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  THE MORNING AFTER




  Jude Mason




  “Nathan, come into my office, please.” The voice on the speakerphone sounded calm, as usual. Without thinking, Nathan Steele grabbed his notepad and headed across

  the luxuriously thick carpeting toward the office.




  He knew he looked more like an athlete than a desk jockey. He worked hard at his local gym to perfect the lean muscular build that seemed to attract the kind of women he was interested in. The

  dark hair grazing the white collar of his shirt didn’t hurt either, nor did the too tight, charcoal slacks hugging his thighs and ass.




  He was smiling when he pushed the door open. Peeking in, he asked, “You wanted me, Ms Harden?”




  Across the dark-paneled room, Rebecca Harden sat at her large oak desk. She’d pulled her chestnut-brown hair back into a twist, leaving her long, slender throat bare. She was doe-eyed and

  had lush ruby lips that he fantasized about at every opportunity. Blessed with more curves than any one woman had a right to, her dark-burgundy suit hugged her figure seductively. Looking up from a

  paper-filled folder, she nodded. “Yes, come in and sit down. We’ve got something to discuss.” Her voice had taken on a different tone, stern and cold.




  Nathan entered, wondering what had brought on the sour mood. The day had gone well; appointments on time, one of the major contracts she’d been worrying about had been signed not half an

  hour ago. He couldn’t, for the life of him, think of any reason why she’d be upset. He frowned, and went to the straight-backed wooden chair, where he sat facing her. Folding his hands

  in his lap, notepad gripped tightly, he waited patiently for her to explain.




  It didn’t take long.




  “It seems you’ve taken up a little hobby that might get you in trouble,” she said in a frosty voice. From the folder in front of her, she took out several snapshots and tossed

  them on the desk. They scattered across the dark, well-polished surface and landed on the floor at his feet.




  He looked down and his heart slammed into his throat. Four pictures lay on the plush burgundy carpet. All of them were of him. Each showed him almost naked, at her desk. He’d never forget

  when it had happened. He’d never dreamed anyone would find out.




  That particular evening he’d got drunk, and whatever inhibitions or internal censor he’d ever had evaporated, letting his secret desire for her come to the surface. Looking at the

  pictures, he cringed. Surface, he thought, they’d fucking blossomed. There he was, in all his masculine glory, abusing himself. He recalled staggering into the office and clearing her desk

  with one drunken swipe of his arm. At first he’d planned to masturbate across it then clean up and leave. Stupid, yes, but not as stupid as what he’d actually done. He’d gone much

  further than that, and the evidence was right in front of him.




  He’d decided to search her drawers. He couldn’t remember why, but it had obviously seemed like a good idea at the time. It wasn’t. He’d found her vibrator and used it on

  himself.




  He didn’t know there were cameras in the office. Not until that very moment. And all he wanted at that moment was for a hole to appear so he could die and collapse into it.




  He sat blinking, trembling, ashamed of what he’d done, terrified of what she was going to do about it now that she’d found out. Would he lose his job? Worse, would she press charges?

  He’d broken several laws that he could think of, trespassing possibly the least outrageous. He could theoretically wind up in jail, or worse.




  “You have an explanation for this?” Her interruption was almost appreciated. His thoughts and fears ran rampant, terrifying him. He looked up at her. Arms crossed under her ample

  breasts, she peered at him over the bridge of her nose. Her cheeks seemed more flushed than usual, but he assumed that was because she was angry.




  “Ma’am . . .” Nathan began but stopped, unable to justify his behavior and knowing there wasn’t a thing he could possibly say to extricate himself from whatever hell she

  planned for him. His prick chose that instant to pulse, to swell beneath his clasped hands. Embarrassed, he shifted the notepad, hiding it as well as he could and prayed it would subside.




  “Ma’am, what?” she asked, unaware of his dilemma, and going on before he had any hope of gathering his wits. “You came into my office, without my consent, and rifled

  through my belongings. Then you took it upon yourself to use my personal property to satisfy your perverted sexual desires. Does that about cover it?”




  Face scorching, he stammered, “Y-yes, ma’am. I’m so sorry.” Taking a deep breath, he tried to compose himself, failed miserably, but continued in a desperate attempt to

  extricate himself somehow. “I don’t know what came over me. I’ve never done anything like that before.” Frantic, afraid he’d lose everything he’d worked so hard

  to achieve, he babbled on. “It’ll never happen again. I’ll do anything you say, just don’t fire me, don’t tell the police. Anything . . . please.”




  She let him dig his own hole for a few minutes, seemed to enjoy making him squirm and having him at her mercy. Leaning back in her chair, she dropped her hands into her lap. Finally, she slammed

  one of her hands on the desktop. “Shut up,” she snapped.




  Instantly, he clamped his mouth closed.




  Her ice-blue eyes sparkled and the corners of her mouth lifted in the parody of a smile. “Strip.”




  “Ma’am?” Had he heard her correctly?




  “It’s obvious from those pictures, that this is exactly what you wanted to happen. Strip, and be quick about it.”




  Nathan almost came in his pants. How did she know? Was he that easy to read? “Ms Harden, you can’t mean it,” he croaked.




  “I assure you, Mr Steele, I mean every word. If you don’t do exactly what I tell you, I’ll be making two phone calls: one to my lawyer, and one to the police. If that happens,

  I’m sure you’ll be speaking to the police shortly thereafter. You’ll also be looking for a new job, that is, if you’re not in prison.”




  Defeated, excited beyond words, he placed the notepad on her desk. His hand trembled as if he had palsy. Rising to his feet, knees knocking, he reached for his shirt. His hands shook so badly,

  one of the buttons flew off while he fought to unbutton it. Letting it fall to the floor, he bent down and pulled his shoes and socks off, pushed his socks into the shoes then tucked them under his

  chair. On wobbly legs, he stood and unfastened his belt. The button and zipper fought his fingers, but he finally won. His erection made taking his pants off more than a little difficult, but he

  persevered and finally managed it. A moment later, he stood self-consciously before his boss in just his black bikini underpants. Massively tented underpants.




  He stopped, embarrassed, afraid. Cupping his hands in front of his crotch, he looked at her, but quickly dropped his eyes, unable to meet her steady gaze. His cock throbbed against his hands. He

  knew he was leaking pre-come, and that there would be a wet spot on the front of his briefs.




  “What are you waiting for?” Leaning back in her chair, she smiled at him, again, enjoying his discomfort. “I said strip, not stand there in your shorts. Get ’em off,

  now!”




  He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and slipped his fingers into the waistband. He held that pose, breathless, excited, terrified. Even if he did it, she could still have him charged. Taking

  a deep, shuddering breath, he pushed them down, carefully hiding his condition. When he stood up straight again, he was naked and trembling. He’d managed to hide most of his privates, but not

  completely, and his face got even warmer when her gaze centered there.




  “Drop your hands; no, better yet, put them behind your head.”




  “Yes, ma’am,” he croaked, and lifted his hands away. His cock sprang upward, slapping his belly in its eagerness to be free.




  Rebecca smiled, but made no comment. She reached up and unfastened the tiny pearl buttons at the throat of her blouse, and then the next. Her fingers were like a magnet. He couldn’t take

  his eyes off them as she slipped the buttons free, slowly revealing her upper body to him. She wore no bra; none was necessary. Her breasts, though ample, were firm and perched high on her chest,

  the tawny-brown nipples, succulently erect. Pushing herself to her feet, she took his notepad and came to the front of the desk. Then, while he stood trembling and naked, she leaned over her desk,

  her bottom pointed in his direction, and drew up a contract, quickly, easily.




  As she wrote, she spoke. “From now on you’ll arrive an hour early, every day. You’ll be waiting for me here, naked and on your knees. Hands behind your head, just like they are

  now, your knees spread as wide apart as you can get them.” She turned her face to him and, with the tip of one finger, tapped his erection. It slapped his belly on the rebound, and she

  laughed. Raising her eyes to his face, she continued, “If I’m not pleased with your posture, I’ll punish you. Do you understand?”




  “Yes, ma’am,” Nathan replied. His heart felt as if it was going to explode. She was in total control; his fantasy was being forced on him.




  “Good, now clear off my desk – carefully.” She waited while he stacked and moved the scattered papers, folders and envelopes onto the coffee table at the side of the room.

  Every step reminded him of how excited he was at being naked in front of her. The muscles in his thighs tensed, his testicles shifted and rubbed against his inner thighs, and his cock bobbed in

  front of him or slapped his thigh. He didn’t try to hide it, he didn’t dare. When he finished, he stood beside the table, unsure of what to do. After a few moments of thought, he

  returned to his place in front of her desk and raised his hands, clasping them behind his neck.




  She paced around him, not touching, which would have been a relief. It felt more like she was assessing him. He sucked in his belly and squared his shoulders.




  She stopped beside her desk and, after a quick sharp nod, said, “For trespassing into my personal things, you’ll receive as many strokes as I please.” She retrieved his belt

  and, while he watched, she doubled it and swung it against her hand. “Bend over the desk, hold on to the front and spread your feet wide apart. If you move or cry out, someone’s likely

  to hear you and come to investigate.”




  His heart skipped a beat. He’d die of shame if someone saw him, he was sure. “Yes, ma’am,” he whispered. Leaning forward, he draped himself across her desk, his erection

  trapped beneath him. When he spread his legs, he realized how vulnerable he was and shuddered with pleasure.




  “Now, I want you to sign this, but only if you do so willingly. If you’d rather deal with this through the police, we can stop right now.” She’d moved around and was

  standing directly behind his prostrate form. The notepad lay by his face; the words glared up at him. She laid her hand on the small of his back, and he shivered. He read the contract. It took him

  two full readings before the content sank in. He was shocked, excited, afraid, and more turned on than he’d ever been before. Did he dare go through with it? Did he have a choice?




  Holding a pen near his hand, she waited for him to decide. It didn’t take long. Within minutes, he signed it and it was back in her hands.




  “Ask me to punish you, Nathan.” She slapped the belt against her leg.




  “Please, ma’am, I need to be punished. Would you please use my belt and whip me? Please!”




  She reached between his spread thighs and caressed his tightened ball sac. With his testicles held firmly in one hand and the belt in the other, she whipped his bottom. Soft strokes alternated

  with harder ones. From cheek to cheek then down his thighs and back again.




  Sweat broke out on his forehead and trickled down his face, but her hold on his balls kept him from trying to escape as she punished him. To his utter amazement, his erection grew harder and his

  excitement soared. Furtively, he tightened his buttocks and thrust against the hard desk. His ass burned. But the fire within raged hotter. His thoughts focused on the fantasy he was living and his

  senses reeled in their quest for pleasure. Nerve endings flashed sparks of sensation and he craved more.




  She stopped strapping him. He gasped, glad she’d stopped yet aching for more. His ass felt flayed and his cock burned beneath him. He lay gasping, sweat covered him; the salt stung the

  welts like brands across his body.




  She released his balls, and his hips automatically thrust ahead, driving his cock across the desk. He bit his lip to keep from spewing, but couldn’t stop a groan of pleasure.




  When he raised his head, he saw her sitting behind her desk. Skirt raised, legs spread, she had one foot on the desk, the other on the floor. Her naked pubes faced him and he waited, salivating,

  wanting her as he’d never wanted a woman before.




  “Please,” he said, unable to keep silent.




  “No, watch me.” Her fingers slipped inside the silken splayed folds of her cunt. The liquid sounds of her pleasure made him breathless with desire. Yet, she ignored him as she rubbed

  herself, delving inside for the touch that would shatter her. For long minutes of frustration, he watched, unable to breathe or blink, afraid he’d miss a stroke while she teased herself. For

  her pleasure or his torment, he’d never know. Finally, he saw her calves tense and her buttocks lifted off the chair as she cried out an orgasm. Her scent filled his nostrils and, like a

  rutting animal, he savored the musky sweetness.




  He watched her body clench. The glistening wetness of her release oozed then dripped from her blood-swollen labia. He groaned, somehow sure he was not going to be allowed to come. But, even so,

  he couldn’t stop a smile.




  Rebecca eased her fingers out and dropped her foot to the floor. Her breath was still short as she straightened her skirt. Done, she held her fingers out to him. “Lick them

  clean.”




  Eagerly he slid his tongue over the proffered digits.




  “Tomorrow, remember: an hour early, naked and waiting for me.”




  Nathan nodded, still busy cleaning the wetness from her hand, and unwilling to stop.




  “Also, you won’t masturbate or relieve yourself in any way.”




  He nearly fainted. She must be reading his mind. That was the only explanation for her knowing his fantasy so well. Again, he nodded, while sucking on her index finger. Beneath his belly, his

  cock leaked and throbbed.




  The next morning, after a restless night of tossing and turning, while trying to ignore an erection that just wouldn’t quit, Nathan entered Ms Harden’s office. His

  hand was already reaching for the buttons of his shirt. A smile played at the corners of his lips. Life was good.




  





  FLYING SOLO




  Elizabeth Coldwell




  The view from my hotel balcony was spectacular. A long, unspoilt sweep of white sand dotted with palm trees, the sun already beginning to sink down into a tranquil sea. But I

  wasn’t in the mood to enjoy any of it.




  In other circumstances, I’d have been looking forward to our brief layover in paradise, before making the return journey back to wintry Heathrow. But this was the first trip where Greg and

  I had been part of the same flight crew since we’d broken up. We’d been perfectly civil to each other in the crew room, and he’d been securely locked in the cockpit for the

  seven-hour flight, so I had no chance of bumping into him unexpectedly as I moved around the cabin. But every time his voice came over the intercom, smooth and assured, apprising the passengers of

  our progress, my stomach gave an unhappy little lurch. I’d told myself I was over Greg, but hearing him stirred up all the feelings I’d tried so hard to bury.




  From below me came the sounds of splashing and excited laughter. Jackie and Leah, most likely. They’d told me the first thing they were going to do once they hit the hotel was change into

  their bikinis and head for the pool. I was welcome to join them – if not there, then later in the cocktail lounge for a night of drinking, flirting and whatever came after. Leah had her eye

  on the newest crew member, Davey, a twinkly-eyed Scotsman who’d been working at Prestwick until a couple of weeks ago. And what she wanted, she usually got without too much effort.




  I had other plans, ones that ensured I wouldn’t end up downing one cocktail too many and making a fool of myself over Greg. Tonight, I was flying solo. I intended to take a long bath,

  order a seafood salad and a big glass of Chablis from room service, then take the phone off the hook and treat myself to a session with my favorite vibrator, packed specially for the occasion. The

  best way to get over an old boyfriend was to get under a new one, and if mine just so happened to be battery-operated, who cared?




  Except as I opened my overnight bag to get out the toiletries I needed, it became obvious that my plan had been derailed. Instead of my washbag, nightdress and change of clothes, I was looking

  at T-shirts, shorts and sandals, all undeniably masculine in style. Somehow, I’d picked up the wrong item from the baggage carousel – or, more accurately, some unknown man had walked

  off with mine, seeing as how the only things still circulating when I’d reached baggage reclaim had been those belonging to the crew.




  The airline website advised travelers to tuck their contact details somewhere into their luggage, just in case it went astray. Fortunately, this man had followed that advice. In the same inside

  pocket where I placed my own information, I found a plain postcard bearing his name – Richard McLean – and an address in a rather nice part of south-west London. Now all I had to do was

  discover where he was staying. He might very well be in a room not far from mine – this was the nicest hotel on the island, after all – but equally he could have chosen to rent one of

  the beachside villas further down the coast, in which case it could take me a while to track him down.




  A knock on the door interrupted my musings. Probably one of the girls, making another attempt to get me to join them in the bar. I grabbed the complimentary bathrobe from the closet, shrugging

  it on before preparing to tell my friends they were wasting their time.




  Instead of Leah, or Jackie, a stranger stood on the threshold. I gained a brief impression of impressive height and breadth, dark hair falling untidily into azure eyes, a wide smile that caused

  dimples to crease his cheeks. All very appealing, but my immediate attention was focused on the familiar-looking black leather bag in his grasp. A bag identical to the one resting on my bed.




  “Melanie Bright?” When I nodded, he said, “I guess you know why I’m here.” His expression was rueful as he glanced down at the bag. My bag. “I’m sorry.

  It was one of the first to appear on the carousel and I just grabbed it. It never occurred to me someone else on the flight might have the same bag until I came to open it.”




  “Well, thank you very much for bringing it back.” Was it just the thought of appearing rude that compelled me to invite him into the room to exchange bags, despite my resolve to be

  on my own tonight, or did it have more to do with the way my heart was suddenly beating faster, heat blooming low in my belly? Whatever the reason, Richard accepted, stepping inside and looking

  around.




  “Very nice. One of the perks of the job, I assume?”




  Of course he knew what I did for a living. My contact details were care of the airline, after all. “Makes up for the lousy pay. And some of the passengers we have to deal with.” Not

  that I’d dealt with him. I hadn’t seen him at all during the flight. He must have been traveling first class.




  “Oh, so that explains the stress reliever you carry with you.”




  Stress reliever? My face flushed as I realized what he must have discovered among my possessions. I was sure I wasn’t the only woman who traveled with a mechanical friend from time to

  time, but I couldn’t help wondering how Richard had reacted when he’d found it. “I . . . er . . . that is . . . Sometimes I just need to . . .”




  “You don’t need to explain anything to me.” Richard grinned wickedly. “Although a demonstration might be nice.”




  He couldn’t be serious. We didn’t even know each other, yet he was inviting me to play with my vibrator for his viewing pleasure. It was the most outrageous suggestion I’d ever

  heard, and that should have been the moment when I politely pushed his own bag into his hand and wished him a pleasant holiday. Instead, I made sure the door was locked, then invited him to make

  himself comfortable in the big wicker chair by the bed.




  He needed no encouragement, settling down with an expectant air. Feeling more than a little self-conscious, I unzipped my bag and took out the toy. Eight inches of soft flesh-colored silicone,

  realistic down to the veins running along its length. I’d bought it on a stopover in San Francisco a couple of years back, and it never failed to take me to the heights of orgasm, just as

  Richard was clearly hoping it would now.




  “How do you want me?” I asked.




  “You could lose the robe, for a start,” he replied.




  Doing as he asked, I felt the strange, giddy rush that came from baring myself completely to a fully clothed man. As the towelling robe dropped to the carpet, Richard’s gaze roamed over my

  curves, lingering on my heavy, red-nippled breasts and the patch of hair on my mound, trimmed almost to nothing so as not to peek out from the skimpy thongs I favored.




  Opening a travel-sized sachet of lube, I smeared the sticky liquid down over the vibrator’s length. Slowly stroking the toy, I kept my eyes locked on Richard’s. The implication was

  obvious. This was the same treatment I’d give to his cock if I had it, hot and aroused, in my hands.




  My calculated teasing had an immediate effect on him. A visible bulge pressed at the fly of his faded jeans, seeking to be free. His willpower was strong. He didn’t unzip himself, much as

  he must have wanted to. Instead, he leaned forward in the chair, watching as I played the fake cock over the insides of my spread thighs, slowing moving it up to their apex.




  Any embarrassment I’d felt at displaying myself so lewdly to this stranger melted away as the vibrator worked its magic. The noise from the pool had faded, and the soft hum of the

  room’s air conditioning melded with that of the toy, steady and true. For the first time since I’d stepped on board the plane back in England, I’d stopped thinking about my ex. It

  didn’t matter what kind of fun my fellow crew members were having without me, or who Greg might be hooking up with tonight. At last, I was allowing myself a naughty little adventure of my

  own.




  When I moved the vibrator over my slick pussy lips, pressing it against my clit, the stimulation was too much. I didn’t want to come just yet, not before I’d given Richard a show to

  remember, so I pulled back. Now, the bulbous head of the toy rested lightly against my entrance. One little shove and it would glide inside me, its passage eased by a mixture of lube and the juices

  flowing freely from my excited cunt.




  Looking over at Richard, it seemed he’d lost the battle to remain in control of the situation. His cock was out and he was tugging the soft, wrinkled foreskin back and forth over its head.

  “That’s it,” he murmured, “fuck yourself with that big thing.”




  I groaned at his words. Greg had never enjoyed talking dirty to me, but being told what to do always seemed to ratchet my excitement up another notch. “Do you like this?” I asked,

  pushing another couple of inches of the thick silicone cock up inside me and feeling my muscles clench possessively around it in response.




  “I love it. You look so hot with that dick sliding in and out of your little pussy. It must be really stretching you.”




  “It is,” I admitted, “but I’d rather your cock was there in its place.”




  Richard seemed to have been waiting for the invitation. He rose from the chair and quickly shucked his jeans and underwear. Wondering how best to suggest he used protection, I was stopped in my

  tracks by the sight of him fishing a condom from his wallet, one step ahead of me. In moments, his beautiful penis was sheathed in matt black latex. About to climb onto the bed, he paused,

  distracted by something I couldn’t see.




  “Wow, the sunset is amazing. Come and look.”




  Almost before I knew what was happening, he’d hauled me to my feet and guided me out onto the balcony.




  “Richard, I’m naked. What if someone sees me?”




  “They’ll just think what a lucky bastard I am.” He pulled me to him, so we could admire the sight of the tropical sky, orange and gold fading slowly to black as the sun

  disappeared beneath the horizon. Above the waist, I felt the soft cotton of Richard’s T-shirt; below it, bare skin and the hot length of his condom-clad cock pressing against my ass

  cheek.




  “Beautiful,” he said, leaving me to wonder whether he was talking about me or the sunset. I felt his hand between my legs, parting my wet, swollen lips, then his cockhead pushed up

  where the vibrator had so recently been. Good as the toy had felt, there was nothing to compare with the feel of living, pulsing flesh filling me up. Richard’s dimensions were nearly as

  substantial as my silicone joystick, and when he gave another shove, lodging himself fully home, I couldn’t prevent a deliciously agonized cry escaping my lips. Somewhere in the trees, a wild

  bird seemed to mimic my voice, as the night creatures came out to hunt and prowl.




  I grasped at the balcony rail as Richard thrust into me with hard, unwavering strokes. For all my concern, part of me wished someone would look up from the pool area and see me, hair a wild

  tangle around my face, breasts bouncing with every stroke. Greg perhaps, watching and wondering who this woman was, so wild and uninhibited, so unbelievably full of cock, receiving the fucking of

  her life.




  Richard gripped my tits, pushing them together and reveling in their fleshy softness. I bucked my ass back at him, begging him to go harder, deeper, wanting his cock to touch places Greg had

  never quite been able to reach. In my mind, I pictured Greg being joined by a crowd, flight crew and hotel guests alike, all enjoying the wanton display my lover and I were putting on for them.

  They sipped their drinks, offered cheering encouragement, torn between wonder and envy.




  I’d almost forgotten I was still holding the vibrator in my other hand. Richard was pushing me towards orgasm, and now I was ready for the extra help the toy could offer. Reaching backward

  between my parted thighs, I guided the toy to the place where our bodies were joined, pressing it against me so it touched not only my clit, jutting out as if demanding attention, but

  Richard’s balls, too. It seemed to do the trick for both of us. Richard called out my name, clutching me hard to him as he stiffened and came. In a heartbeat, I was following him, sweet waves

  of pleasure rolling through my belly, leaving me limp and breathless in their wake.




  The vibrator fell from my fingers and rolled across the tiled balcony floor. The metallic buzzing noise it made as it came to rest against the wrought-iron railing seemed to bring both Richard

  and me to our senses.




  “That was incredible,” he sighed, pulling me round to face him so we could share a long, deep kiss. “The perfect way to start a holiday.”




  “It might be for you,” I retorted, “but this time tomorrow I’ll be on my way back to England.” Fun as it had been, I knew this was destined to be nothing but a

  gorgeous one-off, a memory to warm me on cold nights when this tropical island seemed so very far away. “For all I know, I’m never going to see you again.”




  “Oh, you’ll see me all right,” Richard replied. “You see, this holiday is to celebrate the promotion I’ve just been given, and there’s going to be a lot of

  travel involved in my new role. Travel on your airline. And now we’ve met, I have the feeling I’m really going to enjoy my frequent flyer privileges . . .”




  





  THE COWBOY WAY




  Ralph Greco Jr




  James had always been a bit cocky; he had reason to be with his clean-shaven, chiseled face, muscular body and successful accounting business. But mixing his usual bravado with

  his new interest in being a cowboy was proving an unbearable (for those who knew him) combination. I know friends are supposed to allow one another wide berth when it comes to one another’s

  idiosyncrasies; I had plenty of my own peccadilloes that James had had to deal with in the past (still dealt with), so I knew it was common to go through this with people close to you. But

  James’s suburban cowboy persona was growing to such proportions I was coming to regret the times we hung out and I had never done so in the ten years’ knowing him. This guy was one of

  my closest and dearest male friends, but I was becoming desperately exhausted and didn’t want to spend the next few months (possibly even longer) avoiding the guy. His “Yessum,

  ma’am”s, wearing his Stetson everywhere and the week-long Urban Cowboy marathons wouldn’t have been so bad if we lived in Texas, but in Connecticut it was a bit much.




  I hadn’t though, with James dragging me “line-dancing” this night – me line-dancing! – and his cowboy b.s. was at an all-time high. After watching his ass as

  he walked from my car to his apartment – one of the few pluses of his new suburban cowboy attire was him wearing extra-tight jeans – I drove the ten miles back to my house entertaining

  my frustrations. As you sometimes do during even the shortest of drives, my semi-buzzed brain started to “buzz” over the many trials and tribulations James and I had weathered since our

  junior year of college. I guess I was feeling more than a bit sorry for myself. James had once again latched on to something that worked for him (or seemed to) while I was still floundering over my

  life . . . and still floundering around the outskirts of the unspoken attraction we had had for each other for the past decade. And I guess, if truth be told, I was just a little bit on the other

  side of horny (OK, more than a little bit) and this mixed with my recent spying of James’s cute ass, his cockiness and my frustrations.




  An idea suddenly flushed to the front of my brain. It was so pinpoint perfect I sat in my driveway, the car still running, for a good twenty minutes while I plotted. I realized that I could

  possibly ease the pressure of frustration over James’s current western ways, cool the heat I was even then feeling between my long thighs and maybe actually want him to play cowboy. It was

  all a dastardly swirl in my mind, which fueled me to masturbate that night and fall into fitful dreams of revenge on poor sweet James.




  “Yeah, come by around eight,” I said to James on the phone the next afternoon. “I’ll make us something to eat before we go to the club.”




  Continuing our weekend partying, I knew I had the perfect excuse to get James at my house early. Although I had never treated a man the way I was planning on treating James, the plan I had

  hatched had me as sexually titillated as I had ever been. I had bought my new “outfit” that very morning, then driven halfway across town to shop in that store in the mall I had never

  dared walk into before (let alone buy anything in!). I knew not where these sinful ideas were coming from, but come they did and I let the imagined scenario wash over me from my fevered dreams of

  the night before to me assuring the tongue-pierced salesgirl that I would indeed be back for more toys. I was a woman alive with a singular purpose, albeit a sinister one, and I was tingling

  – and wet – with the idea that my friend James would soon be getting a painful comeuppance and I was the woman who would deliver it to him. Even rolling the word

  “comeuppance” around in my mouth made me so charged I stole a few strums across my zipper.




  I had busied myself the entire rest of the day with house chores, between more stolen moments of masturbation; I simply hadn’t been able to keep my hands off myself when I passed the new

  clothes or toys I had bought earlier. Just the simple idea that James had no idea that I was setting an ambush for him made me feel so in control, so dominant, so alive. Every nerve in my body

  tingled more then it ever had in my thirty-five years.




  When I heard the knock at my door at eight, I nearly swooned. I knew how James would be dressed, but I gulped at the idea that when I opened my door and James set his baby blues on me, he would

  be bowled over by how I was.




  “Wow,” was all he could manage when I opened my front door.




  I faced my best friend wearing tight black shorts; my heavy bosom pushed up in a buttoned-up leather vest; one-inch heel cowboy boots; and a hat, under which I had gathered my long brown mane.

  James stepped into my house and just drank me in from head to toe.




  “Think you can handle it, cowboy?” I asked, slowly turning to afford James a full long view. I knew my ass looked ridiculously eatable in these tight shorts.




  “I can handle anything you throw at me,” he declared, his recently added drawl even more pronounced.




  I spied the black riding crop that lay on my couch just a few feet from us.




  James and I had been out plenty of times with me dressing hot, so he probably thought I had simply dressed in character to what he’d be wearing. Maybe, he reasoned, I had finally come

  round to his ways, maybe he even coddled the hope that something might just happen between us, as if I had finally come to my senses and wanted to jump him with my hat on and spurs

  a-janglin’!




  “Judy,” James said, grabbing my shoulders and spinning me to him. For the first time ever we stood so close.




  I looked down under the brim of my hat. James was indeed ready; his tight jeans couldn’t lie.




  “You want to do this, really?” my best friend whispered as I smiled into his broad chest. “After all this time?”




  Breaking from James, hard as that was to do with the heat rising between us, I spun and began to step across the wooden floor.




  “I mean you’ve looked hot before, but . . .”




  “Yeah, I know . . .” I said, finally reaching my couch. I reached for the crop, with my back to him. I was counting on James being transfixed by the sight of my little ass, the

  impossibility of this moment. “. . . I now fit your little fantasy.”




  “Sure do, cowgirl,” James said as I lifted the crop, inhaled and steeled my nerve. Buying and planning are one thing . . .




  “Well,” I said to my couch, as I stood fondling the crop’s black long line, “why doesn’t my little cowboy show me his nice big saddle-horn?”




  Cliché of clichés, I knew, as the challenge left my mouth, still I heard James inhale sharply and after maybe five seconds I heard the zipper of his jeans snake its way open; then

  the flump-flump of his boots hitting my carpet, the shunk of jeans falling. Relying on James’s ego, I had hoped it would take no time for me to get him out of his pants.




  “Anytime you’re ready,” he announced and I turned with crop in hand.




  I walked across the floor, tapping the crop’s looped head down against my boot. Completely naked now, James stood with his thick erection at a growing half-mast, a wide smile crossing his

  angular features. I was torn between wanting to jump him – his lean body did look that good – and keeping to my plan. Inhaling slightly, trying to maintain my composure facing this

  naked man I had always dreamed about seeing naked, I walked up to the guy and said: “You said you can handle anything I throw at ya . . .”




  James’s smile faded just a bit (but not his thick erection) as I came to stand but a few inches from him to add, “Well, tonight, cowboy, you are gonna get it all thrown at

  ya.”




  It would have been nice to know at that moment who it was using me for a ventriloquist’s dummy.




  “Hop to,” I said. I lifted my arm, reached round and swat James to the outside of his right thigh.




  “Hey, Ju . . .” James tried but I swat again, this time across to the outside of his left thigh.




  “Get your ass across my couch,” I ordered, reaching back and all the way around my shocked friend. I managed a loud fast smack to the side of James’s bared right cheek.




  “Judy, stop a sec,” James protested, his thick lips still spread in a slight grin. “I don’t . . .”




  “I thought you were a real cowboy,” I said, dangling the crop off my hip. “I mean if you can’t take it . . .”




  “I can take a little spanking from you! I am just surprised is awll.”




  Goddamn, there was that drawn-out “awll”, that self-assured cowboy cockiness.




  “Kneel across the couch,” I growled, determined to wipe that smile off his face, the drawl from his throat and add some color to his muscular ass.




  James knelt and then lay across the front of my low blue couch, managing a quick smirk over his shoulder. I saw his baby blues register surprise though as I closed the distance between us

  – careful to make sure my boot heels click a’clicked on my wooden floor – then reached back with the crop and connected for the first time.




  Szip-whap.




  “Ah, mmm,” James moaned, pushing his crotch to the front of my couch as the lightest rectangular welt appeared dead center of his right cheek.




  “Too hard for you cowboy?” I asked and reached back again.




  I swat James, cheek to cheek, ten times total. Back and forth I gained rhythm (and confidence) as James raised his ass up higher and higher to meet my smacks, as if he were willing the beating,

  coaxing me to hit harder (which I did). The swats resounded off my pretty beige walls as fat red marks began to form across his beautiful flanks. At no time did my friend make any sound beyond

  inhaling sharply and at my fifth swat James managed a peek over his shoulder and, as usual, he wore that petulant smirk I had come to know so well. This had never been about hurting him, really,

  but I had to make the swats hard enough to make sense, to deliver the promise, to make my point known.




  “Stay there,” I said, then turned and walked over to my pocketbook near the front door. Reaching inside I found the nondescript black bag and turned back to toss it on the couch to

  the side of where James lay his head.




  “Open it up,” I said, coming back to stand behind the man.




  “I think every cowboy should know what it feels like to be a horse,” I added as James spilled the contents of the package on my soft couch cushions. He faced a red butt plug with

  black “tail” attached and a little tube of something I had never seen (but made me wet the second I saw it): Anal Ease.




  “Judy . . .” my best friend started, turning to me then, sitting on the floor.




  James had such a little-boy look on his face, such a “why-me-I-haven’t-been-so-bad” cast to his strong chin and high cheekbones. But then I happened to catch sight of that

  damn black Stetson laying on my carpet, just a few feet from me, and I was assured that what was about to happen, had to happen!




  It was all I could do to stand over him, to not squat down and take his cock in my hand, throw off my hat in a classic hair-a-tumbling-down-to-reveal-the-woman-underneath style, not dry hump him

  right there! James had no way of knowing that I really didn’t expect him to insert the tail (well, not then anyway), that this was all part of my plan to teeter his suppositions about me and

  therefore maybe knock his cowboy-ness back a few rungs down the ladder. The next few seconds would be telling. If I could get him to submit and ready himself for the tail, then I’d turn the

  tables finally, try to stop this quivering in my belly and dry the flood between my legs and maybe make us both dinner for real. I wanted to engage his mind more than his body and I hoped the

  potential of the plug could be enough.




  “Just a suburban accountant with delusions of grandeur,” I announced, cocking my hip, staring down at him harder. I raised the crop to my mouth, the long knotted shaft of the thing

  pressing against my tight vest and heaving breasts. Another few moments I would have taken to masturbating yet again with the thing.




  I kissed its looped end then added, “I guess you’re not really all that tough a cowboy, huh?”




  “Give me this fucking thing!” James growled, reaching for the butt plug and lubricant. His big eyes were blazing but I smiled with him and, even standing over him as I was, I could

  feel the heat rising off his thick thighs, his cock now popping on its own in his lap. This might have been all new to him, but James seemed to be enjoying my control, my demanding . . . almost as

  much as I was.




  He stood then and turned and I faced thin, welted rectangles crossing dead center of his tight ass. I could see him struggling with the tube in one hand, the tail in the other. I waited the

  requisite seconds, knowing that he knew I knew that he was readying himself to obey.




  When James began to squat I knew we had both had enough.




  “Just wanted to see if you’d do it,” I admitted, then I came from around the side of my best friend and took the plug and Anal Ease from his hands. James stood up fully then

  and faced me.




  “Dinner?” I asked and my friend looked up at me, smiling.




  James knew there was nothing more needing to be said. I had gained a foothold, broken him a bit, showed him how ready he was to obey me and in turn revealed so much about me, him and his view on

  the world.




  Maybe this really was the cowboy way.




  





  PARTY FAVORS




  Lynn Lake




  Saffron Miller stroked Emily’s long blonde hair. Ray Miller stroked Emily’s smooth brown arm.




  “Um, so anyway,” Emily babbled, glancing nervously from one to the other, seated next to her on the futon, “my parents’ twenty-fifth wedding anniversary is coming up, and

  I wanted to surprise them by inviting everyone who was at the original wedding to attend. Like, you know, you, Mrs Miller!”




  “You certainly do remind me of your mother – when she was your age,” Saffron murmured, licking her full lips, running her long fingers through Emily’s sun-bleached

  tresses.




  “Sweet memories, huh, pretty mama?” the woman’s husband said, caressing the velvety, sun-kissed skin of Emily’s arm.




  “The summer of love,” Saffron agreed, smiling. Her fingers trailed out of Emily’s hair, and she gently turned the young woman’s head toward her, kissed Emily softly and

  moistly on the lips.




  Emily gulped, her eager face flushing red under her summer tan. Her mother sure did have some weirdo old friends. But this girl was willing to do just about anything to make her parents’

  wedding anniversary a very special event.




  So, she stopped herself from leaping off the futon and dashing for the door, when Saffron kissed her a second time, longer and harder and more meaningfully this time. Instead, she swallowed

  again, her blue eyes wide and freckled face resolute, sun-browned legs spilling out of her green shorts shaking slightly. Her nipples so hard with anxiety they just about jutted right through her

  white tank top.




  Saffron was as old as her own mother, and a woman to boot. Emily had only ever kissed her best girlfriend a couple of times before – just fooling around during a sleepover one long ago

  night. Still, as she stared deeply into Saffron’s slightly glazed brown eyes, as Saffron kissed her a third time, she realized that the older woman was actually quite attractive.




  She had long dyed-brown hair and a pretty, if somewhat wrinkled, face; a long, lean body topped off by huge, hanging breasts, which were pushing all soft and warm into Emily’s trembling

  right arm. She was wearing a plunging white hemp blouse and tight acid-washed blue jeans, a string of love beads around her neck. Emily could see just about all of the woman’s big breasts

  down her top.




  Plus, the “old lady” sure did know how to kiss a girl. Emily’s lips and body tingled where Saffron had touched them, her pussy damp in her shorts.




  And then she felt another pair of lips – on her arm. Ray’s. The man was kissing her bare shoulder, licking her bare shoulder, biting into her bare shoulder.




  Emily swung her dizzy head around and stared at the guy. His bald head shone in the afternoon sun streaming in through the living room window, a grey ponytail trailing down his back. He

  wasn’t bad-looking either, she decided, despite the dated granny glasses and walrus mustache, which tickled her arm.




  Ray was wearing bib overalls and a tie-dyed T-shirt, a psychedelic headband around his broad forehead to match the brown leather one around Saffron’s. “Diggin’ it, love

  child?” he said to Emily, following up on his wife by kissing the young woman right on her pouty mouth.




  Emily closed her eyes and held her breath, the man’s warm, wet lips pressing into her lips, his hot breath breathing even more excitement into her. Saffron’s hand rubbing her

  stomach, and then moving higher, onto her boobs. Emily’s whole body flushed as hot as her face, her pussy tingling wickedly in between her bare legs, nipples rigid and buzzing. She’d

  never had two people loving her at the same time before.




  And by the time she popped her eyes open again – when Ray pushed his thick, wet tongue in between her lips and into her mouth – she realized that it was too late to stop things. If

  she’d even wanted to stop things. Because Saffron had pushed the girl’s top up and was cupping and squeezing Emily’s bare, tan-lined breasts. Then she bent her head down and

  tongued one of Emily’s upthrust nipples.




  Then both husband and wife were feeding on the whimpering girl’s tits. Saffron grasping one, Ray the other, kneading the firm, ripe flesh, tickling and teasing the cotton-candy-pink

  nipples with their tongues, sucking on the stiffened buds. Emily full out quivered in their hands, never having felt anything quite like it before – a man and a woman ardently clutching and

  sucking her B-cuppers.




  “Feels good, doesn’t it?” Saffron breathed all hot and humid over Emily’s shimmering boobs. “When we all get together . . . and love one another.”




  “Oooh, yeess!” Emily gasped, Ray pulling hard on her nipple with his thick lips, sucking almost her entire tit into his mouth.




  The couple lovingly fondled and suckled Emily’s boobs for a good long time. They kissed each other every now and then, their tongues entwining right in front of the girl’s astonished

  eyes and charged-up chest.




  Emily sat up straight on the futon, her breasts thrust out and fingernails biting into the edge of the funky sofa, her head spinning and body shaking. Until she noticed that only Ray was still

  groping her boobs, sucking and licking her nipples. Saffron was now down on her knees on the Woodstock commemorative magic carpet, unfastening Emily’s shorts.




  “Um, whatcha doin’, Mrs Miller?” Emily mustered enough breath to ask.




  Ray looked up from Emily’s shining nipples and grinned. “You’ll see,” he said, his grey eyes twinkling. “And feel. It’ll be groovy, trust me.”




  Saffron had Emily’s shorts open, and she wasted no time in pulling them down, stripping them away from the girl’s sneakers. Leaving the little blonde bare-bummed and bare-pussied on

  the futon. She instantly crossed her legs and shot her hands down to cover up her furry nakedness.




  “Relax, flower child,” Saffron cooed, gently pushing Emily’s legs apart.




  Then she grasped Emily’s skinny wrists and moved the girl’s hands to the side, exposing her downy, pink-petaled pussy. Smiling reassuringly, she bent her head down and kissed

  Emily’s dewy slit, licked from bottom to top.




  “Oh my God!” Emily yelped, jumping in the couple’s hands.




  Saffron’s tongue on her pussy had been electric, jolting her. Zapping her pussy with liquid heat. She sat there stunned, feelings – warm, wet, wonderful feelings – welling up

  from her tongue-stroked pussy and flooding her body and brain.




  Ray eased the rigid girl back on the futon, while his wife gripped her shivering thighs and lapped at her juicy snatch. Then he stood up and unfastened his overalls, dropped the straps, watching

  Emily’s wide eyes focus on his long, hard, throbbing cock. He climbed up onto the futon next to the young woman and steered his bloated purple crown into her plush lips, seeking entry to her

  partially open mouth.




  Emily knew exactly what Ray wanted her to do. But she might not have done it (after all, he wasn’t at her parents’ wedding), except for the fact that Saffron’s dragging,

  pebbled tongue on her cunt was driving her wild. Sending the normally good girl sailing up onto cloud nine, where things like good and bad didn’t exist – just sweet, sweet pleasure. To

  be shared and reciprocated.




  So, she opened her mouth up even wider and let Ray stick his huge hood and swollen shaft into her mouth – so deep it bumped the back of her throat. She gagged, and he groaned, gripping

  Emily’s golden head. Emily closed her mouth tight around the man’s cock and sucked, as he pumped his hips.




  She could hardly breathe, what with Ray’s dong gliding back and forth in her mouth and Saffron’s tongue lapping at her slit, swirling all around and over her puffed-up clit. She

  didn’t know where to put her hands, so simply left them down at her sides, balled into little fists. Taking the free loving being dished out to her.




  But it was too much for the inexperienced young woman to take for too long – a man fucking her mouth, a woman eating her pussy. So when Saffron sealed her lips around Emily’s clit

  and sucked on it, the girl burst with pent-up emotion, moaning from around Ray’s pistoning cock, her body trembling out of control. The wildest, wickedest orgasm she’d ever experienced

  tidal-waved through her being and drenched her soul in pure and utter bliss.




  She almost fainted, overcome with overwhelming joy. But the hot salty taste of Ray’s shooting spunk in her mouth pulled her back from the brink of unconsciousness. She knew she had to

  swallow – to show her gratitude for the couple’s hospitality – and she did. Over and over.




  The futon jumped in rhythm to Ray’s jerking body, the man almost pulling Emily’s hair out, as he emptied his balls into the blonde’s sucking mouth and gulping throat. Saffron

  moaned her own orgasm into Emily’s pussy, rubbing herself to ecstasy even as she urgently lapped up the girl’s gushing juices.




  The Millers are a definite yes, Emily thought to herself with satisfaction, when she finally walked, wobbly-legged, out of the couple’s home and onto her next stop.




  “Yeah, Charlie’s just in the backyard – barbecuing some burgers before the game starts.”




  “Oh,” Emily said, looking up at the tall man with the tanned, handsome face and thick silver hair. “Um, well then, could I—”




  “Sure, come on in,” he said, holding the screen door open and smiling warmly. “Game doesn’t start for another twenty minutes, anyway.”




  Emily followed the man into the living room of the house. He introduced himself as Bill Wright, a friend of Charlie Hernandez’s, over to watch the football game. Charlie had been at

  Emily’s parents’ wedding, as well; had played highschool football with Emily’s father.




  Bill threw a big friendly arm around the girl’s shoulders and rapped on the glass of the picture window that looked out on to the backyard of the house. Charlie was out on the patio, and

  he glanced up from the smoking barbecue. Bill gestured at Emily, grinning, and Charlie grinned back and waved.




  “He’ll be right in,” Bill said, winking a sparkling blue eye at Emily. Then he steered the young woman over to a large black leather couch in the living room. “Must be a

  lot of work organizing your parents’ twenty-fifth anniversary party?”




  “You don’t know the half of it,” Emily sighed. Then she laughed.




  “Pretty tiring, huh?” Bill sat down on the couch and pulled Emily down onto his lap with him. “Here, take a seat, rest a while.”




  Emily sat up awkwardly in the man’s lap. She felt like a little girl visiting Santa Claus. Only, this man wasn’t quite old enough to be Father Christmas. And he sure didn’t

  look anything like Saint Nick. In fact, he sort of reminded her of George Clooney.




  Bill tightened his arm around Emily, resting his other hand on one of her bare knees. “Comfortable?” he asked.




  Emily blushed, feeling warm and secure in the big man’s arms, feeling tingly where it really counted, with his big hand squeezing her little knee.




  She turned her head to glance out the window at Charlie, to see if he was coming in anytime soon and Bill planted his lips on the soft, tender, perfumed skin of the girl’s neck.




  “Unnh!” Emily groaned, only a little surprised after her experiences earlier in the day. She leaned back against the man’s chest and tilted her head back on the man’s

  shoulder, melting in his arms.




  Bill’s wet, caressing tongue traveled up Emily’s neck and in behind her delicately shelled ear. He licked her ear, bit into her lobe. Emily turned her head and offered her soft,

  glossy lips to the man. He took them, pressing his mouth into her mouth. His hand slid up onto her thigh and squeezed the thick, rich flesh.




  Emily trembled, Bill’s strong tongue entering her mouth and stirring her tongue. His strong, tanned hand rubbed the burning bronze flesh of her thigh. And then she felt something even

  stronger pressing into her thighs, from beneath, stirring harder and longer and thicker in the man’s tan cotton pants.




  Emily wasn’t caught totally off guard this time, the seasoned stud popping her top and shorts, pushing his own pants and shorts down to his ankles, seeming like the most natural things in

  the world to do when an older man and a younger woman got together. She was soon sitting naked as a newborn in Bill’s bare, hairy lap, his huge hard-on lying over the top of her pussy, in

  between her legs.




  He cupped and squeezed one of the girl’s firm handful tits, took a quick pull on the jutting nipple. And Emily moaned. She flung her arm around the man’s neck, his hands and mouth

  making her feel so very good – and so very bad. His cock on her juiced-up pussy making her weak with desire.




  Bill smiled and shook her boob, then playfully bit into the rubbery pink tip. He gripped his cock and pushed its mushroomed head into her blonde fur, through her slick lips and right into her

  steaming pussy.




  “Oh my . . .” Emily breathed, watching the man’s pulsing erection slide inside her. She sat stunned and shaken in Bill’s lap, swollen with cock, brimming with surging

  eroticism. And when he moved his hips, pumping her cunt with his pipe, she closed her eyes and bleated, “Yes, fuck me, Bill!” She quivered wildly in the man’s arms, on the end of

  his pole. “Please, fuck me!”




  He moved faster and faster, his heavy, hairy balls slapping against her, his cock churning her pussy. Making her boobs jump and her bum shudder, her head spin.




  “Can three play?”




  Emily’s eyes flew open. She stared at Charlie Hernandez, the man she was supposed to be convincing to come to her parents’ party. He was standing in the middle of the living room

  looking at them, short and stocky, with slick black hair, wearing a dark shirt and black jeans. He sort of resembled Benicio Del Toro, Emily thought. Except for that big, golden-brown cock hanging

  out of the open fly of his jeans.




  Emily dreamily nodded. Her parents’ friends sure were a friendly bunch. She licked her lips and got her mouth ready, thinking she knew what Charlie wanted.




  But that’s not what the dirty older man had in mind at all.




  He tossed a small canister to his friend, and Bill caught it and pulled his cock out of Emily’s pussy. He sprayed some of the contents of the canister onto his already slippery dong and

  then hoisted Emily higher, and sprayed the girl’s bum.




  She gasped when the cool lube mist hit her hot, sensitive skin. Then shouted, “Yikes!” when Bill slid his long fingers in between her taut little cheeks and greased up her crack and

  bum hole.




  “Um, what are you two . . .” Emily started to whisper, before fully realizing. Her blue eyes went wide and she gulped, hardly believing what was going to happen to her: double

  penetration!




  She’d seen it in a movie once, and been frightened. She’d never had anything up her butt in her whole life. Let alone a prick in her pussy and bum at the same time.




  “Hold on, sweetheart!” Bill grunted, pushing his gleaming cap against the young woman’s pucker before she could even brace herself. Popping through and sinking his shaft slow

  and sensual into Emily’s hot, tight, virgin bung.




  “Yeesss!” they both groaned, the man’s balls kissing up against Emily’s butt cheeks, cock fully and flagrantly embedded in her shivering ass.




  And while all that excitement was going on, Charlie had stripped off his clothing and moved up close to the anally connected pair, his huge erection headed straight for Emily’s pussy.




  “Oh no, Mr Hernandez, you can’t!” the girl shrieked, unable to control herself. “It . . . it won’t fit!”




  “Sure it will,” Charlie assured her, plunging his bloated hood into Emily’s puffed out pussy lips and diving deep into her love tunnel.




  One cock in the girl’s bum, one in her cunt.




  “Oh-my-God! That feels so . . . wonderful!” Emily wailed, full to bursting with the men’s meat. Impaled on the pair of cocks. Body and mind suffused with weird, wicked

  sensation.




  They pumped their hips in unison, fucking the blonde’s stretched-out pussy and ass, their cocks all but rubbing together. Emily desperately hung on for the ride, her legs flopped out wide

  on either side of the sandwiching men, bouncing in rhythm to their powerful thrusting.
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