” explained the nurse.

“Are you sure?” he frowned. “Wanted by whom?”

The nurse simply raised her hands and shrugged.

“Alright, thanks,” he said with a nod. The nurse returned to her post, leaving Damien to figure out what was going on. He packed the papers into his locker and then set off toward Dr. Carson’s office, which was tucked away at the end of a quiet corridor. When he reached the door, he detected the faint scent of women’s perfume hanging on the warm air. It was quite different from the smell of disinfectant that permeated the rest of the hospital. Usually, he would knock first and then wait for his mentor to answer. However, Dr. Carson was long gone and his curiosity had been piqued too far to wait. He turned the handle and pushed the door open, immediately noticing the two senior doctors inside. Olivia stood leaning against the edge of Dr. Carson’s large mahogany desk, while Taylor reclined in the old man’s comfy leather chair.

“Uh... Hi,” he said, lingering in the doorway. “Did you want to see me?”

“Yes, please come in,” said Olivia. He returned a slight nod and stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

“Okay...” he replied, stepping a little closer. “It’s Doctors Lockhart and... Price? Correct?”

Olivia loved that he’d paused on Taylor’s name. She struck it up as a point in her favor.

“Yes,” purred Taylor, lifting herself out of the chair to greet him. “But you can call me Taylor.”

“Olivia’s fine, too,” added Olivia. They both shook him tenderly by the hand and then gestured for him to join them on the old leather couch which sat against the wall opposite the door.

“Very well,” he replied, giving off a brief flutter of nervous laughter. “What can I do for you?”

They sat on either side of him; Taylor to his left, Olivia on the right. He reclined against the cushion, but the women remained perched on the edge of the seat, gazing back at him.

“Well, as you know, Dr. Carson is no longer with us,” explained Taylor.

“And since he was your mentor, that leaves you in a bit of a strange situation,” continued Olivia.

“So, we were wondering if you’ve put any thought into who you’d like as a mentor now that Dr. Carson is gone,” added Taylor.

“I see.” Damien nodded, trying to suppress his knowing grin. “I’ve thought about it, but honestly, there are so many talented doctors here that I’m a little spoiled for choice.”

“That’s true,” replied Taylor. “But if I may be so bold, I think I could offer more than most.”

“I’m listening,” said Damien.

“Well, I know you’re hoping to move into neurology once you’re fully qualified,” she explained. “I could put in a good word for you. A good reference goes a long way.”

“Actually, I’m good friends with Dr. Jenkins,” Olivia said, perking up and sensing her opportunity to strike. “He’s the head of neurology.”

“Couldn’t I just ask Dr. Jenkins to be my mentor, then?” teased Damien.

“Oh, he’s far too busy.” Taylor shook her head. “He wouldn’t have time.”

“Unlike me,” Olivia said. “I would always make time for you in my schedule.”

Not wanting to be outdone, Taylor quickly interjected. “As would I!” she said with a smile, placing her hand gently on Damien’s knee. “Maybe I could get you interested in physical therapy instead.”

Olivia couldn’t deny that it was a hard act to follow. It was then that she noticed that Taylor had undone the top few buttons of her blouse, showing off the deep crevice of her breasts. It was such an alluring sight that, for a brief moment, Olivia almost wished that she was the one sitting in the middle. She placed her own hand onto Damien’s other knee and slowly moved it up along the top of his thigh, bringing it to rest just an inch or two from his crotch.

“I don’t know...” she hummed, seductively curling her bottom lip between her teeth. “I think he’d prefer a little intensive care.”

“You slut!” squealed Taylor, immediately lifting her hand up and placing it on Damien’s chest. “Trust me, I can get very physical!”

“Bitch!” Olivia silently mouthed back at Taylor.

“Ladies, there’s no need to fight,” said Damien. “I’m sure we can work something out to everyone’s satisfaction.”

“What do you have in mind?” asked Taylor.

“Well, I don’t think there’s any rule that says I can only have one mentor.” Damien grinned, running each of his hands around the smalls of their backs.

“You want us both?” Olivia said, frowning.

“I don’t see why not.” He grinned, quietly tucking his fingers down the backs of their skirts. “I think this could be the beginning of a very fruitful relationship.”

They could both feel the warmth of his wandering hands, but neither of them made any attempt to stop him. If anything, Olivia only wanted him to delve even deeper.

“Don’t you think that’s a little greedy?” Taylor said with a laugh.

“Not at all. I don’t think it would be fair if I only picked one of you,” he said with a smirk. “In fact, if I can’t have both of you, then I will have neither.”

“Are we still talking about mentoring?” Olivia said with a grin. The room fell silent for a moment, but their eyes continued to speak. They all knew what they wanted and, without a single word being spoken, they found themselves in complete agreement.

“How physical and intense are we talking?” Damien asked suggestively. Without missing a beat, Taylor leaned in and pressed her lips against his. Olivia watched intently as they kissed, surprising herself with how little jealousy she felt. She knew her turn was imminent and the prospect of kissing him ignited a fire inside her that could not be suppressed. She moved her hand across and placed it directly onto the fly of his trousers, feeling the thick bulge of his cock beginning to twitch beneath the fabric. He gave off a delighted murmur and shifted slightly on the cushion.

The kiss grew more intense, and they slipped their tongues into each other’s mouths as their hot breath streamed across each other’s cheeks. Needles of saliva stretched between their lips when they withdrew and then quickly came in for another kiss. His cock grew firmer beneath Olivia’s hand and spasmed against his trousers, just itching to be released. She unfastened his belt and rolled the zip down, opening his fly to reveal the immense bulge of his cock beneath his boxers. She pulled them down and allowed it to spring out into the open.

“Big boy,” said Taylor, after finally peeling herself away from his lips. Her gaze instantly became fixed on the thick shaft of his cock, admiring the way it flexed in Olivia’s tender grasp as she stroked it up and down, rolling his foreskin back and forth over the glistening pink head.

“Take it,” said Olivia, handing it over to Taylor to take her turn at kissing him. She leaned in close and locked lips with him, moaning softly as their tongues gently coiled together. Their embrace quickly intensified and, almost without thinking, Olivia began to claw at the buttons of his shirt. She slipped her fingers inside and ran them through the ridges of his firm muscles, feeling the warmth of his body radiating from his skin. Meanwhile, Taylor pulled his trousers down and took off his shoes. She knelt on the floor beside his legs and leaned over, taking his rigid cock in her hands as she wrapped her lips around it. Olivia prised herself away for a moment and watched as Taylor’s mouth sank down around his cock. The calm air became filled with the satisfying smack of her lips rolling up and down the shaft. It was too tempting for Olivia to resist and within seconds, she was down on the floor beside Taylor.

“I guess this can be our first act as co-mentors...” Taylor said with a chuckle. She kissed her way down to the base of his shaft and then began to run her tongue around his balls, sucking each one in turn. At the same time, Olivia took his cock in her mouth and began to lash her tongue beneath it. She moaned noisily down the shaft, causing him to let out another delighted whimper. He watched carefully as the two older women gorged themselves on his manhood, running his hands around the backs of their heads to keep them in place. They had no intention of pulling away, though. They remained on their knees before him, pleasuring him with their mouths for a few minutes. Had anybody seen them, they might have thought that he was their superior rather than the other way around. The way they ravenously devoured his cock was almost as if they had reverted to being horny young students again.

“So...” Taylor said when they finally came up for air. “Whose counsel would like first?”

“Actually, I’d like to see just how well the two of you can work together,” he replied.

Olivia and Taylor turned and exchanged anxious smiles as they looked each other up and down. Taylor’s breasts seemed even bigger up close, and Olivia felt a strange compulsion to wrap her fingers around them and give them a firm squeeze.

“What do you think?” Taylor grinned, seductively stroking her fingers down the side of Olivia’s arm. “Shall we cooperate?”

Olivia gave her a sultry nod and gave off a nervous quiver when Taylor leaned closer. She found herself on the cusp of indulging a hidden desire that she’d never even realized she wanted. That said, when their lips met and they formed a steamy embrace, she felt as if she’d done it countless times before. It all seemed so natural, and as their kiss grew more intense, she almost forgot the reason she was there in the first place. Damien seemed perfectly content to watch them, quietly stroking his hard cock while they kissed and fondled each other. They remained on their knees in front of the couch, running their hands all over each other’s bodies. It was one of the most electrifying moments of Olivia’s life, stoking the fire inside her until she could barely control herself. She plucked at the buttons of Taylor’s blouse and peeled the sides open to reveal her wondrous cleavage. Taylor’s breasts heaved beneath the cups of her bra, almost spilling over the top with each breath she drew.

“Your tits are amazing,” Olivia said with a laugh, unable to resist wrapping her fingers around each of them. Taylor simply smiled and reached back to release the clasp of her bra. The cups fell away, allowing her juicy, round breasts to jiggle freely in the air between them. She tossed her blouse and bra aside and then moaned softly as Olivia’s fingers coiled around her flesh.

“Your turn,” said Taylor, reaching beneath Olivia’s arms to unbutton her blouse. They proceeded to undress each other, stripping each other’s clothes piece by piece until they were both wearing only their knickers. They rose to their feet and stood almost naked before Damien. He leaned forward and gripped the sides of Taylor’s panties between his fingers, slowly inching them down to reveal the soft tuft of pubic hair hiding beneath. They dropped to her ankles, leaving the slit of her pussy on show. He ran his hand up the inside of her thigh and tenderly stroked her pussy lips, peeling them slightly apart to coat his fingers with a thin layer of her juices. Then, he raised his wet fingers to his lips and sucked the warm nectar from them. Olivia trembled nervously when he turned his gaze onto her. He slipped her lacy black knickers down and then stroked her pussy as well. It felt especially arousing knowing where his fingers had just been. She could almost feel the warmth of Taylor’s pussy radiating from them.

“Let me go first,” whispered Taylor, leaning in close beside Olivia’s ear. “I want to taste you while he fucks me.”

Olivia shivered with anticipation and eagerly climbed onto the sofa, propping a soft cushion against the arm so she could recline lengthways against it. Taylor mounted the sofa in front of her and bent over on all fours, wiggling her ass behind her to present herself to Damien. She pushed Olivia’s knees apart, spreading her thighs to reveal the glistening pink slit of her pussy. A droplet of her sweet juices seeped out and rolled down into the crevice of her ass. Taylor sank her head between Olivia’s thighs and wrapped her lips around her clit, stroking it softly with her tongue. Olivia’s head lolled back on her shoulders and a deep, guttural moan drifted out between her lips. She could tell that it wasn’t Taylor’s first time eating another woman’s pussy, and the pressure of her tongue soon left Olivia’s thighs quivering against Taylor’s cheeks. She wrapped her hand around the back of Taylor’s head and held it in place, gently thrusting her hips upward to meet the divine pressure of her tongue.

Meanwhile, Damien climbed behind Taylor and gave her perky ass a gentle smack. She let out a delighted yelp that quickly blended into the soft chorus of blissful moaning and panting coming from Olivia’s lips. He aimed his cock between Taylor’s parted thighs and pushed it inside her, splitting her dripping wet pussy lips wide open around the sides of his thick shaft. Taylor’s eyes flared as she felt it plunging inside her, and the resulting groan trembled through Olivia’s groin. Damien began to thrust his cock in and out, smacking the full weight of his body against Taylor’s rippling buttocks. She rocked back and forth between him and Olivia, taking his cock deep inside her while she snacked on her pussy. The couch quietly creaked and rattled beneath them as he fucked her harder and faster. Her lips remained clamped firmly around Olivia’s clit, sucking firmly on it and lashing it with her tongue. A swell of tingly pressure mounted in Olivia’s loins, growing stronger with every masterful stroke of Taylor’s tongue. No man had ever eaten her out so thoroughly, and she soon found herself in the throes of carnal lust.

“Let me do you,” she whimpered, leaning forward just close enough for Taylor to hear. Taylor lifted her head from between Olivia’s thighs and smiled with wet lips. Olivia shuffled further down onto the couch cushions, resting her head against the arm while Taylor climbed over her body. Damien pushed Olivia’s thighs wide open and sidled up close between them, gently smacking the thick fleshy rod of his cock against her clitoris and sending specks of her warm juices splashing across her inner thighs. He aimed the tip of his cock between her wet lips and glided it inside, filling every inch of her pussy with his rock-hard manhood. Her labia stretched around it and clung to the sides, rolling over every bump and ridge adorning the shaft. She groaned noisily as he thrust it in and out, arching her back slightly off the cushions in the process.

Taylor placed her knees on the arms of the couch and straddled Olivia’s head. Her freshly fucked pussy looked so inviting, and Olivia could hardly wait to snack hungrily on it. When Taylor lowered herself down, Olivia opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the hood of her clitoris. It all felt so new and exhilarating, and yet completely easy and natural at the same time. She formed a tight vacuum with her lips and began to suck on Taylor’s clit, firmly circling her tongue around the exposed little pink bead. It felt firm to the touch, and she could almost feel the throbbing energy vibrating from it. She wrapped her hands around Taylor’s ass and held her close as she gorged on her clit, sending her into a fit of elated moaning that filled the room. The noise dovetailed with Olivia’s sensual panting, punctuated by the vigorous grunt of Damien’s voice as he pounded her pussy on the couch. He held her thighs down and rammed his cock inside her, fucking her so hard and deep that it almost hurt. Pleasure pulsated from her groin and spread through every nerve ending in her body. The hairs on her arms stood on end as rashes of goosebumps soared across her flesh. It felt so good that she was sure she would cum at any moment. Taylor, however, was already past the point of no return.

Taylor’s hips began to tremble above Olivia’s face, squirming firmly against the pressure of her tongue to squeeze every drop of pleasure from it. She howled with desire and started to spasm as overwhelming orgasmic contractions swept through her body. The erotic swaying of her hips so close to Olivia’s face turned her on more than she could ever have imagined. She kept her tongue lodged against Taylor’s clit and lashed it as hard as she could muster, tasting the creamy nectar leaking from her pussy in the process. At the same time, she reached down and started to toy with her own clit, amplifying the already immense surges of pleasure being delivered by Damien’s thick girth. It soon became too much for her to handle, leaving her hips twitching and shaking with the onset of her own blistering climax. Her back arched even higher off the cushions and her breasts jiggled wildly atop her chest, propelled by the thrashing motion of her orgasmic convulsions as well as the thunderous pounding energy of Damien’s cock. Taylor climbed down and knelt beside the sofa, leaning over to suck on Olivia’s firm nipples as she watched the orgasmic spasms rolling through her body. Olivia gasped and groaned in ecstasy, trembling through one euphoric surge after another until finally, she slumped back down onto the cushions. She lay there for a few moments, slowly regaining control of her breath.

Taylor gently coaxed her down off the couch and, together, they knelt on the floor with their eyes fixed on the shaft of Damien’s cock. He stood in front of them, cradling it in his fingers and slowly jerking it up and down just inches from their faces. Like good girls, they pressed their cheeks together and opened their mouths, extending their tongues as they anxiously waited to receive his sticky load. The bulbous pink head swelled with each stroke of his hand, causing a droplet of pre-cum to seep from the tip. Olivia leaned in and licked it up, then turned to kiss Taylor and pass it across between their tongues. Damien’s muscles tensed up and his hips began to quiver. A few seconds later, his cock bulged in his hand and a torrent of hot, milky cum erupted from the tip. It splashed across their lips and dripped into their mouths, swirling around their tongues as they shared his load with a kiss. They each swallowed some of his seed and then sucked the last drops from his spasming cock. Then, the three of them climbed up onto the couch and reclined against the cushions once more.

“Well...” purred Taylor, sporting a dirty yet satisfied smile. “I think we can safely say your first performance evaluation was exemplary.”

“Top marks,” Olivia concurred.

“I think we should schedule at least one a week,” added Taylor.

“Make it two!” said Olivia.

“Fuck it, we can do this every day for all I care,” Damien said with a laugh. His sexual appetite seemed to be insatiable. If he was anywhere near as good a doctor as he was a lover, he would make an excellent addition to any hospital staff. Olivia’s burning libido wasn’t far behind, though. That evening, she had experienced heights of sexual excitement that she could never have expected. It was one thing to have sex with a younger man, but the thing that had truly shaken her world was how much she had enjoyed kissing, touching, and tasting another woman’s flesh. The fact that they were both colleagues only added to the naughty appeal, and she couldn’t wait to indulge in her newfound desires even further. It felt as if she had found a secret window into the realm of fantasy which, until that day had, existed purely within the confines of her own mind. Her lurid thoughts had spilled over into reality and she could hardly wait to explore them in the flesh. All of a sudden, the mentorship program didn’t seem so bad after all.

The End
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Hi, my name is Amanda. I just turned 31 years old this month and my husband and I celebrated my birthday by giving me something I've always wanted to try: multiple guys at the same time as he watched. Well, it was kind of a joint present. You see, my husband has always had an interest in watching me have sex with another guy and I have always wanted to give him that wish. His cuckold fetish began not long after we married, and he felt rather bad that he was the second guy I had ever slept with since I lost my virginity right after high school at 18 years old. To tell the truth, it wasn't the greatest sex. My first time was awkward and there was no romance to it. Just me and my then-boyfriend in the back of his car, consisting of about ten minutes of trying to find a comfortable position, and then he came. Luckily, he was wearing a condom because I wasn't on birth control like I am now.

Well, fast forward to me meeting Jacob when I was 20 and in college. We hit it off right away and dated for about 5 months before we took the step into the realm of sex. Jacob is a couple of years older than I am and, at the time, had some sexual experience that fuelled my interest in sex beyond my failed first attempt. He was amazing at everything, and although he isn't the most hung guy compared to many of the porn actors I've seen, he can certainly get me off with no problem. Despite this, he has always been kind of sad that I really didn't get to play around as much as he did when I was in college. Honestly, I have always been very happy with my sex life with Jacob, but I can't deny that I had always wondered what other men were like in bed.

Well, after two years of being together, he proposed and I said yes. We have decided on no kids for at least a couple more years, and he has been the only man to get me off. One night, he and I had just started fooling around when he started asking me questions like, “What is the one thing you’ve always wanted to try?” or, “Would you ever want to try a threesome?” At first, I was rather shy about it, but when we started getting further into our playing around that night, I told him I had always wanted to try sex with multiple guys and that usually my masturbation fantasies involved 3 guys: one black, the other white, and all of my holes filled. That really turned him on, and for the first time that night, we tried anal and I loved every second of it. Jacob told me his fetish, and so up until this night I’m about to share with you, we always talked about it and had really great nights of fun thinking about it. The only problem with making my fantasy a reality was that I'm rather shy and self conscious about my appearance. I'm rather on the petite side. I'm blonde, 5' 7”, have B cup breasts, blue eyes. Everyone, including my husband, tells me I'm beautiful, that I have a great ass, and that I look wonderful in a tight skirt. But it still didn't help that I, like most women, didn't feel very pretty.

That is, until this new guy, Robert, started working at my job.

Robert is a 37-year-old 6' 3” black man, divorced, short hair, and has the most amazing light brown eyes. After a couple of months of working at the same place as him, we spoke mostly in passing, but it was always rather flirtatious, eyes wandering over each other as we greeted, exchanging smiles and backward looks. I had never thought it would go much further, even though Jacob had told me to ask him out for a drink, talk, and see where it may go.

So, a couple of months went by and my birthday was fast approaching, and I never did talk with Robert until one night when my car wouldn't start. I was slightly late leaving the office and when I turned the key in the ignition, it just wouldn't crank. So, I was standing in the parking garage talking with Jacob on the phone with the hood of my car up, when I heard a voice behind me ask me if I needed help. I turned to see who it was and I was face-to-face with Robert. I felt a tingly sensation in my gut that ran between my legs as I told him my car had died, and he offered to give me a lift. Still on the phone, I told Jacob who it was and he said to accept the ride, understanding the fact that Robert and I may decide to go out for a drink.

So, I accepted the ride and, on the way out, I asked Robert if he would like to go out and have a drink or two to get to know one another. He was hesitant at first because I am married, but I explained to him how my husband didn't mind and that seemed to put his mind at ease. We found a quiet little restaurant with a bar and got a booth. We ordered some drinks and an appetizer and began talking. We talked about work and mundane things in our lives, but as we ordered drink after drink, we began talking about more personal things as we started to loosen up around each other. We talked about everything in our lives from my marriage with Jacob to his divorce from his wife, and we really hit it off. After about two hours of talking and getting more than a little tipsy, I decided to be brave and ask him if I could sit next to him in our darkened booth so I could ask him a really personal question. He looked into my eyes and gave me a smile before he said yes, and then I slipped over to his side and scooted rather close. I don't know what had come over me except maybe because I was kind of drunk, but I had the sudden courage to speak my mind, and I did. I placed my hand on his thigh and I leaned in close to his ear as he tilted his head to listen. The mix of his cologne and manly musk almost made me swoon, and I had to close my eyes to keep the room from spinning. Being intoxicated and thinking of the subject I was about to breach with Robert, I could feel my womanhood grow moist.

“I was wondering,” I said quietly, “if you found me attractive?”

“Oh yeah,” he responded with enthusiasm. “Most definitely! I've always found you to be very beautiful.”

I know I blushed, but I didn't move away from him, and I found my hand on his thigh, rubbing gently as I spoke. “Would you, by any chance, be interested in having a couple of drinks with my husband and I one night?” I said with a smile. “Don't get me wrong, nothing would happen with you and my husband, it would be all for me.”

“Tonight?” Robert asked, his smile growing larger.

“Not tonight,” I answered back, “but very soon. I need to talk to Jacob about making plans for a night.”

“Count me in,” Robert said, reaching down and taking my hand that I didn't even realize had moved up his inner thigh and was gently gripping just below his penis. I pulled away with a giggle and he paid for our drinks.

We left arm-in-arm to his car, and along the way home, we talked more about the night I had just invited him to. He was very excited and even admitted to having had some experience with group sex before. Before I could ask about it, he pulled into my driveway and as I got out of the car, I leaned over and kissed him. I couldn't believe I was doing it, but when I did, I reached in between his legs and felt the massive hardness he had under his pants. It was enormous in my hand and I could only fantasize what it would be like to ride it, having it deep inside me as Jacob watched. He groaned as he kissed me back and we both made out for at least a full minute, setting my pussy on fire for sex. I almost invited him in right there and then, but I knew I had to talk with Jacob first.

After exchanging numbers, getting out, and watching him drive away, I walked inside and was greeted by my husband. I didn't even say anything, I just jumped my husband's body straight away in the front hallway. He didn't object at all and we ended up leaving a trail of clothes from the front door all the way to the couch and into the bedroom. We screwed our brains out for what seemed like hours and I told him Robert was more than interested in coming over one night. I must have cum six times that night and Jacob came twice because the thought of finally having a threesome was really turning us both on so much that we couldn't stop fucking.

The next morning, Jacob asked me for Robert's phone number so he could have a talk with him about the night of sex. I gave it to him and he drove me to work so he could get my car to the shop. I walked around work with a big stupid grin on my face all day long and a fire raging between my legs. Everyone at work kept asking me why I was smiling so much and I just told them that Jacob was giving me a surprise for my birthday. That seemed to satisfy people's curiosity and when I saw Robert, we both stopped to have a conversation in the hall. He told me he talked with Jacob and that he and my husband were going out to have a couple of beers later to talk. I knew mostly it was so Jacob could get to know Robert before he allowed another man to have sex with me, but when my birthday came up, I found out both of them had made plans to really give me a surprise I had not expected.

The night of my birthday, Jacob told me to wear something that said, “Rip this off and fuck me,” so I wore a tight black one-piece body skirt that tied around my neck and hung onto my curves as if it was painted onto my body. I wore a pair of black lace thongs, no bra, and thigh highs held on by a garter belt underneath. Jacob said it was perfect and made no mention of where we were going or what was happening, but I knew it had something to do with Robert because the weeks before this night, Robert had this smile on his face at work that told me something was up, but he kept it a secret. The not knowing what was going to happen kept me horny everyday, and the last week before my birthday, Jacob would not have sex with me no matter how much I begged. He just kept saying to wait until my birthday, so I had no other choice but to wait. And I'm glad I did because the next morning after that night, I was well-satisfied with my surprise.

Jacob took me out for dinner and a little dancing at a local club. By the time we left the club, I was energized and ready for the next part of the night. When we got into the car to go to our next destination, I began to lean over and give Jacob some head, but he stopped me, saying that I needed to save my energy. When we pulled into a very nice hotel parking lot, I began to tremble at the thought of what was in store for me. Jacob called someone on his cell phone and asked for a room number, leading me by the hand to the elevator to go to the top floor. We arrived at the honeymoon suite and my husband knocked on the door. I was holding onto Jacob closely when Robert answered the door, wearing nothing more than a tank top and a pair of pajama pants. The men shook hands and I almost ran into Robert's arms as he grabbed me into a hug. He pulled away, looked me over, smiled this hungry smile, and invited us in. I was so turned on about the thought of having both men that I could feel my thong getting moist, but when I stepped into the room and saw two more gorgeous guys wearing almost nothing, I squealed in delight.

“Happy Birthday, sweetheart,” Jacob said, giving me a hug from behind and kissing me on my cheek. He moved away from me to pour himself a drink at the bar and watched as I stood there in the middle of the room like a deer caught in headlights. I had never met the two other men in the room before, but Robert introduced them by taking me by the hand and leading me over to them. “This is Ben,” he said. “Ben, this is Amanda.”

“A real pleasure,” the tall black man said to me. He was a little shorter than Robert but just as muscular. There wasn't even a bit of fat on his frame. He had wide shoulders, six pack abs, and wore nothing but a pair of pants. He had shoulder length dreadlocks and dark eyes, and by the way he looked at me, I just knew I was in for a hell of a night.

“And this here,” Robert continued, “is Adrian.” I walked over to the other toned man in the room and felt like a porn princess who was going to have the night of her life. Adrian was white but had a dark tan. He wore a short sleeved shirt with a pair of boxers covering his man parts, and I could tell by the way his thighs bulged and rippled with muscles that he worked out quite a bit. He had short cropped hair and beautiful blue eyes, and he shook my hand with a sex hungry smile. It didn't take but a second after the introductions before I felt the presence of Ben moving up behind me. I looked back and saw Jacob making himself comfortable on one of the armchairs, holding his drink, waiting for the show to start. The look on his face told me he was really going to enjoy it too, so instead of keeping him waiting, I immediately turned around to Ben and kissed him.

I had to step on my tiptoes to do it, but Ben wrapped his arms around me and that was when I felt the other men's hands begin to explore my body. My entire body reacted to this attention; my toes curled, my stomach tightened, and my pussy got so wet that my thong was almost soaked. I felt both Adrian and Robert pull my skirt up around my waist, grabbing my bare ass and running their hands up and down my legs. Ben pulled my skirt up and over my head, finishing what the other two had started, and as soon as my tits were free, he sucked the left nipple into his mouth. I clung to his shoulders as he fed on me and felt my thong get pulled free, hands beginning to explore the hot wet space between my legs. “Holy shit,” Adrian said. “She is soaking wet!”

“Oh yeah?” I heard Robert answer. “Well then, I got to taste that!” And with that, he shifted my legs apart while I stood, Ben continuing to suck on my nipples. Adrian came around to my front and leaned in to kiss me as I felt Robert's head slip in between my legs from behind. Robert's mouth and tongue found my clit fast and I would have fallen over if it hadn't been for the two other men holding me up. Adrian moved down to my free breast and began sucking my hard nub. All three sets of hands were moving me in such a way that I knew it wouldn't take long for my first climax to settle in. I was already horny from the anticipation of this night, so finally having Robert between my legs, plus the two extra men as a surprise birthday present, put me on cloud nine.

The mixture of manly smells was making me drunk for sex and I could no longer tell whose hands were where or how I was being held up. I felt hands pushing me down and I didn't know how Robert kept his mouth on my pussy, but he went right on down with me as I fell to my knees. I looked down into Robert's eyes and felt his tongue part my labia lips. He lapped at me with a ferocity that was bringing me closer and closer to cumming, but I held it back as much as I could. Suddenly, when I looked up, there in front of me were two of the largest hard cocks I had ever seen outside of a porn movie. An 11 inch black one and a 9 inch white one; both of their owners stroked them in front of my face. I didn't even think about it, I just reached up and took control of them both, first pulling Ben’s into my mouth.

To say he tasted great would be an understatement. Never before had I been with more than one guy at a time, and there I was with three. There is something to be said about having one man lick my pussy and one man in my mouth, all the while jerking off the third. I was in cock heaven and was so turned on that I had forgotten Jacob was in the room watching me. The huge chocolate rod in my mouth was so delicious that I couldn't stop sucking on it. I felt fingers grip my hair and pull me away, but I just tried to go back to it. The hand controlling my head moved me over to Adrian and I swallowed his staff just as hungrily as I had Ben’s not two seconds before. The wonderful sensation on my clit never stopped and, for some reason, the climax I felt building hit a peak and simply stayed there. I was in a total sexual trance, a place I had never been before when fucking just one guy. I mean, Jacob had gotten me close, but not like at that moment with all three guys. I sucked Adrian for a minute, then moved back to Ben. After having given them both some much-needed attention, I felt Robert quit licking me which stopped me for a moment to watch him as he stood up next to the other two men.

I quickly pulled down his pajama pants and his penis swung out in front of my face. It was the same size as Ben's, but curved upward, and for the first time in about 15 minutes, I realized Jacob was sitting there with his mouth wide open in total fascination at what he was seeing. So with that, I gave him something to watch. I swallowed Robert about halfway and slowly released him from my mouth, allowing Jacob to watch inch by wet inch escape my lips. When my mouth parted around Robert's swollen cock head, I swirled my tongue over it and went back in just as slow. Robert held onto my hair as I reached up and gripped Adrian with my left hand and Ben moved around to my right so my free hand could stroke him. The profile view Jacob got must have been amazing as my head bobbed down on Robert and my hands moved in unison on the other two men.

The smell of sex was so thick in the room you could have cut it with a knife and it just served to turn me on even more. I could feel my wetness drip from my vagina lips, forming a small puddle on the floor, when suddenly the men picked me up and placed me on my back on the edge of the bed. Being moved like this made me feel dominated, as if the only way I was going to leave this room was to satisfy each of these men's urges. But I didn't want to leave the room. I was so surprised by how courageous I was being in this situation, that I was ready for anything. What I really was ready for was what Robert was about to give me as he got in between my legs.

Adrian and Ben climbed up on the bed on either side of my face as Robert pressed the head of his dick into my dripping pussy. He didn't enter me just yet, but instead leaned forward and sucked on my tits as I took Adrian's rod into my mouth. My other hand stroked Ben as I felt Robert move from one nipple to the other all the while rubbing himself against my opening. I moaned softly on the penis down my throat and when I felt Robert stand up and thrust the first four inches inside of me, I had to pull away from Adrian in order to let out a heavy cry of pleasure. Robert held it there for a few seconds and I then took Ben into my mouth. As Robert began to slip further into me, the taste of cock got even better and I swallowed as much as I could without gagging. I could feel Robert's penis hit my G-spot and push even further to my cervix. There was some pain, but it hurt so good. I could feel my pussy latch onto him, trying to suck him off, and Robert sat still for a moment breathing heavily. “So, how is it?” Ben asked.

“God damn, she is fucking tight!” Robert answered, pulling out a little, then thrusting in more. I moaned heavily, switching my lips over to Adrian, and I could feel that sexual peak coming back stronger. I didn't think I would have been able to hold onto it as Robert began to speed up his rhythm, me moving my mouth between the two men on either side of me, but I did. It was like a steady orgasm that never ended. Robert pumped me slow at first but began to get harder, forcing me to try to keep a cock in my mouth. Finally, I just held onto both Adrian and Ben, stroking them as I watched Robert hold my legs apart, fucking me. Watching and feeling this gorgeous ebony man fuck me with a dick in each hand was all it took to launch me over the edge of that peak. When Robert heard the moan start from my gut and felt my woman parts grip him even tighter, he shoved himself all the way in and hit bottom, sending me into the first of two of the most powerful orgasms I had that night. I could not hold back the scream that erupted from my throat because the pleasure that ripped through me was like no other I had ever felt in my life. I could feel my pussy become even more wet and squirt out from around the big black dong penetrating me. My whole body shook, and when I started to come down, Robert pulled out, leaving a wet puddle behind him on the bed.

I wasn't done though. I sat up and pushed Adrian down onto the bed and straddled him. My honey was flowing out of me as I slid my vagina across the underside of his meat.

“Put your cock in me!” I growled, and he obeyed with a smile. He reached down and slipped his thickness, with no effort at all, all the way inside of me. I rode him hard and fast and when I sat up with his prick filling me, both Ben and Robert stood on either side of me, ready for their dicks to be sucked. I took Robert’s first because I was curious to see how good he would taste with my cum on his penis and when he slid into my mouth, I wasn't disappointed. The taste and smell of our sex was so intoxicating that my eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I couldn't stop from moaning and trying to swallow every inch of him. Adrian was rock hard and drove me insane as I pulled away from Robert to give Ben a blow job. I thought of how I was going to fuck Ben next and knew the position I was going to have him in. The thought of what I was going to do in a moment made me ride Adrian even faster and harder, and from his moans and heavy breathing, I knew he was getting close to cumming. I slowed down and finally stopped, his balls buried inside of me. I didn't move as I felt his penis twitch around in me. I slowly sucked both Ben and Robert, first one at a time, then at the same time, and tried to put their heads together in my mouth. After a few seconds, I decided Adrian's cock was lubricated enough for the finale and slipped off him. I motioned him to the edge of the bed where he hung his feet off the side and I turned, straddling Adrian with my back to him. I looked at Ben and pointed to the floor where he hopped down fast as Robert positioned himself next to me.  All three men seemed to know what was happening as I took Adrian's slick penis and slipped the head into my ass. I gasped at the invasion, but as I relaxed myself, Adrian pushed in about five inches. I spread my legs, placing my feet on Adrian's hard thighs and looked up into Ben's eyes.

“I want you to fuck me until you cum inside me,” I said to Ben. “And then I want you, Robert, to take his place.”

“Hell yeah, baby,” Ben said, moving in to penetrate me. “I've been waiting for this.” He placed his dick head right at my opening and rubbed it around before he pushed it inside of me. The suspense was invigorating and when I stole a glance at my husband, who had been watching this whole time, I saw that he had his own penis out and was slowly masturbating to the scene in front of him. Just then, Ben parted my pussy with his enormous cock and my cries of pure ecstasy echoed off the walls. I had never felt so filled in my entire life and the feeling of both men inside me at the same time could not even be described in words. Every nerve ending was being touched, sending my brain and body into sexual overdrive. I could not believe I was getting my first double penetration by two men I had never met before until tonight and to say it was completely and totally amazing is an understatement.

I looked up to Robert, who was next to my head, and  took his prick down my throat. All my holes were filled, and each man moved in and out like pistons in a well lubricated machine. No matter what happened after this night I knew I would have to do it again, and my love for Jacob grew right there and then because I knew he wouldn't deny me what I wanted. Ben and Adrian slammed away at my nether regions while Robert filled my mouth. The peak of my second climax was approaching fast again and I knew that after this next orgasm, I was most likely going to be done for the night with sex. I could hear all three men moaning, I could smell their sweat mixed with the sex dripping off their bodies. My juices flowed so heavily that they kept Adrian well lubricated enough to slide in and out of my ass as Ben fucked my pussy. After a few minutes in this position, I felt Ben's penis jump inside me and his moan turned to a growl. I felt him surge and pump his first shot of semen up the length of his shaft, out the tip, filling me with his hot jizz. He pushed harder and further into me, sending me to the brink of my own explosion, but I pulled away from Robert and bit hard into my hand to keep myself from going over. His hot cum spurted heavily inside my twat and when he pulled out, his spunk came out like a river. I didn't even have to say anything to Robert; he immediately jumped off the bed and took Ben's place. “Are you two men ready to fill me up?” I asked both Robert and Adrian.

“You have no idea how close I am to do that!” Adrian replied

“Can you hold it until the same time as Robert?” I asked, his cock jumping slightly inside me.

“I'll try,” was his response, and with that Robert plunged deep, making me gasp in pleasure. He didn't even start slow, he just fucked hard and fast as I felt Ben's seed drip from me. My body was on a train ride to the biggest orgasm of my life and I was enjoying every second of it. As I felt Adrian tense up and grab my hips hard, announcing his own orgasm, I allowed myself to look up into Robert's eyes to give him his cue. I then looked over at Jacob who was sitting on the edge of his chair, beating his meat, waiting for me to cum. He had a look of utter passion on his face as he watched his wife fuck other men, and when Adrian groaned loudly as the first shot entered me, Robert did the same. No longer could I keep my own climax at bay with two hard dicks firing their hot sticky jizz inside me at the same time. I felt it course through my vagina and my ass, up to my stomach, past my tits (from which my nipples instantly became hard) and up into my brain, seizing my body into a rigid position that stopped me from even breathing as the orgasm hit. I felt both men tighten with each release of their jizz and everything became muffled in my ears. I tried to catch my breath and began to see spots behind my eyelids. The sensation was not unlike the first climax but was more powerful, to say the least. When Robert pulled out, I ejaculated and was finally able to take my first breath of air in ten seconds. When I rolled off Adrian, I could just make out the sounds of Jacob bringing himself to his own orgasm, but all that faded away when I passed out from the intensity of the sex.

I was out cold for about an hour and when I woke up, I was clean and covered up in the bed. Jacob had wiped me down from the sex and put me under the covers. The other three men were gone, and Jacob sat in the armchair watching TV. When I stirred, he came over, sat on the edge of the bed, leaned down, kissed me, and said, “Happy birthday.” I couldn't even talk; I was still dizzy, so I just smiled and closed my eyes. I heard the TV turn off and Jacob cuddled up next to me. We both slept well that night and, in the morning, even though I was sore, Jacob was under the covers giving me head. Just the thought of what took place the night before turned me on to the point where I was wet and dripping for more. So, before checking out from the hotel, Jacob made sure I was sexually satisfied one more time before leaving, and from that day on, our sex life has been so much better.

The End
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Cougar’s Prey: Older Woman Younger Man Sex written by Ruth Lynn
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“You are such a boring person!” Barbara stared at her friend Holly accusingly. “You really need to let your hair down.”

Holly sighed. She knew that Barbara was right. But after a long and bitter divorce, she just didn’t feel like it. “I do know how to let my hair down,” she protested weakly. “I’m just, well, a little mellower.”

She had just turned 40 and was conscious of her advancing years. She was still extremely beautiful, with long blonde hair and a great figure honed by hours in the gym, but she couldn’t help feeling a little insecure after Peter, her husband, had left her for his much younger secretary.

“Really?” It was obvious that Barbara was not buying her excuse. “When was the last time you slept with someone?”

“Barbara!” Holly was shocked. She hastily looked around to make sure that no one in the restaurant had heard them. “I’ve just been through a bad divorce, as you well know,” she said defensively. “I need some time to let things get back to normal.”

“Holly, it’s been almost a year,” snapped Barbara. “Any other woman would be fucking her brains out!”

Holly gaped at her friend, shocked, but Barbara wasn’t deterred. “You know what that asshole did to you, screwing around with that floozy. You should be out there, having fun!”

Holly blanched. One of the lowest points in her life was walking in on her husband having sex with his secretary. It turned out everyone except Holly had known what was going on. She’d had to endure watching what she had believed to be a perfect marriage crumbling before her very eyes.

“I’m not like that,” she said. “I need more time to get into a relationship.”

Barbara stared at her. “Why do you want to get into a relationship? Fuck around! Have fun. Get some young guy to rearrange your ovaries.”

“My ovaries are quite nice where they are, thank you,” said Holly primly. “And sleeping around is just not my style.”

“Holly, do you know how many women would kill to be in your position? You have the perfect excuse. Instead of screwing your out-of-shape middle-aged husband, you could be out there having fun.”

“That is certainly not my idea of fun,” countered Holly. “Besides, what would people think?”

“That is why you do it in secret,” said Barbara, as if she was explaining something to a child.

“No, thank you,” said Holly. “When I’m ready, I’ll date a nice mature guy of my age.”

Barbara rolled her eyes. “At least promise me that you will try to enjoy yourself a bit more. You are like some humorless spinster.”

“Fine,” said Holly. “Now finish your salad, we have some shopping to do.”

A good divorce attorney had ensured that Holly received a generous alimony, and she had enjoyed spending some time burning through the cash with Barbara. Nevertheless, the sense of malaise returned when she got back to her house. It was huge and felt empty now that her husband was no longer there. She had spent so long being the dutiful housewife that she was at a loss as to what she should do now.

Holly was sipping a green tea and wondering what she should do next when the doorbell rang. She answered it, expecting it to be some salesman, and was pleasantly surprised to see her next-door neighbor, Sam. They had known each other for several years.

“Sam, good to see you,” she said. “Come on in.”

“No time,” said Sam. “I am really busy at the moment.”

“Oh, what are you up to?” asked Holly.

“It’s Trevor’s birthday. He’ll be 20 this Sunday.” Trevor was Sam’s son.

“Gosh, will he really? It seems like he was a young boy just yesterday.”

“Time flies,” said Sam with a little laugh.

“I haven’t seen him in ages,” remarked Holly. She was very good friends with Kim, Sam’s wife, and knew the family very well.

“He’s been busy with college,” said Sam. “Plus, he studied a year abroad.”

“I think it’s been almost two years since I saw him last,” mused Holly.

“Well, you’ll be able to see him this Sunday,” said Sam. “We’re having a birthday party for him, just a little lunch. I just came over to invite you.”

Holly smiled. It would be good for her to get out a little more and do something different. “Thank you, Sam. I’d love to come.”

“Great,” said Sam. “I’ll see you then.”

After he had left, Holly prepared lunch for herself. She wondered if there was any merit to what Barbara had said; she had been quite wild in college, but things had quietened considerably once she had married Peter. She had decided that a less-than-satisfying sex life was a sacrifice that she would have to make and settled down to a contented, but rather boring, existence. Little had she realized that the lack of fireworks in the bedroom was due to Peter spending most of his time screwing the staff.

Still, the time for such high jinks was behind her, she felt. She knew some women her age had taken younger lovers, sometimes even several, but there seemed to be something faintly immoral about doing that. The trouble was that most men her age were interested in younger women and, even though she was still a strikingly beautiful woman, she didn’t have many offers for dates. In any case, she had been burned badly in her marriage and she was in no rush to reenter the dating shark pool.

It would be better to spend her time engaging in new, fresh activities, she decided. It would be good to see Trevor after all this time. She had been very fond of him when he was younger, as he had always been an intelligent, outgoing teen. It would be interesting to see how he had matured.

During the week, she tried to get over the sense of ennui that she felt by going on some more shopping trips, but her boredom was only partially alleviated. On Saturday, she dressed in one of the new dresses that she had just bought and went over to her neighbors, looking forward to doing something different.

When she got there, the party was already in full swing. The neighborhood families had congregated and people were gathered in circles, chatting and drinking beer while tucking into some barbecue fare.

“Holly, so glad you could make it,” said Kim, coming over and enveloping her in a warm hug.

“My pleasure,” said Holly, genuinely glad to see her old friend. “Where is the birthday boy?”

“Over there,” said Kim, gesturing at a group of girls. Holly was initially unsure where Trevor was. Then the girls parted briefly and she saw him in the middle of them.

Holly’s jaw dropped. Trevor had changed. She could recognize him, but the hunk standing before her was very different to the teenager that she had known. His gangly frame had filled out, and he had a well-developed, muscular physique. His face had always been endearing, but now he had the strong-jawed look of a heartthrob. The girls surrounding him were obviously infatuated with him and fawning all over him. Holly couldn’t blame them.

He caught sight of her and rushed over. “Holly, so good to see you.”

“Good to see you too, Trevor,” said Holly, giving him a warm hug. “Happy birthday.”

He was all muscle, she noted as she felt his hard pecs pressing against her soft breasts. This guy has seriously developed, she thought.

“Thanks, Holly,” he said with a grin.

“I’ve got you a small present,” she said, handing over a bottle of cologne that she had bought him.

“You shouldn’t have,” said Trevor, opening the gift. “Wow, Paco Rabanne. That’s awesome.”

“Well, now that you have so many admirers, you can keep them intoxicated with your cologne.”

Trevor laughed. “They're just friends. So, how have you been?”

“Oh, you know, I have had the divorce and all, but that is life,” said Holly with a little laugh. “But never mind my boring life, tell me what you’ve been up to.”

“Well, I spent a year at Oxford,” said Trevor. “It was just amazing. I met so many incredible people and I took up rowing.”

“That explains why you look so different,” said Holly, casting an admiring look over his physique. Even in a loose-fitting shirt, Trevor looked seriously ripped.

“Yeah, I’ve put on a lot of weight,” he said.

Holly noticed that the girls Trevor had been talking to were giving her baleful stares. They clearly felt that he was spending too much time with her. Holly was quite flattered to think that they thought of her as competition. She was also amused to see them vying for his attention.

Decided to tease them a little, she leaned over a little closer and said, “Trevor, we’ve never had any secrets. Tell me, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No,” said Trevor with a grin. “I just don’t have the time. Also...”

“What?” Holly looked at him inquiringly.

“I guess I’ve never related to girls my own age,” he said with a shrug.

“Why not?” persisted Holly.

“I’ve preferred girls who are older.” He looked at Holly and, for a moment, her heart skipped a beat. Their eyes locked together for a second until she heard a familiar voice and quickly averted her gaze.

“So here you are.” Sam came up to her and gave her a hug. “Where have you been hiding?”

“I haven’t been hiding at all,” said Holly. “I’ve just been talking to your son.”

“Good to have the rascal home at last,” said Sam, giving his son a slap on the back.

“He’s refusing to tell me who his girlfriend is,” complained Holly.

“He’s probably like his Dad at that age, screwing around,” said Sam playfully.

“Dad!” Trevor looked mortified.

“Well, if he does that, I hope he’s careful,” said Holly.

“Let’s hope so, otherwise he’ll be giving all the girls around here the clap,” said Sam. Before Trevor could get a word of protest in, Sam added, “OK, lunch is ready. Come on, everybody, let’s eat!”

Tables had been laid out in the ample back garden and the guests quickly took their seats. The girls were jostling among themselves to sit next to Trevor, and Holly could see that one girl had quietly slid into the seat next to his.

“Holly, come here,” he said, gesturing at the other vacant seat.

A girl who was about to sit there shot Holly a venomous look. Enjoying herself, Holly sat down.

“What can I get you?” asked Trevor solicitously.

“I’ll have some of the sausages, please,” said Holly.

“I hope you’re doing OK after the divorce,” said Trevor as he served her.

“Well, you know, stuff happens,” said Holly with a hollow laugh. “When you get married, make sure it doesn’t end up in a messy divorce.”

“If I married someone like you, I would never let her go,” said Trevor.

They locked eyes again, and Holly felt her heart skip a beat once more. She looked down and started eating. When she’d last seen Trevor, she had been like an aunt or elder sister to him. But now the dynamic seemed to have changed. He had become a hunk, and she began to wonder if she was beginning to develop feelings for him.

That’s silly, she decided, dismissing the idea. She was almost his mother’s age and, in any case, they didn’t have that kind of relationship. All the same, she found herself behaving in a mildly flirtatious manner around him.

“Trevor, can you pass the mashed potatoes,” she said, resting a hand on his muscular arm.

“Sure,” he said, quickly handing her the dish. He was obviously devoting a lot of attention to her and she saw the other girls at the table giving her jealous glares.

She rested a hand on his leg. Making the other girls envious was doing wonders for her confidence, and she was seriously enjoying herself.

“So, how did you find England?” she asked.

He began to talk about life there, but Holly barely heard him. She was distracted by the massive quads of his leg. They were huge and cut. Holly had never felt anything like them before. Jesus, what did he do to get a body like this? she wondered.

Almost on their own volition, her hands wandered up his thigh, relishing the hardness and power of his muscles.

Suddenly, she wondered what she was doing. This was a boy she had known since he was at elementary school, and here she was behaving in a seriously lecherous manner toward him. She shot him a quick look, but he continued speaking without a pause. He didn’t seem to mind, and Holly decided to let her hand remain where it was.

“Didn’t you find the winters harsh?” she asked.

Trevor shook his head. “Not really. Once you get used to it, it’s not too hard.”

Holly stopped eating for a moment because her hand had brushed against something hard. She froze, wondering what it was.

Oh my God, it’s his dick, she thought. But that couldn’t be right – her hand was only midway up his thigh. She shifted her hand slightly and realized that she was brushing against his penis.

This lad must have the biggest cock that I’ve ever encountered, she thought, doing some mental calculations. Her first reaction was to pull her hand away, but she was too surprised to move it at once.

She carefully looked over at Trevor, but he was continuing to talk as if nothing had happened. Scarcely able to believe that he had such a huge penis, she slowly moved her hand. There was no doubt about it. Trevor was hung like a horse.

Holly bit her lower lip. She couldn’t quite believe that her fingers were casually grazing the monster cock of the boy next door. Needing to cool down, she took a mouthful of her sausage and munched on it. She was feeling another sausage under the table. Her fingers were touching what must be the head of his cock.

Dear God, it’s huge, she thought again. The thing was both long and thick. A trace of sweat appeared on her upper lips as she imagined what he must be doing to girls with his rod.

As Trevor seemed to be acting normally, she decided that there’d be no harm in letting her fingers lightly stroke his cock through his trousers. Trevor’s organ appeared to be semi-erect as it was, and she couldn’t help wondering whether he was turned on by what she was doing. Or shocked by it.

But there was no doubt that the massive shaft was growing as she continued to run her fingers over it. Preposterously, it had grown even bigger and she could feel his hardness straining against his trousers.

Holly had never felt so turned on before. She wondered fleetingly if she had become one of the wild divorcees that Barbara had been talking about. Impulsively, she reached out and grabbed Trevor’s erect dick by the shaft, feeling its throbbing hardness.

Simultaneously, she was shocked by what she had done. Earlier, both of them had been pretending that nothing was happening – at least, she assumed that Trevor was pretending. But now, what she was doing was obvious.

She looked hastily up at Trevor. He had paused briefly, but now he continued to eat as he spoke to the girl next to him. Holly glanced around, but no one seemed to notice what was going on. She felt like a dirty cougar and, amazingly, found that she was thoroughly enjoying herself. She began to run her hand over his erect organ, from the bulbous head to the base.

Trevor shifted slightly, but otherwise gave no indication that anything untoward was happening. Rather annoyed at the fact that he was ignoring her, she redoubled her efforts, running her fingers over his dick with increasing vigor. She could feel his shaft straining against his trousers, his meat pulsating as she stroked it.

Not wanting to draw any attention, she continued to eat with one hand while she used her other to jerk Trevor off under the table, running her fingers over his throbbing organ in smooth, firm strokes.

Suddenly, she felt his cock begin to throb and knew that he was about to cum. Feeling even more turned on, she wanked him forcefully until he came, spurting his seed inside his pants. Holly could feel his hot cum making her finger wet and continued to rub his dick, milking it to the last drop.

She looked up and saw Trevor dabbing his mouth with a paper serviette. “Excuse me,” he said abruptly and rose from the table.

Holly came crashing to earth as she watched him leaving hastily. What had she done? She had given into a wild sexual fantasy and behaved with gross indecency with a young man that she had known for years. By any measure, her behavior was gravely unacceptable. She suddenly felt utterly ashamed of what she had done. What made it worse for her was that it was so completely out of character.

She finished her meal as quickly as possible and got up to leave. Sam and Kim were not around and she didn’t bother to say goodbye, quietly leaving without anyone noticing.

As soon as she got home, she collapsed on the sofa, still unable to process what she had done. She wondered if Trevor would tell his parents, but thought it unlikely. What should she do? Apologize and say it was a lapse of judgment? She decided that was the best course of action.

Holly had a restless night. She had been like an aunt to Trevor and couldn’t believe what she had done. After a night of wild dreams of sex with Trevor alternated by bitter regret, she woke up quite late and went downstairs to make some coffee.

She was having her coffee, still wondering what had led her to do such an irresponsible thing, when the doorbell rang. She quailed. Was it Kim coming to give her a piece of her mind for what she’d done to her son?

Extremely nervously, Holly opened the door. She was shocked to see Trevor standing outside. Stunned, she gaped at him.

“Can I come in?” asked Trevor.

“Of course,” said Holly, pulling herself together. She quickly let him in. Trevor seemed quite calm, and it was hard to guess what he was thinking.

“So,” she said, trying to think of what would be appropriate to say. “How was your birthday party?”

“You left suddenly,” said Trevor. “I was wondering what happened.”

Holly decided to be direct. “Trevor, you know what I did... I am truly sorry. I don’t know what came over me. With this divorce and everything, it messed with my head. I know it must be awful for you. You probably think of me as a sort of older sister.”

Trevor shook his head. “I don’t think of you as an older sister.”

Holly cringed. “As an aunt?” she ventured. This was worse than she thought.

Trevor went up to her and put his hands on her shoulders. “Do you know why I never had a girlfriend?”

“No,” said Holly, nonplussed.

“I have always been in love with you, Holly. Since I was a kid.”

The statement knocked the wind out of her. Yet, looking into his eyes, she knew he was telling the truth. She stared at him, not knowing quite what to do. He bent down and kissed her on the mouth. His lips sent an electric shock through her body. She suddenly wanted to hold him, to consume him.

She boldly slid her tongue into his mouth while she clasped him to her. Their tongues entwined as they made out, their hands exploring each other’s bodies.

God, he feels good, she thought as she ran her hands over his boulder-like buttocks. She quickly took off his shirt, admiring his ripped, muscular physique. But what she really wanted to see was the huge dick in his pants. Impatiently, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

The most beautiful penis she had ever seen popped into view. It was both enormous and perfectly shaped. She stroked it slowly, scarcely believing that such a perfect cock could exist. Trevor groaned as she stroked his shaft. Holly grinned mischievously, remembering what she had done at his birthday party. His cock felt amazing in her hand, hard and smooth.

Holly wanted to see what he tasted like. Pushing him onto the sofa, she licked the head of his huge cock. Trevor moaned, and she began to suck him vigorously. She could feel his cock getting even harder as she sucked on it, all the while playing with his balls with her hands. She savored the taste of him, masculine and virile.

She wondered if she would be able to swallow his dick in its entirety. It was so big that she doubted it, but she was determined to impress Trevor. She swallowed almost three-quarters of his shaft, before letting it pop out with a gasp. Trevor groaned with pleasure. But she was determined to do better.

She tried again. Her eyes began to water as the monster shaft inched down her throat, but she persisted until his entire cock was inside her mouth. She sucked deeply, relishing the feel of the pulsating organ in her mouth. She could tell that Trevor was impressed.

“My turn,” he said, getting up and making her lie down.

He removed her clothes, kissing her neck before taking each of her full, soft breasts in his mouth. Holly gasped as he kissed and sucked on each nipple, lovingly teasing them until they stood firm and erect.

“You don’t know how long I have waited to do this,” he said, staring into her eyes.

He went down on her, kissing the lips of her pussy. Holly cried out in pleasure as she felt him exploring the wet interior of her box with his tongue.

“God, Trevor, you’re so good,” she gasped.

Trevor grinned and began to flick his tongue over her clit. Her bud quickly became hard as he licked her, all the while exploring her pussy with his fingers. Her breath quickened as she felt her pleasure rising.

“Fuck, Trevor, you’re going to make me cum,” she moaned.

“Come on, Holly, cum for me,” urged Trevor, finger-fucking her harder.

Her pussy clenched around his fingers as she came, her body writhing in ecstasy.

“Fuck!” she cried, surprised by the intensity of her orgasm.

Trevor rose and licked the pussy juice off his fingers. He lay on top of her, positioning his erect organ on her labia. Slowly, he entered her. Holly cried out, the feel of his hard cock stretching her cunt almost too much for her to bear.

He began to fuck her slowly, his cock making a sucking noise as it went in and out of her moist pussy.

Holly’s lip curled upwards as her body was filled with rapture. “You are such a good boy, you fuck me so good,” she moaned.

She grabbed his hard buttocks, encouraging him to enter her even more deeply.

“Come on, Trevor. Fuck me harder,” she urged.

Trevor began to pound her, his dick hitting her cervix with each stroke.

“Yes, yes!” cried Holly, in a frenzy of delight. She raised her pelvis, letting his cock reach every inch of her pulsating box.

Trevor was a strong, virile young man, and he fucked her long and hard with seemingly limitless energy. Holly’s entire body shook as an orgasm bigger than any she had ever experienced washed over her. Her eyes rolled back as she bucked against Trevor.

The feel of her pussy clenching powerfully on his dick was too much for him. With a deep groan, he pulled out and emptied his seed all over her tits and face. Holly eagerly lapped up his semen, wanking the last few drops out of him.

They collapsed together on the sofa.

“Does this mean you’re my girlfriend?” asked Trevor with a grin.

“No,” said Holly. “But it does mean you can fuck me whenever you want to.”
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Jenna had always been an ambitious woman. She finished high school with outstanding grades, got a scholarship to the college of her choice, and the minute she graduated, took a job abroad, ready to make a name for herself. She had been away from home for almost seven years when a new job offer brought her back to the states.

Though she had been incredibly happy in Europe, Jenna couldn't deny she had missed her old friends and the people she had been so familiar with growing up. That was why she had been delighted when John, her best friend from high school, called her over soon after her arrival.

“Hey, stranger. I heard you’re back home!” He greeted her over the phone. Their parents were also friends, so he had clearly heard from his mom that she had moved back into the city. Though she lived a few blocks away from her old apartment, it was still close enough to feel nostalgic about her past.

Though Jenna was an incredibly gorgeous young woman, she had been too focused on her career to actually meet someone special. That meant that she was still alone, though certainly no stranger to hot dates. She had always been attracted to both women and men and didn’t have any qualms about enjoying the touch of either.

“John! My god, it’s been so long!” she squealed, smiling as she remembered all the wonderful times she’d enjoyed by his side when they were younger. He used to be so handsome, and Jenna couldn’t help but wonder if he had grown up to look even hotter than he had back then. However, she knew he was now married, so such thoughts were inappropriate. It was best to ignore the fact that she hadn’t gotten laid since she’d come back to her hometown. “I’m so sorry I couldn’t make it to your wedding. Mom told me it was a beautiful ceremony. I hope you got my gift?”

“Yes, we did! Lisa loved it. Thank you so much for it! She insisted I send you a thank you card, but you know I’m a big scatterbrain.”

“Yeah, you would always lose your car keys when we were getting ready to go out! Don’t worry, John, I don’t need any thank you letters. You sound thrilled! I’m sure that Lisa is absolutely wonderful.”

“Well, why don’t you find out for yourself?” John asked and promptly invited his old best friend to come over for dinner that very night. “You owe me, so if you have any other plans, cancel them right now,” he joked, making Jenna laugh.

“You got it,” she replied, smiling to herself. She truly wanted to catch up with John and meet his wife. “I bet I’ll love her!”

“Oh, you will,” he replied, and Jenna was almost certain that there was something strange about the way he uttered those words. Little did she know that he hoped she’d take a real shine to Lisa because he had the kind of marriage that most people in town wouldn’t understand.

He had always loved seeing his wife sleeping with other women, and the instant he heard Jenna was back in town, he knew he had to try to match his wife with his former best friend.

John wasn’t about to force the matter, but if the two women took a liking to each other, then so be it. He had already shown Lisa a few pictures of Jenna, and she seemed to find her incredibly attractive, so that was already a good sign!

It was early that night when Jenna rang the bell at her old friend’s new home. She looked stunning, with a green dress that tightened around her gorgeous curves and matched her big, emerald eyes wonderfully. Her breasts were perky and full, her legs long and sun-kissed. Her long, blonde hair cascaded down her back prettily, and the instant John opened the front door, he knew that Lisa would not want to miss out on the opportunity of kissing those full, red lips.

“Jenna! It’s so good to see you!” he exclaimed, pulling her in for a hug. She was delighted to see John again as well and hugged him close.

“God, it’s been so long! I can’t believe I didn’t make the time to come to your wedding; I truly shouldn’t have missed it!” She squeezed him, and it felt like no time had gone by at all. She still felt as strongly for him as she had all those years ago.

“It doesn’t matter, Jenna. You’re here now, and that’s all that matters!” he replied, then guided her inside his beautiful home.

Jenna looked around with awe. Truly, he had made a wonderful life for himself. Or at least his wife had done it for him, she supposed. Something smelled amazing, and John explained it was the dinner Lisa had been busy all afternoon cooking for the three of them.

When they walked into the dining room, Jenna was impressed by the way the table looked. It was almost like it was Thanksgiving! There was so much food, and everything was laid out so neatly, so beautifully, she could have been fooled into believing it was a spread for a magazine.

“Wow, your wife did all of this?” Jenna squealed. Before John could reply, someone laughed behind them. It was a burst of sweet, melodious laughter that made Jenna’s heart quicken before she even saw the young woman it belonged to.

When she turned around and saw Lisa for the first time, she was absolutely stunned. John’s wife was stunningly beautiful! She had lovely, short auburn hair, big brown eyes, pale skin, and a petite, stunning figure one could spend hours staring at.

“She did, and she appreciates the compliment,” Lisa replied, her smile warm and inviting. She was wearing a pink dress with a tight bodice that highlighted all her best features. Lisa was so petite and beautiful, she could be mistaken with a model. “Welcome to our home, Jenna. I’ve heard so much about you.”

Without even giving her guest time to react, Lisa stepped forward and hugged Jenna, pressing her petite tits against Jenna’s larger ones. It was an openly flirtatious and inviting gesture, and Jenna was both surprised and delighted by her attitude.

“You are stunning. Look at those green eyes!” Lisa squealed flirtatiously, a teasing grin dancing on her pink lips after stepping away from the hug. “Do a little twirl. I want to see how that dress fits you from all angles!”

Jenna laughed as she spun around, and Lisa nodded approvingly, her gaze dancing up and down her gorgeous body.

“Lovely!” Lisa remarked before inviting her to join them at the dinner table.

They chatted openly for what felt like hours, drinking wine and catching up. Lisa was quite taken by the gorgeous blonde and wasn’t at all shy about showing it, even in front of her husband. John didn’t seem to mind at all; in fact, he encouraged his wife to keep on flirting, keep on teasing his old best friend.

Jenna was enthralled by Lisa, becoming more and more susceptible to her charms, unable to take her eyes off the beautiful married woman. And the amount of wine her hosts kept pouring for her certainly helped lower her inhibitions.

It didn’t take long for them to move their conversation to the living room, and as John took a seat on an individual sofa, he encouraged the women to sit together on a loveseat and watched their knees brushing against each other.

“You know, Jenna dated both men and women while she was in Europe,” John commented casually. Jenna gave him an amused look, arching her brow. “Your mom told my mother about it.”

“She did? Goodness, she can be such a gossip sometimes!” Jenna chuckled and finished her glass of wine. “Well, yes, I did. I’ve not yet settled up with a single person. I’m not as lucky as you two lovebirds.”

“I think it’s wonderful you can explore your sexuality so openly,” Lisa cooed sensually, placing her hand on Jenna’s knee seductively.

“Yeah, it’s great,” Jenna replied, blushing lightly. She was so attracted to Lisa, but she couldn’t make a move! She was her best friend’s wife; it would be so wrong, even though he didn't seem to mind.

“Lisa has always been quite curious about women,” John commented casually, and Jenna chuckled softly, biting her lip with thinly veiled desire. She tried hard to pretend like she didn’t understand what he meant by it, but she couldn’t avoid feeling tempted by the idea. “You should kiss her, just to see how it feels.”

“You wouldn’t mind?” Jenna asked, and John shook his head at once.

“Quite the contrary,” he assured her. Jenna turned to face Lisa and found that the gorgeous redhead was already leaning in. She gave in to her desires and cut the distance between the two of them.

The instant their lips met, it was as if sparks began flying in the air. Jenna couldn’t believe how good a kisser this woman was. Her tongue was so soft as it danced over hers, and little by little, they moved closer to each other, almost to the point of intertwining their legs over each other.

“Mmm,” Jenna hummed happily against Lisa’s lips, as their kiss promptly turned into a full make-out session. They enjoyed the suppleness and softness of each other’s bodies until their desire grew too intense.

“Why don’t we take this to the bedroom?” Lisa whispered hotly, and Jenna nodded at once. The married woman grabbed her blonde lover’s hand and guided her toward her marital bed, with John following close behind.

He joined them in bed, loving the perfect view he had of their bodies as they undressed each other. John openly encouraged his wife to touch, kiss, and caress his old best friend’s gorgeous, curvaceous figure, and Jenna knew this was hardly the first time they had engaged in this kind of affair. That was fine with her, if they both were into it!

Lisa adored how Jenna’s boobs were so large and heavy, especially compared to her own smaller tits. As soon as she’d unhooked the bra and thrown it to the ground, she began kissing them, exploring the gorgeous orbs with her tongue, licking and lapping at her nipples, sucking at them hard, making Jenna moan loudly.

Jenna was delighted about the turn of events that the night had taken. Lisa’s touch was intoxicating, and having John openly staring like that, undressing with wild passion and desire, only made it better.

“I think your husband wants a nice show,” Jenna teased Lisa and winked as she turned to grin at John wickedly. “Let’s give him something to remember for a while.”

Jenna guided Lisa into a position that allowed them to lie so that their heads matched up to each other’s sexes.

Lisa seemed incredibly aroused by the idea of finding herself face-to-face with Jenna’s pussy. It was so hot and moist already! She took the first lick before Jenna’s tongue even touched her own cunt.

The two gorgeous women began to roll their tongues up and down each other’s sexes, lapping up their juices, sucking at their clits harder and harder. The more they moaned, the more they wanted to up the game.

John stared openly at his best friend and his wife and the sensuality of their encounter, masturbating with no shame as they licked and sucked at each other’s sexes openly.

It didn’t take long for them to begin quivering with desire, upping the game over and over. As they rolled their tongues over the clits inches away from their mouths, they began fingering and fucking each other’s pussies. It didn’t take much longer for both women to cum hard, moaning wildly and losing themselves in the powerful pleasure.

Jenna could barely catch her breath as bolts of electricity rushed up and down her curvaceous body.

“Oh, Lisa, Lisa!” she moaned loudly, knowing this would not be a one-time thing. She’d come back here for plenty of other incredible dinner parties, and perhaps John would be lucky enough to join them instead of watching next time.

They collapsed heavily on the bed, panting wildly, their bodies trembling badly, perspiration covering their flushed skin.

“That was amazing,” Jenna cooed, cuddling up to the gorgeous redhead. She winked at her old best friend, a sensual grin dancing on her full, red lips. “She is as wonderful as you told me she’d be.”

“I told you so,” John replied, grinning widely, watching the two gorgeous women cuddling up together, still completely naked. “I’m so glad you’re back home, Jenna. I knew you and Lisa would truly hit it off!”

It took them a while to recover from their powerful orgasms, but soon Lisa and Jenna were ready for round two. John, of course, encouraged the two beautiful women to have another go at their new affair.

“You two look so amazing together. Why don’t you kiss her again, sweety? Jenna really seemed to enjoy that.” He grunted with arousal, and Lisa winked at her husband, following his lead.

Soon, she leaned over Jenna, kissing her passionately and rolling her tongue over hers with her mouth open so that her John could see them dancing that dangerous tango.

John grunted with arousal, unable to believe how lucky he was. His stunning wife had always been kinky, and he’d known she was the woman for him from the moment he’d laid eyes on her. There was something about Lisa that told him his life would never be dull.

He had been married to the beautiful redheaded woman for three years now, and for almost as long as they had worn their wedding bands, they had engaged in encounters such as this one. Few had been quite as exciting as this one, though. It seemed like having Jenna in their bedroom enhanced the sensuality of his wife cheating on him in front of his very eyes.

Jenna had always been the one who got away in John’s mind, and to see her lying with his wonderful wife was a dream come true. They had never dated, but he wondered from time to time what would have happened if she hadn’t moved abroad so soon after graduation. But she was back now, and he had the luck of being married to an open-minded and kinky wife.

They were both so incredibly gorgeous, each in their own way. Watching them caress each other’s naked bodies was almost like a work of art.

While Lisa rolled her tongue and lips down Jenna’s body, kissing her neck, her collarbone, and then finally landing on her large, round tits, Jenna looked at John while caressing his wife’s back sensually.

“How long have you been a cuckold, John?”

“From our wedding night. Lisa brought over one of her bridesmaids. It was an amazing experience,” he replied, running his hand up and down his shaft, loving the show his wife and his best friend were putting up for him.

“You’re such a perv. You’ve always been one,” she teased him, making Lisa giggle against her breasts. Jenna’s attention shifted from John to the gorgeous red-headed woman, and soon they were once again tangled up against each other’s body, touching and groping every single inch of skin, from the soft, supple breasts to the long legs.

Before long, Lisa and Jenna’s legs were tangled up, their pussies tightly pressed against each other’s sexes.

It started softly and even sweetly, but before long, their growing passion seemed to melt any tenderness away. They began rubbing themselves against each other’s cunts harder and harder, almost bouncing from the mattress.

Their loud moans filled the bedroom, their breasts bobbed hypnotically, and John was both unable and unwilling to stare away.

“Mmm, yes! Yes, Jenna, just like that!”

“Oh, Lisa, that feels so good!”

They continued yelling each other’s names over and over again until they melted in a whirlwind of perfect arousal and pleasure, lost in the throes of passion.

Lisa and Jenna reached their boiling point together, cumming hard and panting heavily as they collapsed once again onto the bed. Their pussies were coated in each other’s arousal, and their thighs continued to quiver even a full minute after their orgasms had begun to slowly recede.

“Wow, that was amazing...” Jenna whispered, closing her eyes slowly, feeling absolutely drained of any sort of energy. She couldn’t remember the last time she had cum so hard. It was so arousing, fucking this gorgeous, flirtatious woman in front of her husband. There was something so kinky about helping her cheat on her oldest friend. It was so intoxicating, and since no one was being hurt, it was all the better.

“Why don’t you stay over tonight and in the morning we can all take a shower together, have a bit more fun?” Lisa purred, cuddling up to Jenna, and resting her head on her tits, kissing her nipples playfully.

Jenna grinned softly, unable to resist such an amazing suggestion.

“Oh, that sounds wonderful!” she replied, unable to believe the twist this night had taken. She could have never imagined she’d be fucking her best friend’s wife when she’d first rung the bell. Now she couldn’t imagine simply walking away from this and forgetting it had ever happened.

Something told her this was only the beginning of a long and sexy journey all three of them would enjoy immensely.

All reunions should be as incredible as this one, Jenna thought to herself before she fell asleep, feeling Lisa’s lips still wrapped around one of her nipples. She wondered if John would join them the following morning. She couldn’t help but feel tempted by the idea of being drilled by his large cock while making out with his amazingly beautiful wife.

The End
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Nick brought the car to a stop on the street opposite the large property and shut off the engine. There was silence for a few seconds as he and his wife stared out of the windscreen.

“Christ almighty,” Patsy eventually said and let out a slightly disbelieving laugh. “Look at the bloody size of that place”

“I told you they lived in a fancy neighborhood,” Nick replied.

“You did,” Patsy acknowledged. “I didn’t realize they lived in a mansion though. It’s huge. They must be worth a fortune if they can afford a place like that.”

“Yeah, I’m guessing the houses around here don’t exactly come cheap.”

There was silence in the car once more as they inspected their surroundings. It was Patsy who ended it again, and the uncertainty came through in her voice.

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

“We’re not going to chicken out now, are we?”

“Well... I don’t know,” Patsy said tentatively and wrinkled her nose when she looked at her husband. “It’s not like we could afford a place in this neighborhood. Maybe we won’t fit in with the crowd that attends these parties.”

“I don’t think it’s your net worth that people will be interested in,” Nick said. The slightly strangled laugh he let out revealed his own nerves, but he really didn’t want to back out when they’d come so far. Meeting Richard and Sarah at the ballroom dancing lessons had seemed innocent enough to start with. It was the drinks they went for after the classes that brought out the real story of an unconventional relationship. Well, it was definitely unconventional to Nick and Patsy.

Finding out their new friends were swingers came as a shock, but Richard and Sarah made no apologies for it. The naughty tales they started to tell became downright obscene, but they obviously had a sense they’d met a couple who might be interested in the lifestyle.

When the party invitation came, Patsy and Nick were under no illusion what they were setting themselves up for. Their sex life had become a little staid and predictable after ten years of marriage, but accepting the offer sparked a passion that led to them making love almost every night.

They were now on the cusp of going much further than that, however. It would involve taking a giant step that neither of them could have imagined only a few weeks before. Talking about the things they might get up to at a swinger party was a thrill, but actually going through with it... Well, that was another thing altogether.

“We don’t actually have to do anything,” Nick said. “There’s no harm in just having a look at what goes on.”

He saw his wife’s gaze come to his, and the expression on her face seemed to suggest she was having the same thought as him. If they went inside, they’d do a lot more than look, and it was an unnerving proposition. They’d been true to each other since the day they’d first met, and they really had no idea what getting involved in the swinging scene would bring.

“Time to decide,” Patsy said.

“Let’s do it,” Nick blurted out and grabbed the handle of the door to open it.

The touch on his arm made him glance at his wife, and he saw the look of unease on her face. She said nothing to stop him, though, and followed suit when he got out of the car. He locked the doors before moving around to her. Taking her hand, he led the way across the street to the ornate gates that guarded the entrance to the wide driveway.

“An intercom, like they told us,” Patsy said when she saw the box on the concrete pillar.

Nick reached out to press the button on it before they could change their mind, and the tinny sound of a voice came to them a few seconds later. He leaned down to speak into the box.

“Hi, it’s Nick and Patsy.”

The answer that came through the intercom sounded a little garbled, and he didn’t catch it all. He didn’t need to, though. A loud buzzing sound was followed by the click of the smaller pedestrian gate unlocking to show they were in.

“Well, that was easy,” he said, looking at Patsy.

Moving to the gate, he pushed it all the way open to step through and held it for Patsy to do the same. He then shut it and made sure it was locked before taking his wife’s hand and leading the way along the gravel driveway.

The door of the property opened as they approached it, and they were confronted by Sarah wearing nothing more than a bikini. It put her pretty curves on show, but she seemed totally comfortable greeting them in such a skimpy costume.

“Hey, you made it,” she said and smiled.

Patsy felt the squeeze on her hand and took a sideways glance at her husband before answering.

“Yeah, how are you?”

“I’m looking forward to a fun evening,” Sarah replied and laughed. “Come on in.”

Nick and Patsy accepted the invitation and stepped inside. They waited as the door was closed.

“Ready?” Sarah asked when she turned to them.

Patsy glanced at her husband again before returning her attention to Sarah.

“As we’ll ever be,” she replied.

“Then let’s have some fun,” Sarah said and linked her arm through Patsy’s

Nick held back to let the two women move off first, but it was nothing to do with being gentlemanly. His gaze fixed on the way the tight, red material of the bikini briefs stretched across Sarah’s pert buttocks. The idea that he might see below it before the night was out played on his mind, but he lifted his gaze as they approached a door.

His attention fixed on the scene around them once they were led into the room; the lurid tales he and Patsy had been told were suddenly there to see. It was clear the party was already in full swing and there seemed to be flashes of naked skin wherever he looked.

He saw Patsy glance over her shoulder toward him. Her wide-eyed expression matched his own, but the look that passed between them was over in an instant as they were led across to a sofa. The middle-aged couple sitting on it got to their feet.

“Because it’s your first time here, I asked Margaret and Chris to take care of you,” Sarah said. “If you need anything else from me, I’ll be out at the pool.”

Another look passed between Nick and Patsy as their host walked away to leave them standing with a couple of strangers.

“Umm...” Patsy said in a voice even she realized was timid.

Chris let out a laugh as he held out his hand.

“You won’t hold Sarah’s attention for long at one of her famous parties,” he said.

“So I see,” Nick said as the four of them exchanged handshakes.

The introductions seemed remarkably formal and polite considering what was going on around them. The appearance of Margaret and Chris didn’t exactly fit into the scene either. While they were a good-looking couple, they were dressed fairly soberly and not in a way that could be described as overtly sexy.

“Let us show you around,” Margaret offered.

Patsy felt an arm slide around her waist before anything else was said. It guided her back to the door of the room, then out to the hallway. She glanced over her shoulder to see Nick and Chris following, and set her gaze forward again as they headed toward a large staircase.

“So, what do you think of the place?” Chris asked.

“It’s something else,” Nick replied as he looked around. “It certainly puts my little house to shame.”

“I think most people here would agree,” Chris said and let out a quiet laugh when he motioned his head forward.

Nick looked to see Margaret’s hand sliding lower. It came to rest on Patsy’s bottom, and he waited to see what happened as the four of them began to climb the staircase. No attempt was made to brush off the touch, and it was a thrill for him to watch his wife being fondled by another woman.

His eyes never left the sight as they climbed to the top of the stairs and walked along to a door. The two women stepped through it to disappear from view, and Nick heard the comment aimed at him just as he and Chris were about to walk into the room.

“Just let Margaret take the lead.”

Nick felt a prickle of tension as he followed his new friend into the bedroom. Immediately, he was faced with his first-ever sight of his wife kissing another woman. A rush of hot blood made his cock swell right away. There was no tearing his gaze from the delectable sight as he closed the door. More was to come right away.

A smile played on Chris’s face as he moved across the room. He stopped right behind Patsy, grabbed her hips, and eased his hips forward to press his groin against her ass. It made her squirm, but the kiss didn’t end. Nick watched in amazement as his wife became the center of attention of an older couple.

Margaret and Chris might have a conservative appearance, but it quickly became obvious it belied their true nature. Nick felt his erection straining against his underwear as he stared at hands roaming over his wife’s body. It didn’t look like she was making any effort to resist the groping, and her breath came out heavily when the kiss ended.

“Do you think he’s getting turned on?” Margaret asked and laughed.

Nick was aware of all eyes coming to him. The tension returned to his body as Margaret moved across the room. She came to a stop in front of him but glanced over her shoulder to the way Chris was humping against Pasty’s ass while he groped her breasts.

“You like that?” Margaret asked when she returned her attention to Nick.

She didn’t wait for an answer before reaching out, and a seductive laugh fell from her lips when she pressed her palm against the hard bulge in his pants.

“Oh yeah,” she said as she dropped to her knees. “You like it a lot.”

Nick’s gaze fixed on his wife turning around to kiss Chris. She was definitely throwing herself into the swinging experience. His attention returned to Margaret as he prepared to do the same, and he watched the zipper of his pants being lowered.

“It’s always such a thrill to break in some newbies,” she said as she forced her hand through the gap.

The rush of Nick’s heartbeat pumped more hot blood to his erection, and it was as hard as he could remember in a long time when Margaret’s fingers grasped hold. She wasted no time in pulling it out into view, and he looked down to take in the sight of a kiss being placed on the tip.

“I know you like that,” Margaret said and looked up to hold his gaze as she slowly teased her tongue around the slick head.

Nick sucked in heavy breaths. His buttocks clenched to make his hips ease forward, and Margaret parted her lips to let his cock slide inside her mouth.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

He saw a movement and glanced across the room to see his wife being pulled to the bed. Chris shoved Patsy down onto the covers, but she was the one who dragged her skirt up her legs to show she wanted what was happening. Her panties were grabbed and dragged from her before her legs were shoved wide apart.

“Fuck,” Nick let out again as he watched Chris’s head bury between his wife’s naked thighs.

The sound of Patsy’s squeal excited him, but he felt Margaret’s lips slide further down his hard cock and he brought his attention back to her. His legs shook as she gave him a blowjob and his erection was taken deeper with each bob of her head until the tip was brushing on the soft, wet skin at the back of her throat.

Margaret’s fingers slid down to cup around his balls, allowing her to duck her head lower still until her lips almost reached the throbbing base. It was only when she started to gag that her head popped up and she let out a cheeky laugh as she wiped the spit from her lips. The sound of squeals made her glance over her shoulder to the sight of her husband forcing his head between naked thighs.

Patsy squirmed as the tongue of an older man who was a virtual stranger plunged deep in her pussy to lick her out. It made her feel such a bad girl, but that only served to get her wetter. Her mouth opened wide as she pressed her head back into the covers and her body shook as rippling pulses of pleasure swept through her body.

“Does she like sucking cock?” Margaret asked when she looked up at Nick.

He nodded his head, which made Margaret scramble to her feet. The chance to kiss her was too much to resist, and Nick threw his head forward. Her hand came between their bodies as they locked lips passionately and she stroked her fingers up and down until she eventually backed off.

“Come on,” she said and tightened her fingers around his cock.

Nick could do nothing but follow as the grip on his erection led him across the room to the bed. When they came to a stop, Margaret loosened his pants.

“Take them off,” she said as she began to unbutton her blouse.

Nick’s eyes never left her as they both stripped, giving him the sight of a big pair of tits. He leaned down to get his mouth on them, and Margaret brushed her fingers in his hair as she let him play. She eventually tightened her grip to pull his head back and smiled when she spoke.

“You can take your pick,” she said and laughed.

Nick didn’t understand at first and simply watched as she sat down on the bottom of the bed, then threw herself back.

“Get her over me,” Margaret said.

The comment made Chris pull his head from between naked thighs. He looked at his wife as he slid his tongue around his lips to take the taste from them.

“I want to watch her sucking you,” Margaret told her husband. “Get her over me.”

Chris leaped to his feet before grabbing Patsy’s arm. Nick watched as his wife was made to get over Margaret on all fours, so the two women were looking at each other. In an instant, they were sharing another kiss, and it was an enticing sight.

Nick remained standing where he was as he continued to watch the scene playing out before him. Chris scrambled across the bed on his knees to get in position, so he was looking right down at the kiss between the two women. He grabbed hold of Patsy’s shoulder to pull her up. It put her face right in front of a hard bulge and she gave the couple what they wanted straight away.

Balancing herself on one hand, she reached out and pulled down Chris’s zipper. He unbuckled his belt, then loosened his pants, and Margaret grabbed hold to drag them lower. They then did the same with his underwear and his erect cock sprang free.

“Let me see you suck it,” Margaret urged when she looked up at Patsy.

Nick moved a little to get a better view of his wife leaning forward. He grabbed hold of his erection to stroke his fingers along it as he watched her kiss the head of Chris’s cock. The thrill of it wasn’t lost on him and any misgivings he’d had about coming to a swinger party were swept away completely by the hot burst of arousal.

Patsy balanced herself on one hand again, so she could curl the fingers of the other around Chris’s hard cock. She squeezed tight and lifted her gaze to his as she worked her lips over the glistening head.

“Fuck, yeah. She’s good,” Chris gasped when Patsy’s tongue rolled slowly around his cock.

Nick watched for only a second before it dawned on him what Margaret’s comment about taking his pick meant. Her butt was perched on the very edge of the bed, with Patsy’s right above it. Their skirts covered them up, but he was the one in control and he forgot all about the blowjob his wife was giving as he dropped to his knees at the bottom of the bed.

He took his pick and grabbed Patsy’s skirt first to drag it up around her waist, giving him a sight of her naked ass. It had never looked so gorgeous to him and he felt the fierce, pulsing throb of his erection when he leaned forward to kiss on her smooth, naked skin. At the same time, he forced his fingers between her thighs and felt how wet she was when he slipped them in her pussy.

It excited him all the more and he grabbed at her buttocks with his other hand to spread them, so he could sweep his tongue across her asshole. The sound of her muffled squeal came to him and it showed that her mouth was still wrapped around a hard cock.

How much that turned him on came as a surprise. He stroked his fingers in and out of her wet cunt a few times while he licked on puckered skin. There was something else on offer to him, though, and the lure of it made him act. He backed off and his gaze dropped to Margaret’s skirt. There was no doubt she was all for it being pulled up to expose her. The way she lifted her ass up from the covers showed that. The action allowed Nick to shove the material around her waist before leaning down to kiss on her panties.

The wetness of her excitement already showed through and he got his tongue working on it. It sent hot shudders of delight through his body, and the sound of Margaret’s groans came to him when he licked harder.

“Take them down,” she finally urged.

He backed off as she lifted her ass again, so he could grab hold of her panties to drag them down her legs. When he finished taking them off, he squatted back onto his heels and stared at the perfect sight in front of him. His gaze flitted between two naked vaginas until he heard the crude comment.

“Your wife sucks good.”

Nick looked to the hands that were now wrapped around the back of Patsy’s head, and slurping sounds came to him as hard thrusts fucked cock into her mouth. The breath caught in his throat as he watched his wife being used, but another comment came to him; this time it was Margaret who spoke.

“Make her orgasm while her face is fucked.”

She shoved her head up between her husband’s thighs to kiss and lick his balls as he kept thrusting forward to drive his stiff shaft between soft lips. Nick scrambled to his feet as he listened to Patsy almost choking on hard cock. He grabbed hold of her hips as he pushed forward to press his erection into the crease of her ass.

It forced her forward as her mouth was used and the sound of her gagging grew louder. Nick leaned harder against her for a few seconds to hold her in place before backing off to grab hold of his erection. He brushed the tip along her pussy lips to settle it against her slick opening, then thrust forward hard.

Seizing hold of her hips with both hands, he powered forward to pound his cock into her pussy as Chris kept using her mouth. It trapped her in place between them and her eyes squeezed shut as the hot pleasure of the kinky threesome left her shaking.

Nick eventually pushed forward to bury his erection deep inside her pussy, so she couldn’t back away from the cock ravaging her mouth. It was a massive thrill to hold her in place for another man to use her, but it wasn’t all he did. He slid a hand around the top of her thighs to get it to her pubic mound and forced fingers into slick folds of skin to expose her clitoris.

Margaret dropped her head down from between her husband’s thighs to watch the show playing out right above her face. She reached up to the sticky strings of spit and pre-cum hanging from Patsy’s lips.

“Make her cum hard,” she urged.

It spurred both men on. Chris fucked his cock down Patsy’s throat as Nick rubbed fingers roughly on her clitoris to take her right to the edge. The sound of her muffled, gagging squeals became desperate until the hot pulse of pressure between her thighs exploded in orgasm.

Nick was quick to back off to go after more. He dropped to his knees and shoved Margaret’s legs wide to shuffle in between. Grabbing his erection, he spanked the head on plump folds of skin before fucking every hard inch inside her slick depths.

His wife’s pussy was right there in front of his face and he got his mouth on it as he started to thrust. Patsy gagged hard as thick cock filled her mouth and the tight grip on her hair stopped her from backing off. The swelling throb of Chris’s excitement was finally impossible for him to hold back, and he felt his wife’s fingers cup his balls as he let go.

Patsy shuddered when thick spurts of cum erupted in her mouth. She pushed back against Nick’s face as he forced his tongue inside her. He continued to crash his body between Margaret’s spread thighs, and her shouted gasps of encouragement grew louder as she tried to push toward the thick, hard cock ravaging her pussy.

Margaret stared up at the cum spilling from pretty lips to drop down on her, and there was only one thing on her mind when Chris backed off. Grabbing hold of hair, she pulled Patsy down to a sticky kiss and cum flooded into her mouth as she was fucked to orgasm.

Her body tensed to make her ass lift up from the covers and Nick drove forward hard to drive his cock into her wet cunt until it was too much for him. He kept his tongue buried in his wife’s quivering pussy when he finally slammed his cock balls-deep. The building pressure peaked in an instant and his hips bucked hard as the climax sparked his release.

Shudders ripped through his body as he lost himself to the hot bliss. It sent powerful, spurting bursts of his cum erupting deep into Margaret’s pussy as she reveled in the pure delight of a dirty moment that left them both shaking. Her squirming movements only came to an end when his climax started to fade.

She felt his fingers grip her thighs as he pulled himself onto her to take every last bit of pleasure. It made her wrap her hands around Patsy’s head, so the pair of them could keep sharing a sloppy, cum-drenched kiss that went on until the sound of Chris’s voice finally brought the moment to an end.

“Did we take care of you?” he asked and laughed.

Nick pulled back to withdraw his fading erection from Margaret’s pussy and watched the trickles of white slide out to roll across her skin. He only stopped looking when he heard another comment from Chris.

“I think your wife is in love.”

It made Nick move to the side a little, and he saw the strings of cum stretching out between the lips of the two women when the kiss came to an end. There was no doubt in his mind that coming to the party had been the right thing to do, and he could see his wife felt the same when she glanced toward him. Their first visit to a swinger party wasn’t going to be their last, and they knew they’d be doing a lot more than watching each time they got an invitation to attend.

The End
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He quietly watched her as she removed her clothes. She was a woman driven by her wants and needs – exactly what he needed. As she peeled off the lace brassiere from her perky breasts, he planted discontent in her mind. He watched as she responded to his mind, touching her nipples and caressing her twin mounds, then cupping them in her hands, as if to simulate a deeper cleavage.

She removed the matching thong and looked at her rear, her desire to have a fuller booty increasing, something to accentuate her supple thighs. She always wanted to be like those girls in the club – gyrating their hot bodies to the music while men fell at their feet. But she was hesitant. Perhaps she should start with something she had always been discontented with, her tiny upturned nose that gave her the countenance of a child.

She sauntered to her computer, naked, and went to her favorite porn site. She watched the underground club scene where naked bodies peppered the dance floors and orgies were common. Her pussy started to feel warm as her juices started to leak and she started to instinctively touch herself. She was oblivious as he watched approvingly from his berth outside her window, feeding her discontentment with her physical features and sending her indecent thoughts.

Bianca had always wanted to get her features cosmetically improved, but had never indulged in these urges. But tonight, the desire grew more intense. The more she watched those voluptuous women being fucked into senselessness by well-hung men, the more she wanted to be them. She rubbed desperately at her clit and slipped her fingers into her aching pussy.

Her peak started to build. The onscreen sights of the swaying of the tits of a full-breasted black woman being fucked to the rhythm of the thrusts of a masked man on the club dancefloor made her heart pump faster. She rubbed herself frantically.

He could smell her blood levels rising as she neared her peaked. He licked his lips, yearning to swoop in and take her. But, no, he prevented himself. She was not for partaking – she had a different purpose. He would have to wait. She would come to him, willingly. He looked and saw that she was slumped on her computer chair like a spent rag doll, the ebbing orgasm leaving her shivering as she clicked on a webpage. He saw the site she was on. Prime Beauty. His job for tonight was done.

~~
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Bianca clicked on the pages that she had become so familiar with. She had started to earn big in sales and she had been considering Prime Beauty – a clinic that came in highly recommended by many on the internet. Having visited the website so often, she knew that they had a team of cosmetic surgeons, but the best consultation and procedures would be through the founder of the clinic himself, Dr. Vincent Prime.

Bianca took it upon herself to find a way to get one of Dr. Prime’s consultation slots. She had stared at the image of Dr. Prime on their website's company profile for so long that she felt she knew him. She promised herself that she would get into his clinic. It would not be an easy task. If she used the regular appointment setting application, there would be a six-week wait just to get into his personal clinic – and his consulting hours were only from 6pm to 9pm. Procedures were performed from 10pm to 2am, which seemed to suggest a maximum of one procedure a day. She would have to find a way.

~~
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When Dr. Vince left his clinic at around 2:30am, Bianca followed him to a nearby club where he sat on a stool and nursed a drink that seemed to take forever to finish. He spent his time there looking out at the dancefloor. To Bianca, it seemed like he wanted something – or someone – but was too shy to approach any of the people around him.

She boldly went up and introduced herself, pretending not to know who he was. She was pleased with how easily he took to her, lapping at her words. Bianca was surprised by how young the doctor looked. His pale skin was smooth and his dark brown hair lush. His deep eyes had a mystery in them that made her quiver.

She said she was into real estate and asked what his job was. He readily answered that he was a cosmetic surgeon. Bianca was surprised at his honesty. Truthfully, the club seemed a bit seedy for the physician's stature. She then told him she had always wanted her nose fixed. He brought his hand to her face and set his finger on her nose. Bianca was pleasantly surprised when he circled her face delicately with his finger and traced a line down to the crook of her neck and tentatively down to her neckline.

When the doctor stopped his finger exploration, Bianca immediately invited him to dance. He gamely accepted, and they stepped onto the dimly lit floor to grind against each other. He was quite adept at dancing, staring at Bianca intently the whole time. It made her pussy quiver.

Shit, I didn’t plan on feeling like this, she thought as she swayed against his body, feeling horny. The doctor pulled his body closer and Bianca was surprised by how cold he felt. She pressed her chest on his and, when their groins pressed together, she could feel his growing hardness.

She gasped as she felt his hand snake up her little flared skirt and flick her thong aside, his fingers slipping into her slit on the dance floor. Bianca panted as she held her tighter, his face buried in her neck. She was getting lost in the magic of his fingers in her pussy.

~~
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Vincent was doing everything in his power not to bare his fangs and sink them into the skin on her lovely neck. Bianca was being a slut, and she had followed him. Vincent played along and pretended to respond to her approaches. What she didn’t know was that he had long tagged her as his property – that it was only a matter of time until she came to him.

But he hadn’t expected it to be like this. She had awoken a part of him that had been slumbering for many years. His earthly job as a cosmetic surgeon allowed him to look at women's bodies in their worst and best states. He made bodies of art, shaped for seduction, desire, and fucking, but he had never been aroused.

As Bianca rubbed her body against his, Vincent's cock stirred to life and he boiled with the desire to release. He knew that Bianca was, indeed, the one, but he must wait. His mind was muddled by his lust, and Vincent was having trouble controlling himself for the first time. He played with her sex, hoping that, if she was satiated, the temptation would stop.

Apparently, Vincent had been out of the game for too long. Bianca wanted more and was leading him to the rear of the club – to those little dank stalls they called bathrooms but were actually where many couples ducked in for a quickie.

Vincent willed himself to resist, but his legs followed where Bianca led. They entered the bathroom, and she quickly checked for a vacant stall. Once the lock clicked inside the stall, Bianca deftly opened his pants and unzipped his fly. When his cock sprung free, she took him into her soft little mouth. He moaned with pleasure, relishing the heat of her orifice on his cold member.

Bianca sensed Vincent's need and, though she was taken aback by his cold and hard cock, she pushed him further into her mouth and deeper in her throat. She looked up and saw him lost in pleasure. She pulled his length out, and he grabbed onto her blonde hair and pushed her head toward his crotch, jamming his cock hard into her throat.

She gagged and salivated as he held her still, waiting as her eyes watered, fully knowing and sensing her capacity before he released his hold. Bianca gasped as Vincent's huge cock eased out of her mouth.

"I need to fuck you," he said gruffly and pulled her up.

Bianca lifted her skirt and pushed aside her thong. She raised one leg on the toilet seat and bent down as the doctor penetrated her pussy.

"Uuuuh," her moan echoed in the bathroom. Vincent knew that other people heard them, but they minded their own business. He could hear the rhythmic banging of sex with audible panting from behind another wall. His cock had not been inside a woman for some time and he knew he might lose control. As soon as he felt Bianca cum, he withdrew and spun her around.

"Suck my dick. I want to see my jizz smeared on your pretty face," he hissed.

Bianca was still quaking from her orgasm, but when she heard him say "pretty face," nothing seemed to matter. She turned him on. And she was going to be hotter once he was done tweaking, nipping, and tucking her body. She reverently fed his dick in her mouth and sucked.

Vincent knew it would not take much for him to climax this time. After a few gliding strokes and her teeth grazing the sides of his sensitive penis, Vincent almost released his sperm in her mouth. Realizing that it was still premature for his fluids to mingle with hers, though, he hesitantly pulled out and sprayed his spunk on her pretty little face.

Vincent and Bianca hurriedly fixed themselves up to the sounds of someone banging on the bathroom stall door.

"Get a room," a lady shouted impolitely.

They sheepishly exited and went back to the bar. It was already 4am. Vincent was, once again, toying at a drink. He could read her mind clearly.

"I love fucking you, but I need to see you in your clinic," Bianca thought frantically, searching for a way to bring up the topic.

"Look, Bianca," the doctor said. "You mentioned about doing some work on your nose? I'd gladly give you professional advice – no obligations! Here's my card. Ask for Rose and she'll set you up for an appointment the soonest. That's my private clinic number."

She took the card. Why that was easy as pie, she thought, congratulating herself on a job well done.

"I need to go," Vincent said as he picked up the tab and gave her a light hug. "Sorry for being in a hurry – I'll see you in the clinic. " Vincent left the club abruptly – it was almost daylight, and he had to feed.

~~
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A week after their encounter, Bianca was at Prime Beauty. Dr. Vincent Prime's personal secretary and head nurse, Rose, was looking at her with contempt. As expected, the doctor's personal assistant was a beautiful woman – perfect in every imaginable way, Bianca thought. Rose had long, luscious black hair, perfectly shaped almond eyes, a nicely bridged nose, and a perfect pout. Bianca would not have been surprised if, under that pristine white uniform, was a pair of perfect tits, a flat belly, and a nicely shaped booty. She didn’t dare stare at the nurse, however, since she was the recipient of an obvious glare.

She's probably wondering who I am, thought Bianca, secretly amused that the staff must be perplexed at how she’d managed to weasel her way into the doctor's full schedule.

"You'll have to change into a hospital gown so the doctor can give you a complete examination," Rose stated coldly. Her icy stare seemed to penetrate into Bianca's soul.

"B-b-ut," Bianca started to protest. After all, she was only there for a nose job.

"Didn’t you read the brochure we emailed to you?" the nurse asked sharply. "Any patient of Dr. Prime shall have to undergo a full-body exam prior to any procedure – minor or otherwise," she stated condescendingly.

Bianca did not dare argue any further. She took the plastic-wrapped consultation kit and went to the changing room, which Rose had pointed out. After storing her stuff in a locker, Bianca waited inside Dr. Prime's clinic.

When he arrived, the doctor seemed to be a little distant, distracted perhaps.

"Hello, Bianca," he said with a smile. Then, as if he realized something, the doctor's face tensed. "Please undress and lie on your back."

Bianca swung her legs onto the examination table. As she lay down, her nipples became taut and hard. It made Vincent's cock twitch in his pants. He went through the routine breast examination, trying his best to act professionally. There were two things that he could not deny, her ripe young body that was to be his and her pulsing carotid.

Vincent's hand continued circling the flesh of her tits when he unintentionally brushed her nipples, making them longer and harder in an instant. He looked at Bianca's face and saw that her eyes were closed, her mouth slightly agape and panting. He then took her nipples deliberately between the fingers of his hands and squeezed them lightly. He could hear her wheeze and make a sharp breath intake at the sensation.

Bianca felt Vincent take his hand off her body. She suddenly heard clicking and opened her eyes to find the doctor taking pictures of her tits.

"Should you want an augmentation, I will already have these images filed for digital imagery so I can come up with the best size and shape recommendations for you," he remarked.

Bianca thought the doctor was a little breathless. She knew exactly why, but she was keeping mum until he admitted it himself or pushed her to spell it out for him.

"Now, let's do an internal exam," he said formally. "Have you ever had one before?"

Bianca merely nodded at the doctor.

"In case you want to do labiaplasty, clitoral hood reduction, hymenoplasty, labia majora augmentation, vaginoplasty, or G-spot amplification, I shall already have your patient information," he stated as he set-up the stirrups at the lower corner of the table.

Vincent lifted Bianca's left leg and placed it into a stirrup. He did the same with the other leg. Bianca felt vulnerable as her pussy lips softly parted and her pink sex came into view. Vincent looked at her cunt for the first time, noticing a film of clear fluid threatening to drip out of her entrance.

She is fertile, he thought, his cock growing crazy. He knew it would be perfect timing to inseminate her. When he bent down, sure enough, he could smell the heat of her ripeness.

He put his hand on her vulva and spread her labia a little wider with his bare fingers. Bianca pursed her lips as she anticipated Vincent's touch and probe. He touched her clit lightly and raked it a little roughly with his fingers. Bianca shut her eyes tight as her body responded to his touch by jerking slightly. She bit her lips in an effort to be quiet.

"Don’t worry, the walls are soundproof," he softly said to her.

He could see her breathe a sigh of relief. As she exhaled, a trickle of pussy juice leaked out of her pussy. Vincent wet his middle finger in her fluids and slipped it into her wet vagina. He inserted another finger and Bianca sighed. Another finger elicited a soft moan from her. When he pressed her clit with his thumb as he rolled his fingers inside her warmth, Bianca's breathing became ragged. As Vincent eased his fingers in and around her, Bianca's hips moved with him and, soon, she was rocking instinctively against the motions of his hand.

Her veins were pumping more blood now, making Vincent dizzy. He fumbled a little, but Bianca didn’t notice since she was jerking lightly in orgasm.

"Sorry, doctor," she panted. "I don’t know what came upon me."

Vincent composed himself as Bianca's heartbeat slowed down.

"Since you've become too lubricated during the manual exam, I hope you don’t mind if I use a speculum," he said.

She looked as he took the stainless steel implement out of the sterilizer. He lathered it with KY jelly. Vincent could swear that Bianca looked at the medical tool with anticipation. He placed a hand over her cunt lips and spread them apart. The doctor pointed the tip at her opening and, when he pushed it, Bianca actually bore against him, facilitating its way into her depths.

Vincent could not deny that he wanted to burst inside his pants. What was in this woman that called to his manhood?

The speculum was now sufficiently buried inside Bianca. Vincent twisted the knob, and the speculum opened, displaying her wet pink insides. He could see her sex ready to be taken and healthy for impregnation.

He looked at her and held the tip of the speculum, then churned and rolled the barrel in her cunt, and Bianca moaned loudly. The sound of her wantonness hit his core, bringing their history to his mind. She had been borne to a human female, conceived before her mother was made into one of them. Bianca was promised by her mother to Vincent – to bear his offspring. Bianca had drunk a droplet of Vincent's blood when she was a baby, making her thirst for him – she would be drawn to him as he was to her.

Vincent fucked Bianca with the speculum, her legs shaking in the stirrups and her hips jerking sweetly as she clutched the sides of the examination table as another wave hit her. The clinic was smelling of sex, making Vincent desperate with need.

When it was over, he closed the speculum and withdrew the cum-drenched medical tool from inside her.

"Take me, Vincent, and fuck me. Pour your seed in me," Bianca said unexpectedly.

He looked at her in slight confusion.

"No, we mustn't," he stammered, looking vulnerable and confused.

"I know," Bianca breathed. "I know and I'm ready. My body is ready for you and I know you are for me."

Vincent didn’t have time to process what he’d heard. He tore off his clothes and knelt between Bianca's raised legs. In one swift movement, he impaled her with his aching cock. This time, he did not hold back. He pumped furiously as Bianca responded by raising her hips to meet his thrusts. She was cooing as his dick changed from hot to cold as sperm started to make his balls heavy.

"Cum in me, please," she begged sweetly. He could not deny her request and released his pent-up seed inside Bianca, holding her hips up and keeping his length plunged in her as the final drops of his cum trickled out of his cock and into the neck of her womb. He kept her in that position for a few minutes before he dismounted from her and removed her legs from the stirrups.

While Bianca was getting dressed, Vincent came up to her. "What exactly do you know?"

"I know what you are," she replied, taking him by surprise.

"That night we fucked at the club, I suddenly realized who you were. I followed you and saw you feed on a random person in an alley. I called my mother. She made me go to her house. When I asked the questions, she told me that I had unlocked her lips with my knowledge. She asked me if I’d had any sexual contact recently and with whom. I told her your name, and I saw the recognition on her face."

"She asked me if you had cum in me and I told her I was unsure. She confirmed that you had deposited a trickle of your seed in me. Enough to awaken me, but not enough to inseminate me. I was shocked. She told me the truth of who I was and who she was. She revealed to me what I was to be to you. My mother helped me count the days and today is my first day of fertility. We have a three-day window to procreate."

Vincent was silent and dumbfounded at the revelation. It had come to pass and everything had fallen into place.

"And I will know if you try to make me during pregnancy or turn me after childbirth because I will know whether the child carries your genes or not. I can have our child suckle from my breast just as how I did my mother's and be protected," she finished before looking down into her folded hands.

His sexual release staved his hunger. He knew that one union would not be enough to ensure Bianca's pregnancy. He instructed Bianca to wait for him at her home while he completed his work. Vincent would take three nights off his work to be with her.

Bianca headed to her apartment and eagerly waited for her beau. Once he arrived, they immediately plunged into a frenzy of torrid sex. Bianca had never been so erotically charged. Vincent had the supernatural stamina of a stallion. His cock never stopped being hard.

They engaged in numerous coital acts and they never felt tired. She was seated on his lap, facing his handsome face with her cock buried deep inside her cunt. Bianca was rocking slowly on his hardness, savoring the hardness of his length moving sweetly back and forth inside her. It was Vincent who noticed when it happened. To Bianca, it was an explosive force inside her that flowed to the tips of her breasts.

"You're lactating," he remarked with wonder from beneath her. When she looked down at her tits, Bianca saw that her nipples had puckered open and burst forth with milk. Vincent looked at her lovingly as he settled his beautiful lips on a tit tip and started suckling. It made Bianca crazy with need and she rocked on him harder. The sensation intensified as he sucked harder. Vincent came one more time before removing her from his staff and cradling her in his arms.

"You're now with child," he said tenderly, stroking her milk-drenched belly. "The gestation will be quick and I will come to you nightly to help you ease your body and get your birthing canal ready so that the childbirth will be easy and painless. I will see to it myself and make sure you are safe."

Bianca was amazed. Indeed, after she had started to lactate, she had felt the baby start to grow inside her. She felt no bloodthirst anxiety, so the fetus had not acquired the vampire gene. She felt, also, that the child was to be male. This made Vincent overjoyed.

He fulfilled his promise and came to her nightly. Despite her belly growing heavier, he stimulated her sex and made her climax nightly, stretching her legs wide and making her pussy juices flow copiously.

There were nights she would beg for him to penetrate her, and he would accede to her requests only to pull out before he could eject any fluid that could stimulate premature birth. Eventually, the couple decided on using a dildo to ensure the safety of the fetus while eliciting the necessary girth and stretch of Bianca's sex. The birth of a vampire's offspring, or dhampir, was a different matter altogether. Bianca had to be fully aware of her reproductive system and her senses must be heightened. She would be doing it almost unaided; Vincent was to be there only if she needed to be made into a vampire.

On the 26th night of her pregnancy, Vincent was dildo-fucking Bianca on her bed when the contractions came just as she was starting her climax. She screamed as her water broke and the baby was born without incident. Her tits burst out copiously with warm milk and she placed her newborn on one tit while Vincent suckled gently on the other to induce more milk production.

"It is time," he whispered as she held the suckling infant in her arms.

Bianca nodded and Vincent bent down to take her carotid between his bared fangs, slowly drawing blood. When he had taken enough, he tore at his wrist and fed it to the mother of his child. As Bianca drank, the wounds of her birthing healed and a sweet-sharp pain coursed through her body.

It was done.

The End
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​Stand the Heat: Wax Play Erotica written by Jane Foxy
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Ricky watched Bianca, his girlfriend, setting up candles in a semicircle on the floor while excitement and arousal bubbled in his chest. Their sex life had always been wild, and they were always looking for new things to try. They had been speaking about wax play for a while; it was something they were both interested in but had always been pushed down the list by other adventurous ideas. Bianca had finally taken matters into her own hands and bought a couple of body-safe candles from a sex shop and surprised Ricky with them. It had been on the back burner for so long that Ricky hadn’t realized how eager he was to try it.

Ricky laid down a sheet in the curve of the semicircle of candles, careful not to get too close. Bianca lit all the candles, including one of the special ones she’d bought, a deep purple candle in a glass container, and Ricky fetched a bottle of baby oil to aid in the removal of the wax after they were done. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on Bianca’s beautiful body and see her glisten with oil. Ricky switched off the light when Bianca was finished, and the room was bathed in the gentle warm glow of the few dozen candles Bianca had arranged. Bianca’s blonde hair shimmered ethereally in the dim, flickering light, and her tanned skin looked positively golden.

Ricky pulled Bianca in for a kiss, their lips moving together slowly and sensuously. Their hands roamed. Ricky mapped out Bianca’s curvy hips and arched back while Bianca traced Ricky’s lean muscle in his chest, back and arms. Slowly, they removed each other’s clothes, never leaving each other’s bodies for long, kissing and touching each new patch of flesh that was revealed. Bianca looked up at Ricky, her blue eyes sparkling and her lips plump and pink. Ricky captured her lips in another kiss and Bianca giggled softly before returning the kiss.

Bianca pulled back and looked Ricky over with uncontained lust. She took in his black hair, his pale gray eyes that reflected the candlelight, his lean body, and his half-hard cock.

“God, you’re hot,” she said, stroking her fingers down his chest.

“So are you,” Ricky replied, marveling at Bianca’s full breasts and wide hips.

Bianca’s fingers traveled down to Ricky’s stomach, then lower, stroking through his pubic hair teasingly. Ricky almost got lost in Bianca’s touch before reminding himself of what awaited them. He took her hand and kissed her knuckles before guiding her to lie down.

Bianca looked like a goddess spread out before him. The soft candlelight cast delectable shadows across her body and lit up the most attractive parts of her body. Her erect nipples caught the light, the pretty pinky-brown looking even better in the warm glow of the candles. Bianca’s pubic mound also caught the light and Ricky had to resist diving in and eating her out and abandoning their plans.

Ricky poured some oil into his palm and set the bottle aside. He slicked up both his hands before placing them on Bianca’s thigh, then massaged the oil into her smooth, toned thigh, starting low above her knee and working his way up. He made sure to coat Bianca’s inner thighs too, his fingers gliding over her soft skin. Bianca shivered as Ricky’s fingers stroked the sensitive skin on the inside of her leg, his fingers brushing close to her pussy but not touching. Ricky gave a small smile, the anticipation of what the purple wax would look like on Bianca’s thighs making his insides bubble with excitement. He couldn’t wait to see and hear Bianca’s response.

Ricky moved his hands up to spread the oil over Bianca’s hips and pelvis. Bianca sighed happily, relaxing under Ricky’s strong hands even as her hips rolled slowly as she became more aroused. Ricky put more oil on his hands and started on Bianca’s other thigh, giving it the same dedication as the first one. The candlelight flickered warmly across Bianca’s oiled skin and Ricky had to take a moment to squeeze his hardening cock before carrying on. The anticipation was sharp but delicious.

Moving his hands up, Ricky spread the oil over Bianca’s stomach. His hands out flat, he rubbed gentle circles into Bianca’s skin, letting his thumbs dip into her belly button occasionally. He moved up, covering Bianca’s sides in oil and moving his hands over her ribs. Ricky picked up the bottle of oil and poured it directly on Bianca’s sternum, between her breasts. He watched as it ran down to her stomach before placing his hands back on her. He spread the oil out over her chest first, even as Bianca arched her back, trying to direct his hands to her breasts.

“Don’t worry, baby, I’m getting there,” Ricky said, smoothing his hands over Bianca’s collar bones.

Bianca huffed out a frustrated laugh but didn’t try to push Ricky further. She was enjoying the tease despite her need to have her breasts touched. Ricky ran his hands down Bianca’s arms, not giving them as much attention since he didn’t plan on putting wax on them. Finally, he moved back to Bianca’s chest, cupped her breasts, and moved his hands in circles to coat them in oil. Bianca let out a small moan of relief, and her eyelids fell closed.

Ricky loved the way Bianca’s breasts filled his hands. He squeezed them, watching the way her soft flesh gave way. He made sure he oiled up every inch of them, swiping his hands underneath, following the line where her breasts met her ribs. He ran his fingers over the sides, watching the way her soft breasts moved and jiggled, then paid special attention to her nipples, adding even more oil before he circled them with his thumbs. Bianca’s breathing sped up as he touched her, and she placed her hand on Ricky’s thigh, needing to touch him. Ricky rolled her nipples between his fingers and felt them get even harder as he played with them. He pulled at them, but the slick oil made him lose his grip, and Bianca’s breasts fell back, jiggling. Ricky did it again, and again, and again, loving the way Bianca’s breasts moved, and the feeling of her nipples in his fingers. Soft, high pitched moans flowed from Bianca’s lips. She loved the way Ricky played with her breasts, his touch firm, even rough sometimes. It always sent tingles of pleasure straight to her pussy.

Ricky gave Bianca’s nipples one last pinch before he moved down her stomach again. He stroked his oiled hands over her pubic mound and down over her pussy. He didn’t plan on dripping any wax directly onto Bianca’s pussy, but he couldn’t resist oiling her up anyway. Bianca angled her hips to meet him, and Ricky slid his hand between her legs. His oil-slicked hand glided over her clit, which stuck out between her labia, and over her pussy lips. Bianca sucked in a sharp breath when Ricky passed over her clit. Ricky could feel how aroused she was already, her clit hard and her labia swollen. He dipped a finger between her lips and felt how wet she was. He could fuck her right then if he wanted. It was so tempting to dive into her perfect pussy and feel her warmth around him, but he withdrew his hand. It would be so much better after the wax.

Ricky palmed his cock for a moment, relishing in the brief relief. Bianca watched him with lust-filled eyes, squeezing his thigh in time with him stroking his cock.

“Are you ready, baby?” Ricky asked, his stomach clenching excitedly at the thought of what he was about to do.

“Yeah,” Bianca whined, squirming.

Ricky wiped his hand on a nearby towel before picking up one of the glass candle holders. The candle inside had turned completely liquid while he had been readying Bianca, the purple wax slightly see-through. Ricky blew out the wick and looked Bianca over, wondering which part of her perfect body to start with. Bianca let out a shaky breath, her anticipation climbing. She fisted the covers with one hand, her other still on Ricky’s thigh like an anchor. Ricky made his decision and moved the candle above Bianca’s sternum. He tipped the glass, moving his hand and dripping a thin line of wax between Bianca’s breasts. She gasped when the hot wax hit her skin, her back arching.

“Good?” Ricky asked.

“God, yes,” Bianca said breathlessly.

Ricky repeated the movement, being a little bolder this time, creating a parallel line, but thicker and longer than the first. He repeated the motion on the other side of the first line for symmetry. Bianca groaned with each fresh hit of wax, her back arching. The purple wax started to cool on her skin, going solid again.

“More,” Bianca groaned.

Ricky didn’t make her wait. He trailed a line of wax down her stomach. Bianca hissed and squirmed, making the line go wonky, and Ricky poured wax down her stomach, stopping short of her belly button. Bianca’s stomach rose and fell with her fast breathing.

“Tell me how it feels,” Ricky said.

“Hot,” came Bianca’s reply, “It stings, but so fucking good.”

“Do you want more?” Ricky asked.

“Please,” Bianca said desperately, her fingers digging into Ricky’s thigh.

Ricky moved the candle to hover above Bianca’s thigh. He tipped the jar, this time pouring out the wax in short zig-zags across her thigh instead of down. Bianca’s legs quivered with the effort of keeping still. Ricky moved to Bianca’s other thigh and repeated the move. Bianca whined through her nose, her body twitching.

“You look so beautiful, covered in wax like this,” Ricky said, watching the wax on Bianca’s thighs start to cool.

He gave Bianca a moment to catch her breath, using his free hand to stroke her legs where there was no wax. He ran the tip of his finger between the zig-zags on her thighs.

“Fuck,” Bianca said in a long exhale. “My pussy is throbbing.”

Ricky’s cock twitched at Bianca’s words. He wanted to fuck her, make her scream while did. But there was one last place he wanted to pour wax onto first. Ricky moved the jar so it was over Bianca’s breasts. She looked up at him, excitement and desire clear in her eyes. She bit her lip, waiting for Ricky to tip the glass. Slowly, he turned his hand, letting the wax run to the rim of the glass. Carefully, he let a drop escape. It splashed onto the swell of Bianca’s breast, dribbling down toward her sternum and beginning to harden. Bianca’s eyes closed as she gave herself over to the sensations.

Ricky let another drop of wax fall, close to the first. Then another. He moved around Bianca’s breast, letting drops of hot wax fall. He moved gradually closer to Bianca’s nipple. When the first splash of wax hit her areola, Bianca whimpered in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. It was clear from her reaction that it was by far the most sensitive place Ricky had dripped wax onto. Ricky let another drop fall, this time directly on Bianca’s nipple. She squirmed and cried out. Ricky let another three drops go, not giving Bianca time to recover. Her breasts jiggled as she squirmed and he missed her nipple twice, the wax dripping onto her breast instead and trailing down the outside. He brought the candle closer for better accuracy and targeted Bianca’s nipple again. Her nails cut into Ricky’s thigh as hot wax splashed onto her hard nipple. Her wrinkled areola was soon covered in wax and hidden from view.

“God,” Bianca moaned. “When it hardens, it feels so...”

She couldn’t complete the sentence, reveling in the differing sensations of the hot wax stinging her and it hardening and tightening around her erect nipples, pulling at her skin.

Ricky didn’t make her elaborate, his only focus was Bianca’s enjoyment. The wax was beginning to run out. Ricky used the last of it on Bianca’s other breast, letting it drizzle out in thin lines that crisscrossed all over her breast, with most of the meeting points at her nipple. Bianca panted her way through it, whines and whimpers escaping her red, bitten lips.

Ricky set the candle down and sat back and admired his work. Bianca was a sight to behold, the other candles still bathing her in golden light. The purple wax was mostly hard, standing out against her tanned skin. Her skin was pink around the edges of the wax, and Ricky ran his fingers along it, feeling everywhere he had poured wax onto her. Her breasts didn’t jiggle as much when he touched them, as they were held in place by the wax. Bianca hadn’t stopped panting, her body still squirming with arousal.

“Fuck me,” Bianca whispered. “Please, I need you.”

Ricky moved his hand down Bianca’s stomach, keeping his touch light. He stopped at her pubic mound and traced nonsense patterns into her smooth, hairless skin.

“Should I put wax here next time?” Ricky asked, imagining what it would be like to drip wax there.

Bianca moaned an affirmative response. Ricky tapped his fingers on her skin, simulating the splashes of wax, thinking about how careful he’d have to be to avoid getting wax on her actual pussy. The thrill of that danger set something primal off in Ricky. He moved his hand between Bianca’s legs and cupped her. He held her pussy firmly, squeezing. Bianca cried out at the sudden sensation, both a relief to finally be touched and a frustration that it wasn’t enough. Bianca’s clit rubbed against Ricky’s palm as he squeezed her more, his fingers digging into her labia.

“Feel how hot and swollen your pussy is?” Ricky growled. “You’re so wet from me hurting you.”

“Please,” Bianca groaned, grinding into Ricky’s hand.

Ricky curled two of his fingers and plunged them into Bianca’s pussy. She yielded to his fingers, her pussy parting for them. Her pussy was dripping and creamy and clung to his fingers.

“So needy,” Ricky said. “I can feel how much your pussy wants me.”

Ricky pulled out his fingers and wiped Bianca’s cream onto his cock. He encouraged Bianca with his hands to spread her legs. She bent her knees, planted her feet far apart, and gave Ricky full view, full reign of her. The wax on her thighs cracked as she moved them, some of it flaking away. Ricky positioned himself between Bianca’s legs, holding his cock in his hand. He teased her clit with the tip of his cock, making Bianca moan and shudder, oversensitive from all the stimulation.

“Please,” Bianca whimpered.

Ricky didn’t make her wait any longer. He moved his cock down to her entrance and pushed inside. He signed as Bianca’s heat enveloped his cock, savoring the way her wet pussy clung to him. Bianca tipped her head back as Ricky bottomed out, a blissful sigh escaping her lips. The line of her throat was too tempting for Ricky to resist and he leaned forward to kiss it, planting his hands on either side of her. He sucked wet kisses into her throat and his chest rubbed against the hard wax on her breasts. It was a new, exciting sensation for both of them, and their twin moans erupted together.

Ricky started thrusting, setting an easy pace that wasn’t too slow or too fast. Bianca wrapped her arms around his back, threading one of her hands through his dark hair while he continued to kiss her neck. They moved together, Bianca rocking her hips to meet Ricky’s thrusts. The movement started to crack and peel off the wax on Bianca’s stomach and breasts. Bianca clutched at Ricky, caught up in the feeling of him pumping in and out of her, of the wax pulling strangely but deliciously on her skin.

Ricky reached back and wrapped his hand around Bianca’s thigh, hoisting her leg up around his hips. It changed the angle of her pelvis and let Ricky go even deeper. Bianca groaned desperately, her pleasure only heightening. Ricky squeezed her thigh, and more wax came off under his hand. He thrust harder, his thighs slapping into her ass. Bianca dug her nails into his back and fisted his hair.

“I’m close,” Bianca cried out.

Ricky moved his hand from Bianca’s thigh, sliding it between them and down, then circled her hard clit with two fingers. Bianca bucked and whined, pulling Ricky closer. Ricky buried his face in her neck, his lips dragging against her skin as he panted. His own orgasm was approaching, but he was going to get Bianca there first.

Ricky rubbed his fingers over Bianca’s clit and thrust deep. Again and again. With each thrust, Bianca’s pleasure grew. She tipped over the edge with a sob, jerking underneath Ricky’s body as the waves of her orgasm flowed through her. Her pussy clenched around Ricky’s cock and he fucked her through it, each thrust sending new crashes of pleasure through her body.

As Bianca’s orgasm receded, Ricky removed his fingers from Bianca’s clit and placed his hand back on the floor for more leverage. He rose up so he could look down at Bianca as he continued to fuck her. The wax on her breasts was beginning to flake off, some of it stuck to Ricky’s own chest. It revealed Bianca’s perfect nipples, still hard and poking out through the purple wax. Her breasts jiggled with each thrust and Ricky was mesmerized.

Ricky’s orgasm built and built. He groaned when he finally came, thrusting deep and erratically, shooting his cum into Bianca. She stroked his hair and back while he emptied himself inside her, his deep thrusts making her bite her lip.

Ricky’s orgasm faded and they lay together, their breathing starting to return to normal. Eventually, Ricky sat back and pulled out. He looked at Bianca, her skin still gleaming in the candlelight, the wax still clinging to her skin in many places, her well-fucked pussy leaking his cum onto the sheet beneath her. Ricky started peeling the remaining wax off of Bianca’s thighs, touching her skin underneath as it was revealed.

“I can’t wait to do that again,” Bianca said, wiggling her body in satisfaction.

The End
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Naughty Games at the Swingers Party written by Katy Hots
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Twice a month, Honey and Brad Smith go to Maria and Joe’s party. These are no ordinary get-togethers. They are fun times for like-minded people who enjoy sharing new ideas about something they love – swinging with spouses. Ever since they’d joined the clique, they had been regularly in each other’s bedrooms.

When they arrive at the beautiful multi-level home, they always pass by the neophytes’ room, which was where Joe and Maria have first-time joiners stay, especially if they are curious but still awkward about swinging. Sometimes, an experienced couple will join them in their maiden escapade.

That night, Honey and Brad had a surprise up their sleeves. They passed by the neophytes’ room where they saw one of the fun guys, Dave, stacking his wife, Nancy, and a newbie, Trish, pussy above pussy while Trish's husband Jim was getting ready to satisfy the two ladies with his cock. They knew that Dave would get his turn to fuck the girls much later in the evening and that the beginners would have a fine time.

What the newcomers didn’t know was that the room was outfitted with a one-way mirror where older members of the group could voyeur and appreciate the newness of the first-time swing. It was better than viewing a random porn video. Oftentimes, it rekindled excitement and added spice to regimented partygoers.

~~
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The first time Honey and Brad were introduced to the parties, it had been Dave and Nancy who had started the fun. And, yes, it was also in the neophytes’ room. Unlike the couple who seemed quite excited to dabble in double fun that evening, the Smiths had been a little uptight. Both were quite timid at the get-go, but Nancy had a very nice game prepared to break the ice.

Nancy was wearing a translucent white lace top, her pink nipples peeping through the design. A matching thong was the only lower garment she had on, besides a pair of strappy white sandals. Honey was still in her sexy sheer caftan, embarrassingly fully dressed for the night. Both guys were already in their boxers.

“Are you two beautiful people ready to play?” Nancy asked coyly. Her long wavy brown curls dropped sexily all the way down to the top of her butt. There was a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc tucked under her arm.

Nancy took Honey by the hand and led her to the plush wool carpet on the floor. She sat on the floor and tapped the space beside her, urging Honey to follow suit. The men sat opposite them.

“For our first time, we’ll play our version of ‘spin the bottle,’” Dave said.

Honey was not too sure about this, but she was really interested in fucking Dave. She could see the outline through his boxers – a cock which was already huge even while it was flaccid. Good thing Brad had no hang-ups about his wife lusting after other men. He had the goods and understood that, from time to time, a couple needed some spicing up with sex.

“Let me do it first,” Dave said. He set the bottle of wine on a wooden cheese board and spun it.

Honey heaved a sigh when then pointed at Nancy.

“Oooh, first dibs at the bottle,” she said.

“First, we drink a little,” she remarked, popping the loosened cork off and taking a swig. “And then... We fuck ourselves with the bottle. You can ask for the consequence, which is asking the other girl’s partner to help you fuck the bottle.”

Honey and Brad did not say anything. They could only watch as Nancy corked the bottle tight, then spread her creamy white legs open. Honey gasped at the sight of Nancy’s thong disappearing between her pink pussy slits. Nancy pulled the fabric and pushed it aside. She dipped her well-manicured finger into her snatch.

“Oh, I’m not wet enough. Consequence!” she shouted mischievously at Brad.

“Go on man, show her what you’ve got,” urged Dave.

Brad looked at his wife, who nodded in approval. Nancy was hot, and the prospect of seeing her husband with her was already making her wet.

Immediately, Brad knew that he had to get Nancy wet and ready for the bottle. He went on his hands and knees and positioned his face between her open legs. Honey got the tingles as she watched her husband lap at Nancy’s twat. She knew how good Brad was at cunnilingus. He expertly caught Nancy’s clit with his teeth as if he were bobbing for apples in a bucket.

Nancy felt her juices leak when Brad suctioned her little sensitive clit with great fervor. This guy’s mouth was magic! When Brad noticed Nancy’s slit become wet, he abandoned the clit and started slurping on her pussy dribble, darting his tongue into her slit, seeking more.

Nancy pushed his head into her snatch as she felt the initial tremors waft through her body. But before she could have a full-on orgasm, Brad removed his head and repositioned himself. He replaced his tongue with his raging hard-on and slid it into Nancy’s ready pussy.

“I want to make sure you’re loose enough to get past the bottle’s neck,” he huffed.

Nancy was sighing at Brad’s fucking, making Honey wetter by the minute. She could not wait for her turn on the bottle.

Brad had just released his load of cum. Nancy grabbed the wine bottle and pushed Brad off of her and shoved the bottle in. Honey gasped when she saw it penetrate Nancy, as Brad said, way up the neck – the girth of the wide bottle body stretching Nancy’s pussy lips wide. Brad thumbed Nancy’s clit while she shoved the wine bottle in her repeatedly. It wasn’t long before Nancy came as well.

The sopping wet bottle slipped out of Nancy’s cunt. Dave replaced it on the cheeseboard and spun it.

“Awww, it’s your turn,” he said to Honey, handing her the bottle which was still covered in Brad and Nancy’s sticky cum.

Honey popped the cork open and took a swig. She could taste their mingled juices with the wine. Suddenly, she wanted to stuff Dave’s huge penis in her mouth.

“Consequence!” Honey yelled mischievously. Before Dave could stand, Honey crawled to where he was and lowered his boxers.

Everyone could hear Dave’s huge intake of breath when Honey wolfed down Dave’s boner. Brad was amazed. Dave had a longer penis than his but Honey managed to shove it all the way into her throat. She didn't flinch or gag. It was as if she was ready to be conquered by this monster dick. This really got Dave stoked, and gave Brad a second wind as well. Honey was such a slut and there was no stopping her when she wanted to fuck.

When she felt that Dave was rigid and about to explode, Honey stopped bobbing her head and took her mouth off his manhood. Dave was surprised but looked curiously at what Honey would do. First, Honey removed her caftan and exposed her naked body. They hadn’t expected that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The sight of the beautiful, tanned body made Dave drool.

Honey lay back on the carpet and took the wine bottle. She pushed the slim neck between her legs and into her wet cunt. After a few thrusts, she looked pitifully at Dave. “I need more. This bottle is not enough.”

She then removed the bottle, which was very wet with her cum. Honey lifted her hips slightly, parted her legs a little more, and rimmed the tip of the bottle on her ass. Then in one decisive push, the wine bottle’s neck sank into her little pretty ass.

“Fill me,” she said suggestively to Dave.

Dave looked in amazement at the beautiful blonde with the tanned body. The bottle was stuck in her butt and it was dipping as her ass twitched in excitement. Her boobs were jiggling as her body jerked eagerly while little pearls of cum oozed out of her pussy.

“Ummmmmm,” Honey moaned when Dave’s long, hard dick sank into her depths. She could feel the hard neck of the bottle rub the insides of her ass while Dave’s cock massaged her inner pussy walls. It was amazing. She looked for her husband, worried that he might feel left out. Instead, she found him on his back on the far end of the carpet, being ridden vigorously by Nancy.

~~
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During their succeeding encounters, Brad and Honey never needed any games to break the ice or get into the groove. They were always fired up and ready to fuck when they arrived at the party.

After that first encounter, sharing each other with other member couples in the club came much easier. They were in this for recreation and fun. There were no emotional entanglements that would endanger the strength of their union. It had, in fact, made it spicier and stronger.

In the spirit of their first-ever partner exchange experience, Brad and Honey invented a nice game to make things fun. This time, they were going to play it with Maria and Joe. Honey had always had a liking for their hosts, who were both of Latino ethnicity. Maria's lush black hair and beautiful bronze complexion was a turn on for Honey. Sure, she was no lesbian, but Maria's demeanor could make anyone drop their underwear and feel horny, regardless of their gender. It was as if she was trained for sex.

Honey also had another reason for wanting to spend time with this couple. Joe had a decent-sized dick, maybe smaller than Brad's but it took a certain curve when hard and erect. When Joe pushed into Honey's cunt, there was a certain sweet spot that only he could reach. She never told Brad about this because he might get insecure. But she was looking forward to getting it from the host of the party that night.

~~
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The two couples settled in the underground den, where they were far from the other swingers. They could focus and enjoy themselves without having to hear or be heard, see or be seen. The den had all the possible toys and trinkets needed for sex. The TV even showed footage of what was going on in the rooms above, should they wish to voyeur. Brad and Honey took out their treat for the night's activity.

"What's this? A boring game?" Joe laughed as Honey took out a Monopoly set from the huge tote that she had been lugging along. The other couple had thought it contained extra clothes or sex toys.

Brad then started to explain the rules. The cardinal rule in Sex Monopoly was that in no way was the action to result in an orgasm, with the exception of Free Parking, the spot where anything goes. Each player should endeavor to bring the others to orgasm in order to make them drop out of the game and lose.

First to roll the dice was Honey.

"Drat, I hate Income Tax!" she cried. The payment for landing your token here was to give the player to your right a massage in the area of your choice for five minutes. This would mean she would have to give it to Maria.

The Latina beauty had already lowered the straps of her tank top, exposing the lovely crests of her EEs. Part of her massive dark pink areola was showing. Joe conscientiously set the timer to five minutes.

Honey started by slathering massage oil on Maria's shoulders, working her way down to her breasts. With careful circular movements, Honey pushed the tank top down to her waist, showing her glorious tits to the boys. She smiled as soon as she saw their boxers rise in tents.

She then moved to lift the spandex miniskirt, which revealed that Maria wasn’t wearing any underwear. She pulled the elastic fabric all the way up so that all of Maria's meager clothing was bunched just underneath her copious breasts. Honey then dribbled oil down to the Latina's pierced navel. The liquid overflowed and made a rivulet down to her groin, snaking to the closed slit of her pussy lips.

Resuming the circular motions, Honey kneaded Maria's belly, eliciting soft moans of delight. Her hands traveled lower and carefully came inches away from the fat vulva. Honey could hear the sexy groan of disappointment when her hands veered away from that hot spot and, instead, kneaded Maria's sensitive inner thighs. The soft skin under her hands made Honey wet between her legs. God, she wanted to touch herself and stimulate her own clit to a climax. Maria's body was sending the same heady signals, undulating against Honey's squeezing.

Inch by inch, Honey's hands moved closer to the epicenter of Maria's pleasure. She could hear the panting from the three other people in the room. Anticipation was high when Honey's fingers finally spread the puffy lips open, revealing the moist orchid of Maria's sex. When Honey pressed on her clit, Maria responded with a deep intake of breath – more of a sigh of sexual relief that finally she was being touched "there."

Almost immediately, a spurt of opaque wetness spurted out of the bronze-skinned woman's cunt, followed by a deep moaning as the circular movements of Honey's thumb increased. A finger started to poke at the moist center and attempted to slide in when...

DING!

The timer sounded. Five minutes was up.

Honey sprang back and squatted on her side of the board.

Poor Maria was left open-mouthed and hanging. She stifled an annoyed sigh and got on her knees. She took the dice and rolled them on the Monopoly board – Community Chest.

"What's with these low numbers?" she muttered furiously. Everyone wanted to race to Free Parking, so they can have their own fucking way.

Community Chest meant that they should draw a card from the pre-written deck and do whatever it instructed. Five-minute timer applied, and no orgasms were allowed.

Maria playfully made a scene out of choosing a card. She picked one from the middle of the Community Chest deck and gasped when she read the instructions.

"Two of the same sex are to enjoy each other according to how you please," it read.

She put it down for all to read, and the three other players looked in anticipation of Maria's instructions.

"I want Brad and Joe to fuck each other," she said slowly. "Do what it takes to get the deed done, but please, no cumming guys," she said coyly and nestled at Honey's side.

Brad looked at Joe and, as if by telepathy, both of them stood up and started removing their pants. Joe, the more experienced among the two, started to kiss Brad, grabbing his tongue by the teeth. This was sufficient to make Brad's semi-hard cock jut out stiffly and poke at Joe's belly. Joe lowered his mouth until his face was directly at the level of Brad's cock. He enveloped the huge dong with his big mouth and sucked deep.

Never having experienced fellatio by a man before, Brad could not believe the intensity of the pleasure of Joe's sucking, which was completely different from the sensations that women gave him when they blew his dick. It had a force that made his manhood super hard, the perfect pre-requisite for the Community Chest task.

Then Brad felt he was ready. He pulled Joe up and made him lean onto the table. He spread Joe's legs apart, exposing his tight anus. Honey gasped when her husband leaned forward and rimmed Joe's ass with his tongue, alternating with his finger. Brad gently sawed his finger in Joe's ass to loosen it. It was a sight to behold when the two virile men connected – Brad plunging his stellar cock into his friend's ass. Joe's curved cock shot straight up, horny and ready to return the favor to Brad. After a few pumps into Joe's tight ass, Brad had to withdraw. He almost exploded and that would have meant he was out of the game – he so didn’t want that! He still wanted a taste of Maria!

Joe seized the moment and threw Brad face-up on the couch, lifting his legs high in the air. He held onto Brad's cock and pushed aside his balls. He spat on Brad's ass and rimmed it quickly with his finger. He knew Brad was a virgin in that area and the prospect of being his first made him hornier.

There was no hesitation. Joe grasped Brad's long cock and pumped it. As Brad drowned in the sensations of being jerked by Joe, the curved cock entered his ass in one straight plunge, making Brad howl in pain. But Joe expertly fielded the hurt by continuing to wank Brad's hard-on. A few seconds and several plunges after, Brad's hole relaxed and Joe was sawing smoothly in and out.

DING!

The alarm rang and the two ladies who were watching on the sidelines while toying with each other's nipples smiled naughtily at the men. Joe reluctantly withdrew and returned to his place while Brad walked awkwardly to the low card table with his butthole gaping.

"Oooo, oohhh, my turn," Brad exclaimed. He threw a five and landed on the Reading Railroad.

Now he had his opportunity. If the railroad is owned, the player gets to ride the owner; if it is not owned, he can ride the player of his choice as well as buy the property.

"Maria," he said throatily. Honey was smiling. Brad had been harping on about sinking his meat into Maria's pussy and cumming inside for the whole night. He better not forget that climaxes were not allowed! Not yet, anyway! She set the timer furtively to four minutes only, knowing that her husband would be immersed in the sex and cum unexpectedly. She did not want Brad out of the game!

Maria immediately lay on the couch and opened her legs. Brad always had this manly and authoritative air around him. He fucked like a boss. This time Maria wanted Brad to cum in her – disqualifying him from the game so she and Joe could play with Honey by themselves and watch Brad drool.

At first, Brad went slow. For a full minute, it was a deep plunge in and a slow-motion withdrawal. Maria's big tits were heaving to the heavens. She had already been kept hanging by Honey's fingers earlier and wanted desperately to cum. She tried with all her might to block the sensation and moved against Brad, thrusting him into her warm depths.

Brad's riding started to pick up speed. He was pumping into Maria at a regular rhythm and his body yearned for release. He looked up and saw the concerned look in Honey's eyes and caught himself, slowing the pace. Maria bit her lip as Brad regained control. He was so close to cumming! She could tell by how rigid his woody became in her fiery cunt.

So, it was paced, in and out, until the timer went DING! Honey was relieved that no one had noticed that it had only been set to four minutes. Honey, with her milky pussy lips and Joe, with his froth covered ramrod-hard dick hobbled back to the card table.

Now, Joe had the dice. Honey was unabashedly holding her breath and wishing under her breath that whatever Joe landed on, the action would be with her.

"12! A high number at last!" Joe exclaimed and moved to the Electric Company.

"Honey, Honey, Honey," Joe said lewdly.

Honey groaned. Electric Company meant that the player could choose any vibrating, moving, or clamping toys on the body of the player of his/her choice and stimulate them without bringing them to orgasm while blindfolded. She was worried that he would only use the toy and not the cock that she had so desperately yearned for earlier in the evening.

True to form, Joe picked out something from the toy box in the room after he’d blindfolded Honey. He made her go down on all fours as a surprise. Honey waited in the darkness of her blindfold and was surprised when Joe attached two clamps to her huge hanging tits. As soon as they were firmly hooked, Joe turned the machine on. The buzzing on her nipples made her pussy juices dribble out of her pussy lips.

"Mmmm," Joe licked his lips and dipped a slim object in Honey's twat. Honey felt disappointed. Then the toy, now wet with her she-spunk, rimmed her ass and plunged in, buzzing noisily.

"Aa-aa-aaah," Honey groaned as more juices dripped out of her cunt. She was still anticipating Joe's next move.

"Aaaaaaaaah," came Honey's sigh of pleasure when Joe inserted his banana penis inside her pulsing twat, filling the all-important crevices with penile meat.

It was hard not to cum when her nipples, ass, and pussy were all being stimulated. Honey zoned out, started to channel her yoga skills, and breathed deep. Brad looked on with pride as his wife took the sexual beating and held her ground. This was one reason why he loved her so much – her tenacity and determination were so sexy that his cock ached.

It became more difficult when Brad saw Maria eyeing his meat longingly, watching as beads of pre-cum formed and slipped away while their spouses copulated.

DING!

"SHIT!" Honey screamed as Joe withdrew from inside of her and almost simultaneously removed all toys from her body. She crawled back to the table and wearily threw the dice.

Maria moved Honey's token.

"Chance!" she said.

This time, the player could take a chance on any activity with any player, provided that there was no cumming.

"Joe, please," Honey stuttered. "Please continue where you left off..."

Joe hesitated, knowing that Honey was on the brink. But rules were rules. As much as he didn't want Honey to be out of the game, he had to follow her request. He reattached all the toys and, soon, he was slowly thrusting his meat in Honey's pussy.

It was an excruciating five minutes, but Honey enjoyed every titillating bit. Joe caressed her sweet, sweet spot until her head hurt. She was panting but controlled herself nicely. Joe was doing his best not to pour his spunk inside Honey and, eventually, the five minutes were over.

Maria rolled the dice and landed on the "Just Visiting" spot in Jail.

"BUMMMMMERRR," she wailed. Now she was tasked to skip a turn and just watch the next player take their turn. She slumped on the side of the couch, dejected that she had wasted this turn.

It was Brad's turn again.

"Another 12!" he roared and moved to Community Chest. He made a show of picking a card while everyone waited anxiously. Joe's expression turned grim, and they all hung on what he would say. Then, all of a sudden, he beamed and exclaimed, "Move to FREE PARKING!"

Without hesitation, he went for Maria and started slobbering his face on her tits while his huge cock found its way into her pussy. They were already humping noisily when Honey started straddling Joe while he fed on her knockers.

"Ooooh, Joe, there, there," Honey cooed as she bounced, and he bit her tits that were still swollen and aching from the nipple clamps. It did not take long for Honey to collapse into a million pieces on Joe as her long-withheld climax came in waves that accelerated like a crescendo. She thought she could take no more when Joe's hands parted her ass cheeks and a sneaky finger found its way into her ass, making her an orgasmic mess.

Amidst the sounds of sex. Brad was plunging his long, hard tool in Maria, who met each thrust with gusto, burying him deeper. She was classically quiet, but Brad knew when she was cumming as her flesh twitched and clamped on his rod. It was a sensation borne out of Maria's constant kegel exercises, making her pussy tight as a virgin's despite all the banging it took. In contrast to the throes of Honey's and Joe's climaxes, Brad and Maria reached their Zen peak with Maria's strong cunt milking Brad for every drop of spunk.

The game may have ended with the initial sexual satisfaction of the night, but it didn't mean that the swinging fun for the party had come to an end.

The End
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Coming out to a Bad Girl: Lesbian First Time written by Laura Vixen
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Gail was in a world of her own as she started to get up, but the sight she caught out of the bus window registered in her mind and made her drop back down on the seat.

“Shit,” she let out under her breath.

One glimpse of the person sitting on the steps of the apartment building was all it took to get her nerves jumping and she wrung her hands in her lap as thoughts suddenly tumbled through her head at breakneck speed. They finally stopped on one thing. If she was going to get off the bus at her normal stop, she needed to move.

She couldn’t get herself to do it though and her gaze remained fixed on the pretty sight of a bad girl. Not that she actually knew if that was true. Harley’s outfits and confident attitude certainly seemed to suggest it might be, but Gail didn’t really know her new neighbor.

She only became aware of Harley in the past couple of weeks, but it sparked an obsession that was almost embarrassing. They’d passed each other in the hallway a couple of times, but all Gail could manage was to mumble a hello to the greeting she got before hurrying on.

It wasn’t particularly that she was shy. Well, not when it came to making friends. She’d never had a problem with that. It wasn’t how she viewed Harley though. Her thoughts had been overtly sexual from the first time she’d clapped eyes on the short skirts and cropped tops her new neighbor liked to wear.

They were there for her to see again as she stared out of the bus window and it put shapely legs and a curvy figure on view. There were now blue-colored tints in Harley’s hair, which showed she’d been at the hairdresser and the vest top she wore on this occasion revealed a tattoo at the very top of her left arm.

“Definitely a bad girl,” Gail muttered.

The sound of the bell dinging made her pull her gaze from her neighbor, but she still couldn’t get to her feet. She felt foolish for being such a wimp and silently berated herself as the bus came to a halt at the stop she normally got off at then rejoined the late afternoon traffic a few seconds later. A frustrated sigh spilled from her lips and she closed her eyes as thoughts tumbled through her head again.

She’d never admitted to anyone about feelings she was having for girls that were nothing to do with friendship. It was hard for her to get her own head around such thoughts. They left her confused and unsure of what to do.

“Idiot,” she muttered when she opened her eyes and realized the bus was already approaching the next stop.

On this occasion it didn’t slow down and it was too late to get it to halt by the time she’d roused herself. Getting up, she walked to the front of the vehicle and pressed the bell right away to make sure she didn’t end up going too much further. Her gaze went out the large windscreen, but she didn’t really take in the sights as her mind remained on Harley until the bus came to a stop.

“Thanks,” she said to the driver when he opened the doors to let her off.

Stepping down to the sidewalk, she started walking back in the direction of her apartment building. She slowed down as she came to the last corner and peeked around to see Harley still sitting on the stairs.

“Ah, for fuck’s sake,” she cursed as she was caught in indecision again.

She couldn’t make her mind up if she wanted to walk up to Harley and boldly say hello or wait for her neighbor to go inside, so she could sneak up to her home without being seen. The back and forth in her mind left her standing where she was for a short while until she finally decided it would look weird if she kept hanging around on the street corner for no apparent reason.

Another peek showed Harley still sitting in place. Sucking in a deep breath, Gail made herself step around the corner and start walking. She almost came to a stop and ran back, but knew she couldn’t without looking like a total idiot when she realized she’d been spotted. The burn of heat ignited on her face as she closed in on the steps and she could feel her hands growing clammy as her anxiety levels climbed.

They were off the charts by the time she got to the apartment building and she fixed her gaze on her feet as she started climbing the steps. The racing of her pulse made it feel like her heart was about to burst out of her chest and she mumbled a response to the greeting of hello. She was almost past Harley when the next comment brought her to a stop.

“You’re Gail, right?”

Her eyes opened wide and she blurted out a reply before she could stop herself.

“You know my name.”

“Sure,” Harley replied. “My mother got talking to yours.”

“Oh...,” Gail replied, but it was as much as she could get out as she became tongue-tied.

“Do you want to meet her?” Harley asked and stood up.

Gail found herself transfixed while she watched hands slide down slowly over curvy hips to smooth the short skirt into place. It froze her like a statue and she realized she’d stared for a beat too long when she forced her gaze up.

“Meet your mother, you mean?” she blurted out.

There was no keeping the grimace from her face as she stared at a pretty smile. Being caught staring felt excruciating and more heat flooded her cheeks.

“Yup, that’s what I meant,” Harley said and let out a laugh as she turned to walk up the stairs. “Come on.”

Gail remained rooted to the spot. She wanted to let her gaze slide all the way down to the hem of the skirt, but the fear of being caught staring again stopped her from doing it.

“Coming?” Harley asked when she glanced back.

The comment got Gail moving. It was too late for her to say no and all she could do was follow as Harley kept moving. She quickened her pace to catch up and regretted it when they started climbing the stairs. If she’d lagged behind, she might have got a glance up the short skirt. The mere thought of doing that sent a flush of heat through her veins and her pulse ran quicker still.

Nothing passed between them as they made their way to the second floor. Harley got a key from the pocket in her skirt and opened the door of the apartment when they got to it. She stepped inside first then turned to wait. Gail’s legs shook as she followed inside. The door closed immediately and she was led along to a room. She tried to prepare herself for a meeting that didn’t happen when she stepped into an empty bedroom.

“I thought I was going to meet...”

Her words died away when she saw the smile on Harley’s face and realized she’d been tricked.

“You didn’t really think you were going to meet my mum, did you?” Harley said as she closed the door. “She won’t be home from work for a while yet.”

Gail swallowed hard. She couldn’t get any words out as she backed across the room, without taking her eyes from Harley. It was only when her legs bumped against the side of the bed that she stopped. The rush of panicked agitation hit hard as she was approached. It made her sit down as her legs weakened and she dropped her gaze to the floor.

“Do you like what I’m wearing?” Harley asked when she came to a stop.

Gail gulped down another heavy breath as she slowly lifted her gaze.

“It’s pretty,” she mumbled and looked down again.

The breath caught in her throat when fingertips pressed under her chin to make her look up. She knew her unease was all too obviously on show as she tried to avoid the eye contact.

“Are you thinking about what’s under my outfit?” Harley said in a teasing voice and sniggered.

The surge of nerves made Gail jerk her head back.

“I think I should go,” she blurted out and started to get to her feet.

A hand on her shoulder shoved her back down.

“Is that really what you want to do?” Harley asked.

Gail sucked in heavier breaths. The hand stayed pressed on her shoulder to keep her seated and she froze as Harley leaned in closer. The brushing touch of lips on her ear made her shudder, but she couldn’t believe just how much she liked it.

“I let you see everything if you stay,” Harley said and sniggered again. “Don’t you want to play with my cunt?”

Hearing such a dirty word being spoken out loud came as a bolt out of the blue for Gail. It definitely wasn’t something she was used to, but the shock was laced with an illicit excitement and she closed her legs tightly as the flush of heat ignited between her thighs. The heaving of her chest felt unnatural and her ragged breathing made it difficult to get out a response. Not that she knew what to say and she saw the wicked smile when they came face to face.

“Is this you coming out?” Harley asked.

Gail’s body went rigid and she sat stiffly. She felt unable to move a muscle and couldn’t pull her gaze away from the pretty brown eyes she stared into.

“It is, isn’t it?” Harley pressed.

“Yes,” Gail admitted in a high-pitched squeak and felt the strong burst of embarrassment when the sound ended in a nervous giggle.

“My lucky day then,” Harley said and leaned in.

Gail instinctively jerked her head back, but the aggressive kiss found her lips and she gave in to it. The taste of strawberry lip gloss filled her mouth and her body stiffened up even more. Fingers wrapped around her wrist tightly and she did nothing to stop her hand being pulled to bare skin. She jerked her head back again to break the kiss and her gaze flitted down to the way her fingers pressed on a naked thigh.

“Slide it higher,” Harley said and released her grip.

“I’ve never...”

“Yeah, I get that,” Harley interrupted and let out a knowing laugh. “But I’m letting you, so just fucking do it.”

Gail held her breath. Her fantasies were coming to life like she couldn’t believe it, but there was no getting herself to act at first. She closed her eyes when Harley’s lips nuzzled against her ear again and the whispered encouragement finally made her slide her hand higher.

“Mmm..., that’s it,” Harley murmured and parted her legs wider.

Gail’s breath came rushing back out as she got her hand under the hem of the skirt. The silky feel of her fingertips brushing across soft skin was better than she’d ever imagined and she squirmed around as the heat flooded between her thighs. It made her squeeze her knees tightly together.

“How wet are you getting?” Harley teased as she continued to kiss softly against an ear.

The question made Gail cringe. She was so out of her depth it felt scary, but she desperately wanted to get her fingers right between her thighs. The sound of a gasping whimper spilled from her lips when her touch rubbed against panties and the shock of feeling the wetness on them made her yank her hand down.

“I think I’m going to have to teach you,” Harley said when she straightened up.

Gail gasped when a shove on her shoulder knocked her backwards. She crashed down to the bed and scrambled all the way onto it. Before she knew what was happening, Harley was straddling her waist. Her gaze flitted down and she caught a glimpse of panties under the short skirt.

“Want a little peek?” Harley asked. She didn’t wait for an answer before shuffling forward on her knees.

Gail’s eyes opened wide as her head was almost straddled. She found herself looking up at the pussy wetness on skimpy red panties. It was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen and there was no dragging her gaze away from it until she heard the remark.

“Pretty?”

Her gaze went up to the expression on the face staring down at her and it was clear she wasn’t the only one getting really turned on for the naughty game being played.

“Yes,” she answered.

“Want to see more?” Harley asked when she slid a hand between her thighs, so her fingers were playing on the edge of the gusset.

“Yes,” Gail exclaimed and the heartfelt answer made more heat flood her cheeks as she dropped her gaze back down.

Her breathing grew shallow as she watched the wet material being slowly eased aside to reveal bare skin.

“You shave?” she blurted out and felt mortified that she’d actually spoken the words on her mind.

“Of course,” Harley said and laughed. “Don’t you?”

Gail couldn’t get anything out now as her gaze fixed on the glisten of swollen pussy lips. Her tongue slid around her mouth as she watched the fingers of Harley’s free hand trail slowly along the wet gash. She froze when they were offered to give her a first ever taste. There was no refusing and a shiver trickled down her spine as she kissed and licked at the stickiness.

“You like it, don’t you?” Harley said and laughed.

Their gazes locked together and Gail didn’t need to say anything. The way she kept sliding her tongue around her mouth made it all too obvious she liked the taste of pussy. Harley let out a giggling laugh as she leapt to her feet and grabbed her panties to drag them down. She stood in place for a second when she got them off to let a virgin girl’s eyes feast on her nakedness.

“Want more?” she asked.

“Yes,” Gail let out in a breathless cry.

“Then take all you want,” Harley said.

The surprise of the panties being dropped on her face caught Gail off-guard, but it didn’t take her long to grab hold and press them against her nose. Her fantasies never included savoring the taste of pussy from the wet panties of a bad girl, but it was exactly what she did as she stared up at shaved skin. The sight was taken from her all too quickly and she realized why straight away when Harley dropped down.

Tension gripped hold of Gail’s body when her legs were grabbed to spread them apart. She did nothing to stop a bad girl taking control and her tongue slithered across the wet patch on her panties as she lifted her head to watch.

“Let’s see what we have here,” Harley teased as she settled her fingers on the hem of Gail’s skirt.

A wicked smile spread across her face as she eased the material higher to bring more naked skin into view. She didn’t want to simply brush her fingers on smooth thighs though, so she ducked her head down to kiss on them.

“Shit..., oh, shit,” Gail gasped through gritted teeth as a flush of moist heat burned between her thighs like never before.

She lifted her head and sucked in ragged breaths as she watched her skirt being shoved higher still. It made her arch her back and she eagerly lifted her butt from the covers to let the material be hitched all the way up around her waist. Hands pressed on her inner thighs to shove them wider apart and she saw the way pretty, brown eyes latched onto her panties.

“I think I’ve found myself a little slut,” Harley joked as she leaned closer.

Gail started to writhe around as the tip of a finger slid along the obvious outline showing through her wet panties. Gasping breaths spilled out as she tried to lift her head higher to watch. Her muscles tensed and began to spasm as the touch became more forceful to ease the material between her pussy lips and she pressed Harley’s panties harder against her mouth and nose.

“First time being kissed,” Harley said as she leaned in closer.

She puckered her lips to press them right on the moist patch and shuddered as it got her the taste she loved. It seemed all the sweeter because she was corrupting an innocent girl and she went after it. Her tongue came out to lap along the camel toe. At the same time, she stroked the fingertips of her right hand up a smooth inner thigh and felt the rippling spasms growing stronger.

As soon as her fingers touched on her panties, she ripped them aside to expose her pussy and nuzzled her lips against glistening skin. A smile played on her lips when she lifted her head and she heard the squeal when she grabbed hold of short curls to pull on them.

“This better be fucking gone the next time you’re in my bedroom,” she said.

“OK..., OK,” Gail let out.

She squealed louder when she felt another pull, but all she could think about was the words she just heard. Her first time was going to lead to more and there was an excitement to knowing Harley already wanted to be with her again. Her butt rubbed on the covers when another kiss landed between her thighs to make her squirm, but her movements came to a stop when she felt her underwear being dragged down.

Harley rubbed her fingertips on the wet material of the panties when she got them off. It wasn’t them she wanted to play with though and she tossed them aside then ducked her head back down. The taste flooded her mouth when she lapped at slick pussy lips and it was only a matter of seconds before she had fingers poised on either side of a tight slit.

Gail’s body stiffened to make her butt lift up and she let out a guttural moan when her pussy was spread open. It was something she’d done herself while masturbating, but to have the fingers of a sexy girl do it was something more. Her head pressed back into the covers when a lick swept across the pink skin being exposed and she suddenly couldn’t stop the shudders enveloping her body.

She closed her eyes tightly as lick after lick swept along her pussy to rasp across her clitoris and it set a fire burning that made a knot clench in her belly. There was no containing the whimpering groans when the penetration slipped inside. It made her push towards the mouth pleasuring her. Her moans grew louder as a wriggling touch lashed against the silky inner skin of her pussy and her back arched up tightly as her body came alive like never before.

Harley closed her eyes as she tried to plunge her tongue in as deep as she could. She kept it roiling around as the soft flesh of smooth thighs clamped around her head, but being trapped in place was just what she wanted. The excitement of licking out a virgin pussy brought out an aggressive lust and she pushed her head forward to take what she wanted until she needed to breathe.

“Fuck,” she gasped when she dragged her head up. She got fingers to the top of Gail’s pussy mound and forced her fingers into flesh to make an erect clitoris pop fully into view.

Gail let out a gasping cry when fingers brushed across the sensitive bud to make her hips buck up hard. More kisses played between her thighs almost as soon as she dropped back down. She could sense the pressure rising to breaking point when a wet tongue swept across her clit and she pushed towards the rough licking.

Her movement made fingers slip between her pussy lips and she bucked up again. This time the tight arching of her back held her up and her groan was loud as a stiff penetration fucked knuckle-deep in her tight hole. It stayed buried all the way inside as the licking on her clit continued and it was too much when fingers eventually began to pump into her pussy.

The tension in her body peaked then broke hard to send her crashing back down as she let out desperate cries. The pulsing spasms inside left her shuddering as Harley kept licking and the rush of hot pleasure became all there was. It made her muscles tighten in a final flourish of delight that left her breathless until a moan spilled out when she slumped down to the covers.

The hunger to keep watching made her try to lift her head, but the weakness of the afterglow meant she couldn’t manage it and she closed her eyes as fingers slowly sliding out of her pussy brought more twitching spasms to her muscles.

Harley was up on all fours right away to crawl over her new lover and it brought them face to face. Gail let out a shriek when she saw what was coming, but there was no avoiding the kiss that was sticky with her pussy juice. She writhed around as a wet tongue slipped into her mouth to give her more of her taste and she cringed when their lips parted.

“There are no panties in your way now,” Harley said and smiled.

It made Gail think of the moment she pulled her hand away when she touched on wet underwear only a short while before.

“If your fingers are slick with my pussy wetness you can lick them to get your own taste out of your mouth,” Harley said and ducked down again.

The breath was ripped from Gail as a hungry kiss latched onto her mouth. She hesitated for a second before lifting a hand to trail her fingertips up her smooth inner thigh. The touch on shaved skin excited her more than anything as she got her first experience of pleasuring another girl.

The silky sensation of stroking along her slick pussy made her squirm, but sticky lips stayed pressed on hers to keep her head pinned to the bed. She increased the pressure of her touch to feel her pussy open up to her and heard the muffled groan. It encouraged her for more and she slowly eased her fingers deeper. Her breath came out in a gasp when the kiss ended.

“Doesn’t that feel something special,” Harley murmured and forced her hips down.

Gail shuddered as her fingers fucked all the way inside the wet cunt of a bad girl. It’s what she wanted to be and her mouth opened wide as she began to stroke touches inside the velvety softness.

Harley’s neck stretched out as the rush of pleasure hit hard. She began to rock her hips and push down onto stiff fingers as her excitement climbed. Her eyes locked with Gail’s and she held the eye contact as her movements became ever more aggressive.

“Give me four,” she gasped.

It was definitely the naughtiest moment of Gail’s life as she gave in to the order and worked four fingers into her pussy. All she had to do was hold her hand steady. It was Harley doing all the work to drive her wet pussy down onto the stiff penetration and the frantic action finally came to a high.

Gail closed her eyes when another kiss pressed on her lips. Her fingers continued to fuck deep into her pussy until the movements of the girl over her came to an end and there was a thrill to knowing she was giving an orgasm.

Harley’s body stiffened in the final second of the climb and her head jerked up when she burst through the threshold. The burn of heat erupted inside to rip through her body and the release of tension left her swamped in convulsions that grew stronger and stronger. The feeling of her inner muscles pulsing around four stiff fingers became intense when she hit the peak of her passion. Her cries rang around the room as the sensation persisted and it was only when the spasms began to melt away that she hung her head down.

Gail left her fingers buried deep until Harley finally moved to the side and slumped onto the covers. She knew she was being watched, but couldn’t stop herself. Lifting her hand to her mouth, she sucked on the wetness to give herself the sweet taste of another girl’s pussy.

“Bad girl,” Harley said and reached out. “I’ll be waiting tomorrow.”

Gail pulled her fingers free of her mouth when she squealed and knew the tug on the hair between her thighs was giving her a message.

“I don’t have a razor,” she blurted out.

“I’ll give you one before you go,” Harley replied and laughed. “Make sure it’s nice and smooth for me and I’ll show you a lot more.”

Gail said nothing, but she knew she’d do it. She wanted to learn everything now that she’d come out and was sure the girl lying beside her would give her everything she wanted.

The End
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Her fiery hair was always unruly. Coupled with the thick, rimmed glasses, she looked a social misfit, a nerd. It hid her soulful green eyes, jewels that expressed the depths of Lotta Linham’s soul.

Lotta was annoyed that they laughed when she told them of him. His name was Alex Cole, and he had visited her in her bedroom last night.

"Are you sure that he is not just a figment of your imagination, Lotta?" Jennifer, one of her "pretty" office mates, asked maliciously. She clearly thought Lotta was making up a story as an excuse for not coming back to work the previous night.

They all worked the night shift at the call center. “Graveyard shift” is what their boss called the hours they kept. Lotta had applied for the job fresh out of college and was accepted not for her looks but for her efficiency in solving problems. She had great patience in handling call-in complaints and showed great empathy. It helped that she had a calming tone to her voice and her clients needn't see her.

Lotta did not think she was sloppy. She preferred to call herself simple and uncomplicated. No matter how the other members of the team frowned at her appearance, her manager couldn't fire or transfer her as she was the top-performing agent who raked in sales, solved customer problems, and was rated 100% in customer satisfaction. In short, Lotta was a perfect working machine, just not a presentable one.

Last night was only the second time she had encountered Alex. She was inexplicably attached to him. It had been three years since she last saw him. She was now 21 – an adult in the eyes of the law. She was not in a bar to meet guys or mingle but to deliver a few reports for her boss. A group of nasty young men and sexy mean girls started picking on Lotta who was huddling her purse in a corner.

Alex noticed when a boy slipped a roofie in a drink and a girl made her way to Lotta’s table. She pretended to be nice and Lotta looked relieved to find a friendly face in the crowd. She was not used to socializing. The girl left as Lotta started sipping on the drug-laced drink, and headed back to the table.

Alex heard as the boy said, “Give it a maximum of ten minutes and I’ll go in to take her. Then we can have fun with that bobo.”

That was it! Alex stepped in and sat beside Lotta. “It’s been a long time,” he smiled.

Lotta had sipped half of the drink already. “Oh, Alex. It’s been so long,” she stuttered.

“Excuse me,” the boy came back to take Lotta.

“No. She’s with me,” Alex said authoritatively and held on to Lotta’s arm. She was already starting to become dizzy. Alex scanned the room and saw the man who was coming for the papers Lotta was bringing. He quickly gave them to him, then helped Lotta out to the parking lot and into his car. He had been protecting Lotta all these years while keeping his own needs at bay.

“A-ah-lex,” Lotta said wearily as she slipped into the passenger seat, “Where are y-you t-taking me?”

“Home, Lotta. That guy was trying to drug you. He was up to no good,” he said.

“I remember how you liked this before,” Lotta said almost drunkenly as she placed her hand on his crotch.

Alex jumped in surprise at Lotta’s gesture. His cock immediately stood to attention. No one had this effect on him. Before he could stop her, Lotta had his pants unzipped and was fishing out his hard member. He sank into his seat and closed his eyes.

“No, no, no, Lotta.”He jumped up and pulled Lotta off of his crotch. She groggily landed on his chest.

Alex smelled the pheromones on her hair and he cradled her in the crook of his arm, Lotta’s face up to his. He descended on her lips and started to kiss her. The thirst became stronger and his mouth strayed to her cheek, moved to her ear, and down to her nape. Alex felt his fangs lower, but he held himself back.

“No, Lotta.” He pushed her back to the passenger chair.

Alex had known Lotta was his partner all this time. But, he had to wait. He had a mission to accomplish and, as a responsible vampire, he could not let Lotta become a vampire yet. They had to copulate when she was ready, so he was not tempted to make her his kind. Not yet.

Alex decided to take Lotta home. She could barely walk from the roofie. As soon as she got into the bedroom, she slumped onto the bed. Alex had to get her undressed. After he peeled off her cotton top and loose jeans, Alex looked at the beautiful body that was hidden under the loose clothing.

He snapped off her bra, and her freckled tits dropped like ripe melons to the side. Alex lowered her sensible cotton panties, and he inhaled the heady fragrance of her thighs. When he pressed his finger between her pussy lips, she sighed and parted her legs instinctively. Alex couldn’t resist. Lotta was semi-conscious but her body was responding to his touch.

One hand grabbed a handful of soft flesh on her breast and toyed with the nipple until it peaked. The fingers of his other hand were busy toying with her clit until Lotta spread wide, making Alex insert his fingers.

“Not too deep, Alex,” he chided himself. “Her hymen must not be broken yet.”

Alex focused on stimulating Lotta’s clit and nipple until her body jerked and she came, whimpering into the pillows with her eyes closed.

Then silence. Suddenly Alex heard snoring. She was asleep. He settled beside the naked, sated, and drugged Lotta and stroked his cock until he came. One day, it will soon be right. He left her sleeping and returned to his lair.

~~
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Lotta's parents disappeared when she was 13 years old. They went on a skiing trip and never came back. To her surprise, she found everything was arranged for her in a trust – money for her education, the house to be in her name when she was 18, a provision for daily expenses, and a small savings fund.

The first time she saw him was when she was 18 years old. Lotta didn't have a clue who he was, but her whole life had been prepared to receive him. She was invited to a party in one of the sorority houses where they were entertaining pledges. They had let her come more as a joke than as a potential recruit. Lotta was frumpy and awkward – not sorority material at all. Or, so they all thought.

As per practice, pledges were given tasks to complete. They gave tasks individually. To Lotta, they gave a prank. She was to secure a shot glass full of sperm. Otherwise, she would be stricken off the list of pledges.

"A cup of what?" Lotta uttered in disbelief.

"Sperm, Lotta. Spunk. Cum. Jizz," the sorority leader said. "It's the juice that a man ejaculates when he's orgasming, remember your sex ed?" she added mockingly.

"Um, of course," Lotta muttered. If all the other pledges were doing this, so must she.

Lotta desperately wanted to fit in. Already, she lacked a family and the only person concerned about her was the solicitor who was executing her parents' last will. She didn’t have a single clue how to go about the task, but she had to do it. She never had sex before, but she knew sperm could be extracted without intercourse.

“Um, Lotta,” one of the sorority sisters took her aside. “I’ll let you in on a secret. When I was a pledge, the boys at the Phi Gamma hall were willing to help and gave me enough spunk for the task.”

“Really? Thanks!” Lotta was so relieved. First of all, someone in the sorority liked her enough to help and tell her the secret, and second, she knew the secret! She excused herself and excitedly made her way to the Phi Gamma frat house. What she didn’t know was that they were expecting her at the frat house – a bunch of testosterone-charged young guys and a video camera.

Lotta held the shot glass close to her chest. She hoped that it would fill up fast, so she could get back to the sorority house before the other pledges could. She walked briskly along the poorly lit path.

“Hey, need someone to walk with you?” a handsome well-built man approached Lotta.

“Hey,” she replied hesitantly. He was, after all, a stranger.

He sensed her hesitation and wanted to open her mind, but he knew it was too early for this. He had to charm his way into this one.

“I’m Alex. Alex Cole. You’re Lotta, right?” he said.

“Now, that’s creepy. How do you know me?” Lotta’s defenses were suddenly up.

“I’m with Phi Gamma and I overheard them at the sorority. Look, Lotta, I have to stop you. They’re up to no good. You’ve been set up by the frat and sorority, so they can get you on a sex tape.” The words spilled out of Alex sharply.

Lotta stopped. “How do I know you’re not just out to sabotage my task as a pledge?”

“Ok, look.” Alex whipped out his cellphone and clicked on a thumbnail.

Lotta heard the laughter as a bunch of boys crowded around a table. “Quiet guys. Dina just called. That freak redhead Lotta is on her way here to accomplish her task to get a cupful of sperm. Get your cameras ready!” he shouted.

WOOHWOOHWOOH!

Lotta felt limp when she heard the audio.

“See? You had to know. You’re a nice girl, Lotta. You don’t deserve to be treated like this. And that sorority doesn’t deserve you,” he said quietly.

“But I really wanted to join,” she lamented. “Or, at least, finish this stupid task of theirs. But I guess I’ll just have to go home.”

Alex hesitated. He should not be doing this. “Lotta, I could actually help you, if you want,” he said softly.

“How?” She asked innocently.

He took her hand and put it on his crotch. Lotta didn’t have an inkling how to turn a boy on, nor did she know how much sperm came out in one ejaculation. “Do you want me to fill that for you?” he asked.

Lotta felt weirdly warm inside. Her palm tingled while it rested over the hardness of his crotch. “Yes,” she answered breathlessly.

“OK.” Alex took Lotta to his car and opened a back door.

Lotta hopped in and Alex followed. Once inside, Alex fumbled with his belt and took out his cock. The redhead gasped when she saw his long and hard penis. It was the first time she had laid eyes on an erect cock.

Alex started stroking himself. Lotta’s eyes were making him burn with desire. His hand moved faster and faster.

“Show me your tits, Lotta,” he pleaded.

By this time, Lotta was feeling a warmth encompassing her thighs, and she willingly lifted her loose shirt and pushed her sports bra up. When her boobs popped out, Alex’s breathing became labored and his stroking sped up.

“Lottaaa, put the glass at the tip of my cock, now,” Alex ordered.

She obediently positioned the shot glass near Alex’s cock head and caught the spurts of cum just as he exploded. Alex milked his organ until the last drop of spunk dribbled out then he sank into the backseat.

Lotta was breathing heavily. She peered into the shot glass.

“Alex, it’s still only a third filled,” she breathed.

He didn’t say anything. If there was anything that Alex could do as an immortal, it was have countless erections and ejaculations. The only problem was that he needed to be properly stimulated.

“Hold me, Lotta,” he instructed.

As soon as the warmth of Lotta’s hand wrapped around his girth, Alex’s flaccid penis sprung back to life.

“You saw what I did earlier, Lotta. Do it to me,” he rasped.

She awkwardly gripped his member and, with each glide of her hands, his manhood became stiffer. The harder it got, the wetter Lotta was between her legs. Alex could sense her arousal. He wanted to push her onto the backseat and fuck her senseless, but the time was not yet ripe.

The clumsiness of her stroking somehow made it more erotic.

“Am I doing it right?” she breathlessly asked.

Alex placed his hand on hers.

“Lie back, Lotta. Trust me. Let me show you what I want you to make me feel,” he said as he gently pushed her onto the back seat. He removed her shirt and shorts, then peeled off her panties. “Oh god, she is wet and ready,” he thought, fighting the urge to mount her.

Alex pushed her legs open and Lotta watched with an open mouth as his fingers found her clit and his thumb circled on it, making the tiny nub ache and pop up. Alex slid his finger in her pussy a little way in and started to rub.

“Ahh, ahh.” Her virgin moans filled the car. He rubbed faster and harder.

“Ahh, ahh, Alex!!!” Lotta’s eyes flew open as her body jerked spontaneously and a sweet sensation wafted over her belly and her nipples tingled with electricity. Alex’s hand did not stop moving, and the spasms rippled into stronger waves. Again and again, the waves crashed over her until the sensations subsided.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” Lotta was rocking herself against Alex’s hand, savoring her first orgasm.

Then she felt him take her hand and place it on his cock. This time, Lotta instinctively glided her hand on his. Her memory of the earlier pace of Alex stroking her cunt was still clear in her mind and she pumped his meat to that rhythm. She recognized the small drops of milky fluid at the tip of his manhood. She became more excited and pulled at his cock.

“Ooooooohhh.” Alex ejaculated, and Lotta caught his juice as it oozed out.

Lotta lifted the glass once Alex had finished and saw it still needed a little more sperm to be full. Wordlessly, Alex guided Lotta’s head to his thighs. She understood what to do and opened her mouth to receive his still-twitching cock. Lotta tasted the sweet spunk on his shaft and he pushed her down so he was buried deep in her throat.

It didn’t take long before Alex literally snatched Lotta’s head off his member. He managed to catch the jizz as it flew out of him. Finally, the shot glass was full.

Lotta and Alex cuddled in the car.

“You might not see me around, Lotta, but I promise we’ll see each other again in the future,” he said.

Lotta went back to the sorority house and presented her completed task. The sorority girls were amazed and surprised, especially as they knew that Lotta hadn’t turned up at the frat house. They wanted to ask her where she’d got the load, but Lotta quit before they could talk. After that, the mean girls pretty much left Lotta alone. And Lotta held on to Alex’s promise to her.

~~
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After the incident at the bar, Alex disappeared again. But, the time that Alex had been waiting for had finally come. He needed to be with Lotta before he revealed who he truly was. His mission was almost complete. His bloodline would now become secure. The stars were aligned, and it was all going to be perfect. The full moon on her 22nd birthday had come.

Lotta was sound asleep in her bed. Alex stood there looking at her. She had been dreaming and was squirming between the sheets. Alex knelt on the bed.

“Lotta, wake up,” he said gently.

“Who? What? Alex?” She rubbed her eyes drowsily. “How did you get in here?”

“Shhh, I promised I’d be back, right? Here I am now,” he said as he lifted her shirt up, exposing her lovely tits to the moonlight. As he removed his clothes, Lotta undressed herself. With Alex, it was like a dance. No words had to be said. Instinct took over. Lotta didn’t understand why she trusted this man implicitly. He felt right, even if she didn’t know who he really was.

Alex could feel what she was thinking. In a few moments, he knew that all her questions would be answered. It was time. He had to be very restrained not to take things too far, but to do enough to accomplish what he’d set out to do. It was destiny.

With deliberate movements, Alex wooed Lotta with his tongue and played her body with his hands. Lotta was on fire when he sucked on her tits and grazed his tongue on her pussy lips. Her body was begging for fulfillment. She was now crying and begging for his sex. The aroma of her fertility filled Alex’s nostrils and fired him up. He moved up and steadied her as he poised to break her virginity.

“Mmmmmm,” Lotta moaned as she felt the long, hard cock that she knew so well rip apart her hymen. It stung and sent shots of pain.

But as the iron rod of Alex’s manhood penetrated deeper into Lotta’s depths, the pain gave way to an exhilarating pleasure. It felt like she had wings for the first time. With each thrust, she flew higher and higher.

“Alex, Alex,” she moaned as he pumped into her wet cunt while he buried his face in the valley of her freckled boobs.

She shuddered and released. She took flight into erotic heights. Alex lifted his head and caught her eyes in a deep stare just as he released his load of hot seed into her. The warm and copious flow intensified her climax and when she looked deep into his eyes, the part of her brain that was closed flooded with the truth.

Lotta was Alex’s betrothed. They had been promised since birth and sealed in love. Alex’s parents were the ones who were killed in the skiing accident, but Lotta’s mother and father had survived. Someone had plotted to end their lineage and terminate the bloodline. So, they feigned death and Alex stood by the sidelines, guarding his bride from afar. They had erased her memory of who she was and hid her in obscurity, in plain sight – so that all predators would forget about her.

Their sexual union would awaken her but it had to be done only at a specific time. Any period earlier or later would endanger Lotta and possibly eliminate the chances of the bloodline continuing. And that was today. The full moon on her 22nd birthday, when all of nature aligned with her body to give her fertility and the capability of reproduction.

And she knew Alex had already been made immortal, ahead of her. She also knew that, after this, he would have to abandon her for the time being so she could carry their offspring full term, just as their mothers had carried them into the world. And she would have to lie low and maybe hide. But Lotta was not to worry, because Alex would find her. He needed to because she had a very crucial decision to make.

~~
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After giving birth, Lotta was basking in the glow of motherhood. Alex looked on from afar as she breastfed their child. Her body had become more desirable than before. It had assumed the maturity of womanhood, perfected by the birthing of their son. He knew that Lotta was waiting for him to reappear, as he had promised.

A year passed and the beautiful baby boy had grown to the likeness of his absentee father. Lotta felt impatient, but her history was imprinted in her heart. Whatever it was that Alex was waiting for, it was important. She did not understand, but she knew and accepted that it was.

There were nights when Lotta’s body would ache for Alex. She would draw a bath with the windows open, hoping he was watching. She touched herself in the bathtub just as he had touched her – those deep strokes and nimble fingers. But Lotta missed his smoky eyes, the sigh he gave when his warm seed spurted. The more she touched herself, the more she needed him.

Each time, Alex saw, and he knew her longing. He wanted to be with her, but he was waiting.

When the moon had risen and the little one had settled in slumber, Alex would show himself to Lotta. The little one had given the sign. He had ceased to feed from his mother and suckled at the bottle. Now, Lotta didn’t need the normal biological functions of her body to nourish their son. He could only hope that, this time, Lotta was ready for the next step.

It was the first time Lotta had been out since becoming a mother. She didn’t why, but she had herself primped – her hair and nails fixed. She went to the spa and pampered her body. All of this happened while leaving her baby with a sitter. She had never cared much for all this pettiness but, after the time at the salon, she cried when she saw herself in the mirror. She looked exactly like her mother – the beautiful, graceful woman that lived only in her memory. Gone was the wild-haired girl who looked like a nerd.

That night, she tucked the boy in and went to her room. She was restless, but sleep seemed to elude her. As the moonlight panned in through the window, Lotta sensed someone looking at her. She turned to the door and there he was!

“Alex!” she cried and ran up to him.

He scooped Lotta into his arms and squeezed her tight. She looked like a goddess in her gossamer gown. She took it off herself and slowly undid the buttons of his shirt and undressed him. They stood naked in the moonlight, looking at each other.

“Lotta,” he said in an awed whisper, running his cold hands on her warm shoulders.

Alex traced the outline of her boobs and marveled at the beauty of her feminine swell. He placed his thumb and forefinger on a nipple and tweaked it. Alex heard Lotta’s small gasp as her nipple puckered and bloomed, then the tip broke as her milk came out in rivulets. Alex bent down and placed his mouth on her breast, suckling the sweet liquid from her.

“Aaaahhhh,” she sighed as the other nipple burst and warm milk dripped down. As this was happening, her pussy juices started to well between her legs.

Alex pushed his lover nearer to the bed. He sat on the edge and made her straddle his long, hard cock. As soon as he sank deep inside her, he resumed suckling on her dripping tits. Lotta rocked on his lap, cooing as he fucked and sucked her.

“I’m ready,” she whispered as she buried her face in his hair.

Alex looked up expectantly, wanting her to explain. It must be voluntary. She must not be influenced or coerced. Those were the rules.

“Alex, make me so I can be immortal. Take me so we can be equals and raise our child away from here,” she said.

Lotta then whipped her head back and exposed her nape. Alex did not stop bucking in her cunt, but looked at the beautiful Lotta, her red hair now swishing wildly at her back. Her swaying breasts were wet with milk that would soon cease flowing.

Then he took control. With an unearthly strength, he lifted her buttocks so he was withdrawn from her sex. Then he plunged deep inside her, causing Lotta to cry out in pleasure. In and out he went. As she climbed higher into climax, Alex began sinking his fangs deeper into her neck.

Lotta didn’t feel when his fangs punctured her carotid and drew blood since her body was being wracked by intense orgasms. The next thing she knew was that he had thrust his wrist onto her mouth and Lotta’s teeth sank into it. And she drank.

The moon was full when Lotta was transformed into Alex’s destined partner.

The End
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​Discovering Insatiable Thirst: Werewolf Erotica written by Katy Hots
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The best thing about log cabins in snowy moonlit nights is the tranquility of the landscape. I have always loved sitting in the cold, bundled in my thermal wool-lined coat that covers my boot-clad feet.

I had set up an old, wide rocking chair by the porch – it was covered by a heavy blanket so I could be warm. Keeping me company was a thermos of rum-spiked hot chocolate and some things to keep me occupied.

How had I not thought of doing this earlier?

That night, it was a few sips of hot chocolate and some quiet time to myself. Something that I hadn’t had for a long time. Despite being single, my days were filled with work, work, and more work. Any time off I had was spent doing housework and daily chores.

My coat was very comfortable, rubbing my skin warm. The smooth fabric that encased the wool was smooth on my bare skin. Yes, I was only wearing my panties and a pair of boots underneath. Why bother? After all, I was alone, and it was very safe, which was the reason I had picked a resort over a solitary structure in the woods.

I looked at the clouds floating in the moonlit sky. I remembered the last time I had done something similar had been with my now ex-boyfriend, Hutch. He was rough and ruggedly handsome. The thing I missed most about him was the sex. He was always horny and loved taking risks.

Mmmmm.

I closed my eyes, remembering how his mouth encapsulated my nipples, his stubble pressing on the sensitive skin of my soft tits. He would take my nipple between his teeth and gently tease me until my nips grew hard. That always made me wet.

I could feel my panties starting to get soaked at the mere memory. I fumbled for the small bag I’d brought outside to the porch with me and fished out the new nipple clamps that I had bought. I unbuttoned the top of my coat.

Brrrr.

The cold air hit my skin and, immediately, goosebumps appeared. I quickly attached each clip to a teat and closed my coat, leaving the controls dangling out of the fabric. I lifted my hips and quickly eased out of my panties. After they fell to my ankles, I picked them up and chucked them on the table beside me.

I sat in the rocking chair on the porch in the lotus position, glad that it was wide enough to accommodate my slim frame. As I assumed the pose, I felt my pussy lips part achingly, begging me to fill them up.

I stuck my hand in my bag and took out the yummy dragon vibrator that I had purchased for the trip. It was an amazing toy that I couldn’t wait to try. It was no straight and boring phallus. It was bulbous and ridged. Its sides were adorned with metallic-hued rubber scales of varying sizes and textures. And yes, it vibrated and rotated.

I unfastened a few buttons at the crotch area, just enough to make it accessible for me to... uhmmm... conduct my business. The leaves were rustling in the trees as I put the dragon dildo on my pussy lips. The chill could not quell the heat between my legs. I did not bother with lube, aiming to loosen my cunt steadily with my own juices.

I inserted the massive tip a few inches into me. I twisted the knob at the end of the toy and it started to turn and churn at my entrance. I pushed in a little more and the toy pleasantly opened my tight cunt, my juices spilling out and lubricating it. I dared to push it in halfway. I felt all the ridges and bumps inside me. I was determined to feel it all the way in me, so I resolutely rammed it deeper in.

Once it was buried deep, I kept it steady and deep inside. The atmosphere was quiet, save for my heavy breathing and the soft whir of the churning vibrator. I reveled in the sensations of my sex being stimulated. Holding it down with one hand, I reached for the controls of my nipple clamps and flicked them on low.

At this point, the desire had become unbearable. I allowed soft moans to escape my lips as I withdrew the toy. I couldn’t stand keeping it out of my aching pussy, so I thrust it back in as quickly as I pulled it out. The rubber dragon phallus was flying in and out of me so fast and I was trying to keep my moaning low. Just as my orgasm started, I saw the bushes rustle and thought it was the wind.

Push. Pull. Push. Pull. Ahhh. So good. This was so good. I cranked the speed higher, and the dildo bore inside of me. A guttural sound escaped my throat as waves of pleasure coursed between my legs and wafted through my torso and aching tits. I bit my lip to silence myself, yet I could still hear a low growl.

Fuck. I looked at the trees and shrubbery. Something was moving. I grabbed my bag and cup, then ran inside. I bolted the door, still panting and shaking. I must call the main house in the morning to ask what it was – just to be safe. I took off my coat and sank in the comfort of the soft bed, grabbed hold of the dragon dildo, and fucked myself senseless one more time, drifting into a dreamless sleep right after I came.

~~
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Being an EMT and responding to 911 calls gave me a calm demeanor when it came to responding to emergencies. I have seen it all – people slashed, shot, injured, sick – they all came in various states of distress. But this exterior came with high pressure and, eventually, I crumbled under the stress. I could only keep up with the cool façade for so long. My superior told me that he had recommended I take a much-needed leave of absence.

Initially, I balked at the thought of taking time off. But when my supervisor told me that he didn’t want to put me on a forced vacation, there was no choice. The truth was, working there meant I had no social life. All my friends deserted me. I had no boyfriend either. The last guy I’d hooked up with had said that I was too immersed in my work – that I had no time for him and no energy to be with him. I was married once, but he left me after I found out that I couldn’t get pregnant. Sob story, but I wasn’t going to stop living.

So, here I was, with 45 freaking days to kill on my own. No way was I going to travel across the country to visit my parents. That simply wouldn’t be a vacation. So, I put my money on a chance. I wasn’t looking for any companionship – I was perfectly happy being on my own.

As a child, I had always loved the snow, and I had learned to ski when I was five. Since I’d been living on my own, I never had the chance to revisit that passion. When I found a resort that offered log cabin accommodations within their property, I didn’t think twice before I booked one. They had all the gear I needed, and I could be by myself. If I ever felt bored or needed anything, the main establishment was a short trek away.

I packed everything that I needed – well, at least warm clothes, my laptop, some small luxuries like scented candles, and a few dildos and vibrators. Being alone doesn’t mean having to be unfulfilled. I knew how to satisfy myself whenever I felt horny, since I wasn’t the type to walk into a bar looking for someone to hook up. Meeting someone online was also not my style – I guess you could call me old-fashioned.

Although the 12-hour drive was a bit taxing, it was well worth it. The cabin was everything that they said it was on the website – cozy, serene, and well-stocked – a semi-glamor stay in the outdoors. The slopes were supposed to be a bit tricky, but I planned to find out later on whether I could manage to ski them.

Not having to rush to work in the morning was a treat. I languished in the comfort of the bed as the sunlight flooded through my bedroom window. Hunger pangs started to hit me, so I reluctantly pulled on a fluffy robe and trudged to the stocked kitchen to make myself something to eat.

An apple, peanut butter, and jelly sandwich and a cup of coffee did the trick. I remembered the mess I had dragged in the night before in my haste to get back into the house and decided to clean it up. All the items were dumped beside the main door – the thermos of still-hot chocolate, blanket, tote bag. The vibrator, coat, and nipple clamps were on my bed, but I knew something was missing.

Fuck.

My panties.

I peered out the window and saw nothing on the porch. Reluctantly, I went out and shook the rocking chair cover and even looked around.

Nothing.

I decided to call the main building and asked if there were any threats on the property – people or animals.

"Miss, our entire expanse is secured – there can be no intruders. However, you might find that some of the wildlife might try to get close to the cabins at night."

Wildlife? I asked what he meant, and he hemmed and hawed about foxes, deer, bears, and wolves. Well, that was a relief. At least it wasn’t a person. I would just have to be more careful. So, my underwear was now being held captive by a wild animal. That was just hilarious.

I hit the slopes and relived the exhilaration that I always felt while flying down the mountain. I still had it. I rested a bit at the foot of the mountain. There was a station where I could leave the skiing equipment. It was perfect, since I wanted to hike back up to my cabin, which was just nearby.

The smell of pine in the cold environment brought back happy memories of my childhood. I was lost, like Alice in Wonderland – only I was in a cold forest. Then I heard it. I was frightened but tried to keep my composure. Animals smell fear – just walk calmly and press forward.

"Help!" a feeble voice called out.

I went into emergency-rescue mode automatically and followed the voice. It led me to a man curled in the snow. His arm was bleeding. He told me that he was following some deer and accidentally got snagged in some barbed wire. His sleeve was soaked with blood.

"My cabin is nearby. Can you walk?" I said.

He nodded, and we hobbled to my place. He was getting unusually weak. I let him lie down on the couch and tore off his shirt sleeve. The wound was gaping wide. An iron barb was still in the flesh.

"This is what hurts." I reassured him that I was an EMT and told him I would get him cleaned up so I could remove the barb properly.

The piece of iron was stuck deep. I was worried about tetanus and told him that we would have to drive out to a hospital so he could get some shots. He shook his head vehemently, but I simply ignored him. I gave him something for the pain and told him I was getting that thing out of his arm. It was buried in flesh. I skillfully removed the barb without further injury or too much bleeding. To my surprise, the man said he was extremely exhausted and fell into a deep sleep. I sighed. Injections would have to wait until the next morning, then.

With the wound dressed, I decided to remove the man's shirt, just to make sure the area around the injury was clean. No sense in getting it infected after all that effort. He drowsily cooperated, and I covered him in blankets.

While I munched on a ham and cheese sandwich, I watched him sleeping. He had striking facial features, a broad chest, and soft brown hair. My eyes wandered down the blanket and saw that he was having nocturnal penile tumescence (NPT), which was really just morning wood. My medical mind turned horny when I saw the size of the tent he was making.

My eyes traversed over his whole body, only to be drawn back to his crotch. I tried to refocus and trailed my sight back to his sleeping face when he suddenly opened his eyes. It caught me by surprise. They were a shocking slate gray, steely and piercing against his angular face and light beard.

"Where am I?" He jumped up.

I quickly walked to his side and told him to calm down, recounting what had happened earlier. He fell back onto the couch, remembering his injury and that I had helped him out.

"Let me check your wound," I offered, reaching out to remove the dressing off his arm.

I guess it was his reflexes, but he swatted me away from the injured arm and I lost my balance and fell on his belly. As I struggled to regain my balance, I felt his cock press on my butt. I don’t know what came over me, but I pressed against it instead of standing up. Almost immediately, a gush of pussy juice squirted in my panties. Fuck, he was huge. And he was also injured. I tried to get up, but he had also felt me.

I threw off the blanket and unbuckled his pants. A line of dark brown hair trailed from his belly button down into his underwear where his cock lay sideways, hard and huge. I dipped my hand into his underwear and pulled out his rod. My hand only just managed to encircle its girth. I was like a child in a toy store.

When I took his member into my mouth, it tickled my palate. I realized that his cock was covered with a fine sheen of hair. The thought of stuffing that monster in my pussy made me shiver with anticipation. I did my best to get most of his length inside my mouth, but even when he reached my throat, part of his dick was still out. I gagged and sucked while he massaged my upper back with one hand.

I looked up and caught the lust in his eyes. It pierced my soul and made me shiver. He threw his head back as I lowered my head and took his cock in as far in as I could. Then I felt him gently hold on to my shoulders, lifting me. I stood in front of him and he removed my pants. Then he pushed me onto the couch.

I was on my hands and knees with my shirt still on when he parted my ass cheeks and buried his face in my cunt. I swear his tongue was better than some other cocks I have fucked. I was on the brink of orgasm when he stopped and unceremoniously penetrated me with his huge hairy dick.

Fuck. I almost blacked out at the sheer pleasure of him ripping my insides apart. Every crevice of my sex was tingling with sweet sensations as he thrust and grunted like an animal. It didn’t take long for me to climax, a glorious orgasmic experience that I never had before. He poured a huge load of cum inside me, and I didn’t protest.

We fell back on the couch and quietly dressed. I think both of us were a bit shocked by what had just transpired.

"I'm Silas," he started, breaking the awkward silence. "Thank you for stopping to help me earlier."

I smiled. "Julie. I'm here on vacation."

My bottom half was naked, but I still had my top on – at least there was a semblance of decency. "We will need to get you tetanus shots."

"No," his voice boomed. "Sorry, I mean, no need," Silas said in a more controlled voice.

"But..." I tried to protest but his eyes were staring at me intently, willing me to stop asking. I betrayed all my life-saving instincts and kept quiet.

"What day is it?" he asked.

"Tuesday," I replied, and he looked worried. "The full moon..."

"Yes," I affirmed. "That's tonight. I love it when the moon is full. I'm planning to roast marshmallows and have a small bonfire just off the porch tonight. Care to join me?"

"NO!" Silas' voice boomed again.

He looked recalcitrant and twiddled his thumbs. He looked as if he was thinking deeply. Then he breathed in. "Stay inside tonight. It's not a good idea to be out in these parts on the night of the full moon."

"Oh." That affirmed my encounter the night before. I told Silas that I’d been out on the porch, sipping some hot chocolate. Of course, I had to omit the nipple clamps and dragon dildo. I asked Silas if he knew what was prowling in the bushes. He didn’t answer and became quiet.

I offered him a sandwich, and he smiled. We changed the topic and got to know each other. I learned that Silas lived in the vicinity of the resort. He was a biologist and was doing wildlife conservation work in the area. He joked that they tolerated his presence because he knew how to help keep the tourists safe and trained the resort staff on survival skills.

I joked at how today was his lucky day, since his survival skills hadn’t worked and an EMT just happened to pass by. There was something about him that made me feel light. He was easy to talk to, and I hoped he would linger some more. Plus, something in Silas made me feel heady with lust. I wanted him to fuck me again, but I held back, knowing he had an injury.

As the night progressed, and the moon rose, I told Silas that it would be alright to stay outside. I was really yearning to sit and smell the trees and the snow. It would help that I had a companion – in case something really did come up – but he said it wasn't a good idea.

Our conversation turned to the extraterrestrial and supernatural. He asked me if I believed in those concepts. I replied as I always did – I have to see something to believe it. Then I ribbed him about being scared to hang out on the porch. Maybe he was afraid of something?

His kiss took me aback. It was full of fire and passion. His hands pulled me against his body and ground my midsection into his. I felt his rigid cock and pressed back at him. The mood changed in a flash from friendly banter to lust.

"Julie," he whispered. "I like you."

"I like you, too," I panted, mashing my shirt-covered tits against his chest.

"If you can take what I have to show you without losing it, you will understand why I am adamant you stay indoors tonight," he rasped.

"Then fuck me," I demanded softly. "Fuck me hard, so I won’t have a reason to go anywhere."

I saw the look of disbelief in his eyes. He hungrily devoured my lips while his huge hairy hands slipped under my shirt and unclasped my bra. My boobs fell into his palms and he kneaded them until I screamed in pain and pleasure. He lifted my shirt off while I wiggled out of my underwear and soft pants.

'Let me show you something," he said softly. His hands left my body. I looked and saw he was ripping open the dressing I had carefully applied. I tried to protest but couldn’t move. When he removed it, I was at a loss for words. It had completely healed!

Silas scooped me into his arms and carried me to the bed. There was no foreplay – just pure, raw animal sex when he entered me missionary style. I received his thrusts eagerly. There was something primal in his fucking and my body was responding madly to his. He lifted my hips high and penetrated me again and again, so roughly that my boobs shook with his every thrust. When he came, it was like an earthquake ripping through my body and I was thoroughly spent.

~~
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I didn’t realize I had drifted off to sleep. I woke up to find myself lying prone on the bed. My hands were tied to the headboard and my legs spread-eagled, feet fastened with ties improvised and cut from a sheet.

"Silas?" I called out, a bit scared. Had I stumbled into the arms of some criminal?

I saw him pacing by the window, staring at me. The look in his eyes made me shudder. I felt like prey to some predator. He was completely naked. When he realized I was awake, his face broke into a semblance of a smile. Silas walked toward me and stroked my hair.

"Julie, you will see something extraordinary. I promise, promise you I'll be back to remove these."

I admit I got a little scared and writhed, trying to free myself.

"Shhhhhh," Silas whispered in my ear as he climbed on my back. "I'm doing this to protect you."

I wasn’t convinced.

"The wound, remember?" he mouthed.

I stopped struggling. He had never explained it, and I hadn’t asked.

My body relaxed, and I knew he felt my trust. I sensed his desire to copulate and pushed my body up until I felt his. I heard Silas literally growl. His hands felt hairy and rough as they caressed my side boobs and then the cheeks of my ass.

He parted open my butt cheeks, and I felt my pussy exposed. He plunged a finger in and I moaned. Silas stumbled beside me and I got a look at his face. His beard had grown thick all of a sudden, his face riddled with too much hair.

"I am not human," he growled.

But I was lost in the magic of his hands. I saw those beautiful piercing eyes look at me, almost pleading that I didn’t pass judgment.

"I don’t care," I replied.

Then Silas let out a blood-curdling howl that made my hairs stand on their ends – but it was not enough to extinguish my desire to be fucked. It was the thrill that pushed me to the brink.

"Fuck me, Silas," I begged.

I felt my pussy become slippery as I came on his fingers. Silas mounted me in one leap and I felt his member bounce on my ass. I was shocked because, from the weight and feel of it, his cock seemed to have grown larger and was very much engorged and hairy.

He soundlessly positioned himself, and my body struggled to accommodate his monstrous phallus. Despite the tears that sprung out of my eyes, I thrust back and felt my inner walls expand and oblige to his size.

Once he was fully inside me, he lay on me for a brief moment and whispered, "You are in heat, Julie. I cannot resist you."

With that, he lifted the weight of his body off my back and started to move his magnificent phallus in and out of me. I screamed, unashamed that I was enjoying every thrust of his monster cock. Silas pummeled my pussy until I was cumming raw. Despite the cold, I was sweating as he continued to saw his hard rod into my sex.

I felt Silas' cock expand a bit more inside me and turn more rigid before he convulsed and deposited a huge load of cum between my legs. I breathed a sigh of relief at his release since I did not know if my body could handle any more orgasms.

Just before I blacked out, I saw him by the window. His body fully covered in hair and his posture transforming into a semi-crouch. The moon shone high, and he opened the window, stepped out, and scampered into the snow.

When I woke up, dawn had broken. I was tucked comfortably under the duvet, my binds gone. I could smell hot cocoa from the kitchen. A note had been placed on the pillow next to me.

"Out to get you fresh bread. If you're okay with what you saw, stay. If not, call the main resort and have them move you to another cabin. I'll understand. Silas."

I smiled. I had found my panties stuffed in his pants yesterday, I knew I was staying. I understood that it was no coincidence that I had found Silas that afternoon. I was chosen.

The End
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Swapping at the RV Camp written by Conner Hayden
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“We’re almost there,” Ben called out when he saw the sign for the campsite.

Cathy put down the book she’d been reading and got up to walk to the front of the RV. She dropped into the passenger seat of the large vehicle and let out a quiet laugh when she looked at her husband.

“Time for some fun then,” she said.

“Let’s hope so,” Ben replied.

Getting away from home for a week-long road trip was always enjoyable and something they tried to do at least a couple of times a year. The fun they hoped might come their way was about more than fresh air, tourist sites, and relaxation, though. It was about a lot more than that.

The campsite they were about to visit was one they’d stayed at a few times before, so they knew its reputation. That was the reason they’d chosen it for their first stop. They knew there was a good chance they could hook up with someone for a swinging experience, and that would get the week off to an amazing start.

Being away from home meant there was little chance that word of their illicit activities would get to those who knew them. There was no doubt friends and family would be shocked at what they got up to, but it had never stopped them before and they had no intention of letting it do so on this occasion. Things didn’t always work out as they hoped, but they were more than ready to take any opportunity that came their way.

“Do you remember the last time?” Cathy asked.

A smile played on Ben’s lips as he took a quick glance at his wife. It was the first time he’d seen her with a black man, and the image of her shaved pussy being stretched wide by such a big cock came to mind. He did nothing more than enjoy the memory of it until he heard his wife speak again.

“Oh yeah, I see you do remember.”

“Don’t get your hopes up,” he teased her. “There’s no guarantee you’ll get that again.”

“I know,” Cathy replied and let out a cheeky giggle. “I’m just reminiscing about good times.”

“Yeah, he was big,” Ben said.

Cathy leaned her head onto the back of the seat as a silence descended on the RV. It left her in thoughts of being taken while her husband watched, and memories of it still flitted through her mind when they finally made the turn off the highway. It was another ten minutes of driving before they arrived at the large gates of the campsite. Once they passed through them, Ben slowed the speed as they traversed the dirt road that led them right to the administration building.

“Get the printout, will you?” he said as he brought them to a stop in the parking lot.

His words got Cathy moving to where their bags were stowed. She found the details of their booking, then walked back to the front of the vehicle. The driver-side door was already open, with Ben standing beside it and stretching his arms up above his head.

“There you go,” she said and held out the paper.

“Won’t be long,” he replied when he took it.

Cathy dropped into the passenger seat again and watched him walk across to the building. He disappeared inside, but it wasn’t long before he came back into sight.

“Which bay did we get?” she asked when he got in the vehicle.

“We’re checked in to number eighteen,” he replied and handed her the details.

He got the vehicle started and pulled out of the parking lot to make his way to the bay. When they arrived at it, they got started setting themselves up to enjoy their stay. They weren’t even finished when Cathy noticed a young woman in a bikini approaching.

“Looks like we have a guest,” she said.

Ben straightened up from what he was doing, and there was no keeping the smile from his face when he caught sight of the pretty figure in a skimpy outfit.

“Hi,” the young woman said when she came to a stop beside them. “It looks like you’re our neighbors. I’m Jill.”

“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Cathy and this is my husband, Ben.”

The handshakes ended with Jill asking a question.

“Is it your first time here?”

Cathy and Ben shared a quick glance before returning their attention to their new friend.

“Nope,” Cathy replied. “We’ve visited a few times before. Would you like a beer?”

“I wouldn’t say no,” Jill replied and smiled.

Cathy nudged Ben in the ribs and he went inside the RV to get the drinks from a cooler box. His wife and their guest were sitting at the picnic bench when he got back outside, so he joined them.

“There you go,” he said and set beers down on the wooden table in front of both women.

He took a sip from the bottle he was left holding before sitting down. Cathy’s gaze came to him when she spoke.

“Jill was just telling me it’s the first time she and her boyfriend have visited the camp.”

“Yeah,” Jill said. “We got here a few hours ago, so haven’t had much of a chance to look around. When we saw you pulling up, I thought it might be worth asking if you knew what there is to do around here that’s fun.”

Cathy and Ben shared another quick glance. There was every chance it was an innocent query about the facilities and tourist sites the campsite had to offer, so they treated it as such.

“There are a few things,” Cathy said and pointed along the track Jill had approached on. “If you walk for about another fifteen minutes in that direction there’s a waterfall and pool. It’s worth seeing and a good place to swim.”

“There’s also a games room in the administration building,” Ben added.

“And there are plenty of trekking paths in the woods around here,” Cathy said. “The owner has maps that show some of the best hikes you can enjoy if you’re into that sort of thing. Some of the local sights around here are also marked on the map.”

They watched as Jill lifted her beer to take a long drink and her gaze flitted between them somewhat nervously when she put the bottle back down.

“That sounds good,” she said, then paused as if she was unsure whether she should go on, although she eventually did. “Is there anything more adventurous to do?”

Cathy glanced at Ben and saw the smile on his lips. There was no doubt he was thinking the question was suggestive, but she wasn’t sure.

“Depends how adventurous you want to be,” she said when she returned her attention to the pretty girl sitting opposite.

Jill gnawed on her lip and it was clear she was getting more anxious.

“Never mind,” she blurted out and gulped down more of the beer before going on. “I...”

“We can take you to the picnic area in the woods at sunset if you want,” Cathy cut in.

Jill’s gaze fixed on her bottle of beer. She used a fingernail to pick at the label and asked another question, without looking across the table.

“Have you, umm... Done that before?”

Her reaction to the offer seemed to suggest she knew the reputation of the camp and the type of fun it might get her with the right people.

“Uh-huh,” Cathy replied. “It can definitely be an adventurous place after dark, and there are usually a few people there.”

“That’s what Robert, my boyfriend, heard,” Jill said when she lifted her gaze to them. It was a definite sign she understood what Cathy’s remark meant.

“Is that why you visited?” Ben asked.

Jill lifted a hand, wiped it across her mouth, and answered with a nod of her head.

“Us too,” Cathy said and smiled. “Come back just before sunset and we’ll take you and your boyfriend there.”

“OK,” Jill said and sprang to her feet. “I’ll do that.”

She took a last drink of the beer, put the half-finished bottle down on the table, and smiled nervously before heading off in the direction she’d arrived from. Cathy glanced at her husband to see his gaze fixed firmly on Jill’s pert butt. She slid her hand onto his lap and laughed when she felt the slight swell of hardness.

“Having some good thoughts there, hot boy?” she teased him.

“It is pretty,” he said as he kept staring at Jill’s ass, but he eventually turned to his wife. “Do you think she’ll actually come back?”

Cathy shrugged her shoulders as she got to her feet.

“No point worrying about it,” she said. “I guess we’ll find out soon enough. Let’s get everything sorted first.”

She moved off and Ben was quick to follow, so they could carry on getting the RV set up for their stay. The sun was low in the sky by the time they finished, and they set about making themselves a meal. When they finished eating, they had another beer and were sitting at the table drinking when they saw the approach of the younger couple in the growing darkness of dusk.

“Looks like we might have struck lucky,” Ben said quietly.

Cathy didn’t reply, but a smile played on her lips as she watched the two people coming toward them. A wraparound skirt seemed to be the only difference to Jill’s outfit from earlier that afternoon. Robert was bare-chested, displaying a smooth, muscular torso, and his shorts were tight.

“Hey,” Jill said pleasantly when she came to a stop at the table. “This is my boyfriend, Robert.”

“Nice to meet you,” Robert said and lifted a hand in greeting.

“And you,” Ben replied, then stood up. “Will we get going?”

Jill and Robert glanced at each other before answering with simultaneous nods of their heads.

“Let’s go then,” Cathy said and got up.

It was as simple as that to get what promised to be a fun evening underway. She grabbed hold of Ben’s hand to lead the way, with Jill and Robert falling in step beside them. Nothing was said as they followed a track that led them into the woods. An air of anticipation surrounded them as they made their way further into the trees until they approached a little clearing.

“Will there be others here?” Robert asked.

“Probably,” Cathy said. “Usually, if there are people in the clearing, they’ll want to play. The watchers usually stick to the tree line and you won’t always see them.”

“Looks like it’ll just be an audience tonight,” Ben said when the four of them made their way into the clearing.

The area looked deserted at first, with all the picnic tables empty. A glance around revealed some movement at the edge of the trees, though – a sign that they weren’t completely alone. Cathy let go of her husband’s hand.

“Let’s give them something to watch,” she said and reached out.

Jill made no comment when her hand was taken, but she willingly let herself be led over to a table. The two women faced each other when they stopped. The fresh scent of talcum powder came to Cathy when she initiated a kiss. A hand touched her ass and there was a thrill at not knowing if it was Ben or Robert groping her. She didn’t even look to see who it was when she ended the kiss.

“Does your boyfriend get a hard-on for girl-on-girl?” she asked and winked. “Ben is a sucker for it.”

“Robert has only seen me with another guy,” Jill admitted.

“Then let’s show him something new,” Cathy went on. “Sit on the table and rest your feet on the bench.”

Jill was quick to do so and parted her legs wide. It gave a view up her short skirt to her bikini bottoms. She looked toward Robert and saw the wide grin on his face. She then cast her gaze around the clearing and glimpsed signs of movement in the darkness. It showed they were definitely being watched, and it excited her.

“Pretty,” Cathy said when she sat on the bench between Jill’s feet.

She put her hands on Jill’s smooth thighs and slowly trailed them higher. Her fingers hooked the hem of the skirt and she saw her new friend was keen to play the game. Jill pressed her palms down on the table to lift her ass up, so her skirt could be eased around her waist to allow her tight bikini briefs to be completely exposed.

Cathy was aware of the two men moving closer but ignored them. She leaned forward to press her lips on a firm, youthful thigh and liked the sound of the little gasps of pleasure that spilled from Jill’s lips. It made her look up, and she saw she was being watched. She held the eye contact when she flicked her tongue out to lick across bare, silky skin, but eventually fixed her attention between Jill’s spread thighs.

Cathy thrust her head forward so she could kiss on the bikini briefs, and it got her more of the little gasping sounds. She flicked out her tongue again to slide it along the little indent in the material made by Jill’s pussy lips. A hand touching on her head made her look up, giving her the sight of the bikini top being roughly dragged down.

Both men started to grope Jill’s naked breasts and Cathy kept watching as Ben and Robert leaned in to get their mouths on the stiff, pink nipples. The sound of Jill’s excitement grew louder as she became the girl in the middle of three others intent on playing with her lithe body. She arched her back to push toward the sucking of her nipples.

Cathy watched for a second longer before bringing her attention back down. She teased her tongue along the outline of Jill’s pussy lips again and tasted the wetness that began to stain the thin material. It made her want more, so she got her hands between Jill’s naked thighs to take the briefs from her. Her eyes fixed on the naked pussy before she leaned closer to press a kiss on the shaved skin.

It brought alive a longing for sex that made her squirm on the bench. The heat of arousal made her squeeze her legs tightly together as she forced her head forward to wiggle her tongue between Jill’s slick, protruding lips.

She pressed her hands on inner thighs to shove them wider apart and felt the quiver of muscles as she slid her tongue deeper still. Her lips clamped onto the shaved skin as she licked out the wet cunt to get more of the taste, and her actions became ever more aggressive until the need for breath made her pull back.

As she sucked in air, she slid her right hand higher to brush her fingertips gently along Jill’s pussy. A glance up showed the men still hungrily playing with Jill’s naked tits, and it was no surprise to see how much that excited them.

The chance to play with Jill and Robert at the same time was too good for her to miss, so she got her left hand to the front of his shorts to pull the zipper down. Then she got her fingers through the gap and stroked the hard cock once she’d pulled it into view.

“Fuck,” Robert gasped when he pulled his head away from his girlfriend’s chest.

He looked down at the way Cathy’s fingers stroked along his erection, but his gaze then went to Cathy’s touch playing on his girlfriend’s wet pussy.

“You’re a bad woman,” he told her.

“Oh, you don’t know just how bad,” she shot back and let out a quiet laugh when she caught his gaze.

“Have you ever done a double penetration?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” she said and slid her fingers right to the base of his cock, then squeezed tightly.

“Jill wants to try it,” he blurted out.

“And which hole does my husband get?” Cathy asked and laughed.

It wasn’t Robert who answered the question, though.
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