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  Interview with Mr. and Mrs. Tom and Susan [Last Name Redacted] and Mr. and Mrs. James and Anita [Last Name Redacted], Conducted by Daniel Wilson, Esq. on June 9, 2011.


  



  This Interview was performed as a result of a civil suit, for which Mr. Wilson took what was intended to be a brief deposition regarding when the two couples met. Several bottles of wine later, the civil deposition lay long forgotten in the tale of how one young couple seduced another.


  



  Susan: Our intimate life slowly deteriorated. Four years of marriage, two busy schedules, and the usual hassles of life interfered. When we first became engaged, and subsequently married, we used to copulate like rabbits. Tom chased me around the living room, the dining room, even the laundry room and the garage. He had me every way a man can have a woman, and he made up a few score new and acrobatic ways in the process. Then things started slowing down. A business trip intervened, followed by a family visit, and then another business trip. Afterward, I got sick for a couple of weeks. Things always fired back up after these inevitable interruptions, but never at quite the same level of intensity. Weeks passed and became months, and months passed to become years. Over this succession of weeks and months, work and busy schedules dictated at first once a night; and then promotion for Tom meant only once every other night. More frequent business trips for me slowed us to weekends only. Finally, we settled for one incredibly dull, listless date on Saturday night and a quick missionary fuck without fire or feeling. We were losing both our intimacy and relationship, and then it became a duty to fuck, a duty which interfered with catching up on our sleep on our one night a week off.


  



  Tom: I don’t know how we got to this point. Neither of us wanted things to develop this way. I mean, Susan is really hot, and she has a fantastic body. I wanted her the first time I ever saw her. But after four years, well, I memorized every square inch of her body and I knew her every move. I understood what every sound and sigh and gasp meant. I knew instinctively whether I should rotate right or left or thrust faster or slower. I could have written a book on her desires and dislikes, and her wants and hates. There wasn’t much mystery left in our relationship. Hell, there wasn’t any mystery left in our relationship!


  



  Susan: The light bulb was burning pretty dim.


  



  Tom: Finally, we decided to do something about it. We bought a few books. We rented a few videos. Some of them proved more, shall we say, entertaining than exciting.


  



  Susan: Several of them were hilarious and unbelievable rather than instructional or enticing. A few defied the laws of physics and human anatomy, but one really got us going.


  



  Tom: It was a video about wife swapping, that is, trading mates with another married couple for the night—you know, swinging. Wow, was it hot. We watched it from beginning to end, hands down my pants and her hands up her skirt the first time through.


  Susan: The second time through we fucked like old times. You took me so hard and rough I screamed. I came so intensely, so deeply. Oh, it was good.


  



  Tom: It was hot, really hot. The main female character was a scorching, little hottie of a blonde who reminded me a lot of my own wife. Long muscular, smooth legs, great ass, slender waist, flat abdomen with just the hint of a curve, full prominent breasts with big suckable nipples, and shoulder length blonde hair. I imagined her getting fucked by another man and I screwed Susan like I hadn't for months.


  



  Susan: I wanted more; I demanded more, and he gave it to me—over and over. We were insatiable. Both of us. We finally collapsed from exhaustion about midnight.


  



  Tom: We woke up in the morning and started the tape again.


  



  Susan: And started fucking again.


  



  Tom: And again.


  



  Susan: Finally, we talked.


  



  Tom: Pretty obvious what we talked about.


  



  Susan: We decided to take the plunge.


  



  Tom: The decision was the easy part. The hard part was finding the other couple.


  



  * * * *


  



  James: I love Anita a great deal. I just love her to death. I adore her. I adored her the first time I saw her. The first time I talked with her I fell in love, right then and there.


  



  Anita: I saw him across the room and my heart started pounding. A mutual friend introduced us and I was breathless. What a package. Strong muscular body, a well formed, great ass; he laughed the right amount, gave me exemplary eye contact. And when we talked, he was funny and smart and everything. I promised myself to hold out for as long as I could.


  



  James: (laughing) Which was about our second date, as I recall.


  



  Anita: (laughing) Which was the start of our second date, as I recall!


  



  James: We never did get to that movie.


  



  Anita: We fucked right on the sofa in my living room. To this day, I don’t know if we got the blinds closed or not. Oh, my, I was so wet. He bent me over the back of the sofa and drove into me. I came for the first time right there, humping the back of my old, familiar sofa. I cried out when he thrust into me. He was so powerful, and he filled me so well.


  



  James: She felt and smelled so wonderful, I couldn’t stop myself.


  



  Anita: We were so young, but we were engaged quickly, and married shortly afterwards.


  



  James: Neither of us had much sexual experience, but we figured things out fast. The learning was a lot of fun.


  



  Anita: (laughing) A lot of fun.


  



  James: The first year was unbelievable, it passed in a sweaty, heated daze. But then we started to slow down, only a bit at first. I accepted a new job with a fantastic pay raise and unlimited opportunity, but it was also high stress and long hours. Sales. Marketing. Cut-throat stuff. Sell or die. So, I sold. I was a top producer most months, close every other month, but it took a lot out of me.


  



  Anita: He would come home exhausted. I couldn’t figure out what I was doing wrong. He didn’t seem as interested in me as he once was. He ate and hardly said a word, and then fell asleep exhausted in front of the television. He worked a lot of Saturdays, but I could always get him excited for a great fuck on Saturday night with the right perfume and the right dress, but I was also getting bored. So, I took a job myself. Secretarial position. I was good at it and I worked hard. I used my money to buy a great dress while James worked Saturday morning, then I used it to entice him into fucking me on Saturday night. Afterward, I would wear it to work in a week or two. I noticed other men, besides James, liked the dresses, too. I was a very good secretary and promotions followed. Soon, I was working the same hours James was.


  



  James: We were both working too hard and seeing each other too little. By Saturday night, we barely had enough energy for a quiet dinner, a boring movie and a quick, carefully choreographed fuck before we fell sound asleep. Sometimes, we didn’t make the fuck before we fell asleep.


  



  Anita: I figured this was the way marriages worked, but I stayed faithful. After I worked for a couple of years, the resident, office studs offered a few propositions, always discreet and courteous and never threatening. I always said “no.” But I got so excited about these hot studs who were asking me out. They wanted me, and wanted me badly and it was obvious. Some of the propositions were extremely intriguing. Some were absolutely tempting. I would come home in the evening and masturbate thinking about the men at work who wanted me. I was so horny, and James was so tired and exhausted. He didn’t even notice my pussy was always wet when he walked in the door absolutely wasted.


  



  James: I was wiped out. My job was demanding as anything and I didn’t have time to work out. By the end of the work day and the work week, I was drained. I didn’t have enough time for Anita, myself, or anything except sleep.


  



  Anita: Finally, one Saturday night I confronted him. I told him with or without his help, I was going to get some cock. The light bulb went on. The thought of me getting fucked by another man lit him and his cock right up, and then he gave me all the cock I could handle for the rest of the weekend. Next Saturday morning, I went lingerie shopping and rented a few swinging videos. We watched them together that night and I don’t think we ever got to the end of one.


  



  James: We started watching and ten minutes into the video she was on her hands and knees and I was pounding into her for all I was worth; she was loving every minute of it. It was great.


  



  Anita: We talked things through finally, and we both knew where our relationship was going. I wondered who our relationship was going to go with.


  



  * * * *


  



  Tom: This is where I come in. I started working where Anita is a secretary. The first time I saw her, I thought to myself, what a gorgeous hottie. She was an absolute knockout with long, thick, heavy dark brunette hair, ending in curls around her shoulders and back—hair so dark and glistening it was almost blue. Her long, muscular legs were perfectly formed, along with a strong, muscular back, slender arms, beautiful eyes, perfect face, with a hint of Hispanic sensuality, slightly dusky skin, and a slender waist. Her breasts were nothing special. In fact her, breasts were pretty tiny, but an absolutely unbelievable ass and set of hips. Perfect, rounded, pear shaped mounds begging to have her skirt lifted and fucked from behind, the way I like to do it. I wanted her bad, but I played things cool.


  



  Susan: The first thing he did when he got home was tell me about this hot secretary at work. Then he fucked me silly. The next day I visited his work “just for lunch and to see my husband’s new office.” I wanted to check out this brunette who got my husband’s juices so fired up. She was everything he claimed, but a tiny, little thing. I made sure to talk with her for a few minutes and she was nice. I noticed she wore a wedding band, but didn’t have any pictures of her husband at work. A woman notices things like this and I wondered.


  



  Tom: That night, once we could catch our breaths, we hatched a devious, little plan. Between the two of us, we started to seduce Anita.


  



  Susan: You see, I wanted her, too. I started coming into work more often, always dressed provocatively. I made sure Tom left the house looking great every morning, as well.


  



  Tom: I started some light, innocent flirting with her, talking about our marriage, about Susan, and slowly opening a few doors. Susan became her friend.


  



  Susan: We began going out for lunch together. I became her friend, and then her confidant. After a couple of months, I took a deep breath and asked her to join Tom and I for a few TGIF drinks. Anita accepted. When Tom arrived home, I jumped his bones before he even got through the doorway.


  



  Tom: Through the doorway? She reached outside of the door and dragged me through it like a hungry vixen. It was all I could do to get the door closed before she stripped my trousers away!


  



  * * * *


  



  Anita: I was starting to get pretty interested in both of them, and I was curious how they would be in bed. I mean, Susan was really hot and Tom is a hunk. I’ve never been with a woman before, but it was obvious Susan and Tom were both making themselves available to me, and every time we talked, or had a few drinks the sexual tension built more and more. After a few drinks, and on the dance floor with both Tom and Susan, they propositioned me. I was so nervous I felt faint and sick and could hardly breathe. I told them my answer was yes, if James was included in the offer. Tom kissed Susan, and then they both looked at me and said the offer definitely included James. My panties were wet. I almost came right then and there. It was all I could do to get home without shoving my hand down my pants. When I got home, I straddled James and told him we were meeting with two special friends tomorrow night. I knew he knew what was going on when he started slamming into me like a wild animal and blasted a load of cum without ever getting soft.


  



  James: I couldn’t concentrate at work all Saturday and left early.


  



  Tom: Susan and I spent the whole day getting ready. I reserved two adjoining suites at an exclusive hotel, a couple of exits down the interstate; Susan drove down separately and dropped off one of our cars for the next morning. We placed some flowers in their suite and cooled a few bottles of wine in ours. Then Susan went to the beauty parlor and I went to the gym.


  



  Susan: We picked them up for an early dinner about six o'clock. Tom looked fantastic and I wore a sultry, little number from Fredericks of Hollywood, which I figured should have her husband’s head between my tits in about thirty seconds.


  



  James: When Susan walked up and gave me a hug and kiss on the lips, I almost came right then in my pants. God, she was hot, and she had a big rack. Anita wore a really short, leather miniskirt with a garter belt and stockings, and I wondered how long it would be before Tom stripped it from her.


  



  Anita: Supper passed in a dream; I have no idea what I ate. None at all. I don’t know if I even ate a bite or wolfed down an entire cow. I was in a sexual daze. When Tom and Susan told us we were going dancing after dinner, I knew it was all over. The thought of Tom’s heavily muscled arms around me was all absorbing.


  



  Susan: Tom and I danced the first dance, while Anita and James stayed together. They were talking and whispering and from their body language, I knew they made their decision and their answer was “yes.” Tom and I had already made our decision. I have a tight little ass and Tom is pretty well endowed. Okay, his fraternity name was “trunk” and you can figure out the rest for yourself. The one sexual experience we never did was anal. The little Hispanic girl’s incredibly round, muscular, full ass packaged in the tight, little leather miniskirt had him fairly drooling. I knew in about ten seconds, after he got her alone, he would have her on elbows and knees and be driving into her from behind. I wondered if the little, dark haired girl had any idea what awaited her tonight. And truth to tell, I had a few ideas for that slender stud of hers.


  



  Anita: It was really natural when I stepped into Tom’s arms for the next dance. Susan didn’t hesitate and led James away. I suspected I wasn’t going to see much of him for the rest of the evening. She looked really…well…hungry.


  



  Susan: I was wrong. We started dancing a slow dance, and he had his body pressed up against my tits so hard, my ribs were hurting in about ten seconds. He was, shall we say, impressed by my ample boobage.


  



  James: This tall blonde was stacked. I mean, her tits were huge and were falling all out of her dress. She looked like she was going to take charge of our encounter. I knew whatever else we did tonight, I was going to slip my hard cock in between those tits at least once, until I spurted cum all over them.


  



  Tom: We took our time enjoying the dancing and the music. Susan and James were already wrapped around each other and looked like they were ready to race for the sack at the first opportunity, but I wanted to let Anita’s juices build to a boiling point first.


  



  Anita: I was really hot; I wanted him badly. I wanted him between my legs, and I was climbing the walls. Well, actually, I was climbing his body and I didn’t care who saw us!


  



  Susan: I felt James grinding against me and I wondered why he hadn’t blasted a load in his trousers, yet. He was breathing hard and ragged, and I sensed he wasn’t going to last much longer. I looked for Tom, who had the lithe, little Hispanic secretary tangled all around his limbs.


  



  Tom: Susan and I locked eyes. She lifted an eyebrow at me, and I knew it was time to take this lovely young couple back to the hotel with us, to fuck their eyeballs out for the rest of the night.


  



  * * * *


  



  Susan: On the way out to the car, I whispered into Anita’s ear, “If I were you, honey, I would get between Tom’s legs and give him a quick suck job in the back of the car. Otherwise he is going to break you in half the second he gets you alone. His first time tends to get a little, oh, shall we say between us girls, intense.” Anita’s eyes opened wide.


  



  James: Susan wrapped her arm around me after talking quietly to Anita, and then she steered me toward the driver’s seat. Tom practically picked up my wife and carried her to the back of the car. Susan was quite emphatic, giving me clear directions to the motel. Once I was on the interstate, she cuddled up against me and traced her hand down my body, until my cock was rock hard and I could barely breathe. She slipped her hand inside my trousers and softly stroked my penis with her fingertip. She whispered into my ear, “Just be quiet and listen.” I did. At first, I only heard road noises and then I heard what Susan wanted me to hear.


  



  Susan: I heard Anita and Tom whispering and giggling in the back seat. You could hear squirming, and then little breaths and wet noises of kisses. Things got quieter, with long silent periods, followed by short heavy breathing and fervent whispers, and then more wet sucking noises. Soon, I heard clothing rustling and someone pulling a zipper furtively down. I snuck careful glances into the back seat. My hand on his cock and my tits pressed against him distracted James from what was going on behind him. It also kept his cock nice and hard. My whispered instructions in his ear assured him driving safely. The noises from the back seat, well, they took care of themselves.


  



  Tom: This hot, little vixen kissed her way down my body and settled herself in between my legs. She stroked me through my trousers, and then carefully and as quietly as possible, she undid my zipper. My cock fairly leaped out. I heard a little gasp when she saw what hung between my legs. Now, of course, it wasn’t exactly hanging between my legs rather it was standing up like a baseball bat with heavy, protruding veins. I wasn’t sure how Anita was going to react to my “trunk.” Some girls took one look at the thing and ran away screaming. Other girls, like my lovely Susan, took one look, and said, “Oh, yes!” and jumped right on it. Susan dropped her face, sucked me right down her throat, sucking me hard and moved her mouth vigorously up and down my shaft. It was going to be an interesting evening.


  



  Susan: I had to look. Anita eyes got wide when Tom’s cock emerged, but she descended on it like the hungry, horny, little bitch she was going to discover she was tonight. She started sucking and it was pretty obvious to poor James, his wife was giving my husband a blow job.


  



  James: Susan whispered to me, “Well, now, it appears your wife is sucking my husband’s cock. What a wonderful little cock sucker she is. Does she suck your cock regularly?” I was really surprised. Anita doesn’t like the taste of cum and never sucks my cock, much less swallow my cum. A blow job was something she never did, and I told Susan so. Susan giggled, “So, you poor boy, your pretty little brunette wife doesn’t suck your cock?” I’m sure my cock throbbed and she giggled again, “Well, James, I’ll be glad to resolve this little problem of yours the instant we get to the motel. I like sucking cock, and I’m going to suck yours dry tonight if you let me. In the meantime, I suggest you pay attention to your driving.” I did.


  



  Susan: Poor man. He wanted to cum so badly.


  



  Anita: And talking about tasting. I don’t usually suck cock. I don’t like the taste and I don’t like the feeling of having my mouth filled, and I especially don’t like the way semen tastes. I hate it, as a matter of fact. But Susan’s advice was pretty clear, and I really wanted to calm that huge cock down before he started reaming me with it. So, I closed my eyes and did my whorish best.


  



  Tom: Her whorish best was pretty damn good.


  



  Susan: It was so hot. I heard every noise and movement from the back seat. Tom was a real gentleman and suppressed his enthusiasm as much as possible, so James wouldn’t hear too much of his wife sucking his dick. However, I knew he was close from the familiar noises emulating from back there. Poor James’ wife was pretty noisy anyway, even though Tom was trying to be discreet. Soon, things reached a crescendo as we approached the interstate exit. The first full noise escaped Tom’s lips and I knew he was juicing Anita’s mouth.


  



  Anita: I wanted Tom to cum before we reached the hotel parking lot and didn’t really know how much time until we reached there, so I gave it everything I could. Soon, he reached a crescendo and what a rush. The first splash exploded in my throat and Tom came so quickly and so hard, he really surprised me. I tried not to, but I pulled his cock out of my mouth, stroked it against my cheek, and then I felt the spurts splashing on my hair and down my neck and shoulders. I swallowed and his taste was okay, not great, but okay, so I put him back in my mouth and he finished his last few spurts on my tongue.


  



  James: Susan was telling me, “Tom’s coming down your wife’s throat. Your hot little wife is swallowing his cum. Can’t you hear Tom coming? Your wife just sucked my husband off. This is so hot. I can’t wait to do the same to you, stud. I want your cock down my throat, too.” I wanted her bad.


  



  Anita: Tom’s cum sprayed all over me, but by now, we were pulling into the hotel and I kept licking and kissing Tom’s cock and he was already getting rock hard again and I couldn’t wait for what else he was going to do to me. I knew I would look like a slut walking into a hotel elevator with cum splashed all over my face, but I didn’t care. I wanted to prove to Tom and Susan she wasn’t the only woman in this town who could handle his cock. Tom whispered to me what he wanted to do to me, and I kissed him back in response. If he wanted to stick his cock up my ass, he could be my guest, just so long as he fingered my clit while he did me.


  



  Susan: Tom and Anita fairly raced out the back seat of the car. There were clumps of cum tangled in her pretty, brunette tresses and white specks decorating her light, tan skin. I knew he must have sprayed cum all over her clothes and the back of the car. But I had my own problems, because James pulled my left tit out of my clothes and was sneaking quick sucks while he drove. What a naughty boy. I was more than willing to let him spend as much time with my tits as he wanted, because the little Hispanic hottie he was married to didn’t have much in the tits department, and I have always figured a guy should be entitled to a little promiscuous tit sucking once in a while, but I thought a little bit of decorum might be appropriate. My big tit hanging out tends to attract attention, even though the dress I was wearing wasn’t doing a lot of hiding, in any event.


  



  Tom: We got out of the car, looked at each other and raced for the elevator. I was practically carrying Anita, and James was dragging Susan by the arm, while she stuffed an obviously well sucked, wet nipple back into her dress. I looked at Anita under the lights and there was cum splashed all over her face, her shoulder and clumped in her dark hair. Susan looked so hot and so did Anita. I planned to fire a lot more cum inside her and on her before the night was finished.


  



  * * * *


  



  James: I thought I would at least give Anita a goodnight kiss, but Tom carried her willing body into their suite without a moment’s delay. She looked wild and wanton. I couldn’t believe she sucked his cock in the back of the car and let him come all over her. She was coated with cum; you could plainly see where he came in her pretty, curly hair and all over her dusky skin. There was a wild, hungry, slutty look in her eyes. She pecked me on the cheek, and then they were gone.


  



  Susan: James looked a little disoriented. Anita, his pretty little Hispanic wife, looked like the horniest slut I have ever seen. She wanted Tom’s cock and she wanted it now. I knew he would have her leather mini-skirt and those black, lace panties stripped away and be ramming his cock up her hot, tight, voluptuous ass the second he got her in the suite. That little girl was in for a long, hot night. I didn’t give James an instant to dwell on what was going to happen to his wife. The second I got him inside the motel room, I dropped to my knees, practically tore his pants away from his groin, and slid a muscular looking, circumcised cock between my lips, past my tongue and down my throat. He came the instant I sucked him, with a single jerk of his shaft.


  



  James: Susan dropped to her knees and swallowed my cock. I barely had time to cry out and I was shooting down her throat.


  



  Susan: He came with strong, powerful jolts; exactly the way I like them, and the way I dreamed James would be. I knew he wouldn’t last long and I was glad I was rewarded with his cum down my throat, instead of inside his drawers. His cum was strong, salty, and tasted slightly acidic. A powerful taste, much different than Tom’s mild, tangy patina, which I adored so much—different, not bad, but different. If Anita didn’t swallow a lot of cum in her time, I could see why it could be a bit much for the young lady. I continued sucking and swallowing and tasting and kept James in my mouth. He was young, healthy and in good shape and becoming rock hard again in an instant. Now, it was time for some serious dick sucking, and I was the girl to do it.


  



  * * * *


  



  Tom: I wanted to shove my cock right up this little whore’s back door. I was going to give her ass a show she would remember for a long, long time.


  



  Anita: While heading for the hotel suite, we talked urgently together.


  He asked me, “Do you do anal?”


  I replied, “Yes, I love anal. James fucks my ass all the time. Doesn’t your hot, blonde wife take your cock there?”


  “She has a tight, little ass and can’t handle me. You might have noticed I have a big cock.”


  “I noticed, but I think I can handle you, stud. Why doesn’t that slutty, little blonde take you up her bony, little ass, stud?”


  “Too much cock, too little ass. She can’t handle me. Can you, Anita?”


  Well, it was pretty obviously stated. I love a challenge. I told him, “You can shove that thing anywhere you want, Tom. I can handle anything your wife can and much, much more. Give me all the fixings, stud. Fuck my ass.”


  



  Tom: What a wonderful, lovely, friendly thing to say. I love receiving professional, secretarial support from the administrative staff.


  



  Anita: I suspected I was going to be a girl in trouble the instant we were in the suite, and I was right.


  



  Tom: We were kissing, necking, fondling, petting the whole way, from the dance floor to the back seat, on the way to the elevator, in the elevator, until we finally reached the hotel room. I didn’t care who saw us. I was with a beautiful, sultry, sexual, sensuous brunette who was drop dead gorgeous and my wife was with a handsome, strong, slender, muscular, young man who was going to hammer her pussy until she was sore. I wanted everybody to see, watch and observe how it was done. I was with this man’s beautiful, Hispanic wife with amazing legs, gorgeous high heels, black lace stockings and hot, hot, hot ass; which I intended to fuck like it was never fucked before, and I would be the one fucking her, not her husband. We got inside the doorway, hanging over each other, flicked on the lamp, where I had previously changed light bulbs, bathing the room in a sultry, violet glow. I dropped her on the floor, onto her hands and knees and she wiggled her ass at me, like the little, horny slut she was. Cum glowed purple in her hair and over her body. The tight, little, leather miniskirt unzipped really easily and slid down her hips and legs quickly, and then I ripped away her panties. With no finesse, I tore away the little strip of black lace, grabbed some anal lube I had placed on the phone stand by the door, tore the lid off, grabbed a handful and greased up her ass up immediately. She reached back, took a generous handful and seized my cock and while I kicked my pants off, and she rubbed my cock until it felt slick and slimy and wet and extremely hard.


  



  Anita: His cock was so big and his veins so prominent; it felt so good. I wanted it inside me any way he wanted to feed it to me; I knew I was going to be fucked and fucked hard. I needed to feel him inside of me, and when I was finished, I intended to carry his cum inside of me back to my husband’s bed tomorrow. Then, my husband would fuck me while this man’s cum still oozed inside of me. I needed a cock and I needed a big one and I needed it now. Any way. Any hole, just as long as I was filled.


  



  Tom: This horny, little brunette actually wriggled her ass at me. This was all the invitation I needed; I moved in behind her.


  



  Anita: He put the tip of his cock at my ass and whispered, “Are you sure, Anita baby.” I thrust back onto him.


  



  Tom: She thrust back onto me, which was all the answer I needed. This brunette chick was in for one solid, animal ass fucking.


  



  * * * *


  



  Susan: I kept James inside of my mouth. He got hard again almost immediately. Now, I had a chance to give this man something his wife didn’t give him—some cock sucking.


  



  James: I never lost my edge. My cum blasted down her throat and I stayed hard. I wanted her tits, but she locked me inside her mouth and started sucking. While her hand stroked my balls, her other hand stroked my cock. She sucked me hard; Anita would never suck me like this, so I thrust inside of her, grabbed her head and shoulders, then let this blonde suck my cock to her heart’s content.


  



  * * * *


  



  Anita: Oh, my God, his cock was huge. When he entered me I shouted. I couldn’t help myself. I shouted. I felt my sphincter stretching. Wow. Wow.


  



  Tom: I didn’t give her much of a chance. When she moved against me, I thrust into her, hard, rough, and demanding. Her sphincter spread open immediately. She didn’t lie to me; this little, brunette chick was used to taking cock up her ass regularly. I entered her. She felt so good, so tight and hot. I heard her crying out and I knew her husband would hear her. I knew her husband would know I entered his wife. Hard. Rough. Brutally. The way she liked it.


  



  Anita: I saw stars. He was huge, and I cried out…again and again. I couldn’t help myself, I reached out my hands because I had to grab something, Anything. I had to dig in; if I could grab something I could fuck him back. I wanted to fuck him back.


  



  * * * *


  



  Susan: I heard animal noises coming from the suite next door. Tom and I left the doors open so we could hear each other in action. She sounded exactly like I expected a tiny, little, Hispanic slut, with a nice, round, well-muscled ass to sound like when my husband, with an elephant trunk, fucked her—hard, rough, and crazed. The way he liked to fuck. The way he liked to fuck me. She sounded like a woman suddenly surprised to find a huge cock being shoved up her without restraint or self-control. She sounded like a girl with a problem. A big problem.


  



  James: This blonde whore had me totally under control. I heard my wife crying out. She sounded like she was in pain, but not quite in pain. She sounded like a woman in trouble, but not in trouble. Her cries were loud, plaintive, and passionate. I wanted to help her, to free her, to watch her, to observe her, to see her while Tom fucked her. But Susan sucked my cock and it felt so good, so good, so good.


  



  Susan: I kept sucking. This stud wasn’t going anywhere. I had his cock.


  



  Anita: I needed to grab something and hold on to it and thrust back. I had to.


  



  Tom: I loved it. I was sliding into her and she took me nice and deep. All things considered, she wasn’t fighting me much at all. This little harlot apparently took her husband’s cock up her ass on more than a few occasions; even my massive slab of meat slid right up into her. Oh, she was tight, really tight. A couple of times she tensed up and made desperate little animal noises, but after a couple strokes of her clit she relaxed, and I kept going. All the time she reached out with her arms trying to find something to grab hold of. Her hands grasped and clutched at the rug, trying to locate the leg of a piece of furniture to hold or a wall to push back against me. Nothing. It was fun watching her struggle.


  



  Anita: I was so close to coming. If he could keep rubbing my clit or let me push back, I’d be there. There was nothing to grab or shove against. Finally, I told the bastard he needed to make me come and make me come fast.


  



  Tom: Her pleas were plaintive, so I gave in. I picked her up by the waist, lifted her from the floor, let her wrap her ankles around me, and I carried her to the bed. She moaned the whole time.


  



  Anita: I needed the bed. He carried me like a hot piece of meat belonging to him. Since his hot piece of meat was buried deep up my ass, I guess I did kind of belong to him at the moment.


  



  Tom: The second we reached the bed, I let her have it. I gave her some intense ramming up the ass. She was tight and hot and so horny. When I rubbed her clit and played with her long, hard nipples, she got vocal and came immediately.


  



  Anita: I never make much noise, but now I was shouting!


  



  Susan: I heard her calling out, and I knew she was coming. I fucked James up his own butthole with my index finger, while my other hand massaged, stroked and gently pulled down his balls when he came close to shooting. I held him on edge, and at the same time, I sucked him, bobbed my head up and down on his cock. When I sensed his balls tightening up, I gently and softly stroked them down again.


  



  James: I was going crazy. This blonde slut wouldn’t let me cum, and she sucked me like a wild woman. Her mouth was loud and wet in my crotch, but over her I heard my wife getting fucked and she was noisy, as well.


  



  Tom: Anita was going crazy wrapped around my cock. I let her cum a number of times, then I decided it was time. I shifted my position. She grabbed the edge of the bed and I dug in and went to work with a vengeance.


  



  Susan: I realized from the noises coming through the door, Tom was getting his second nut of the night. So, I decided it was time to treat my own guest accordingly. This time, when James tightened his balls into his groin, I fondled them and let them cinch up. Soon, he was rock hard and started thrusting his groin against me.


  



  James: Susan played me like a fine musical instrument and I was helpless-—completely helpless.—just like my wife. I knew she was getting ass fucked right next to me. Susan sucked me hard, really hard, and fucked my ass with her finger and played with my balls. Then, she let me go. I didn’t last ten seconds after that.


  



  Anita: I heard James cry out once and knew Susan sucked the cum out of his cock. This was so hot. I thrust back against Tom.


  



  Susan: James came in a rush inside my mouth. When I swallowed his semen, it was strong tasting and a bit bitter. Tom’s cum was a different taste completely. But, a lady always swallows, and I swallowed James’ load right down my throat, and then sucked some more, feeling his cock throb on my tongue.


  



  James: My mind staggered. Susan kept sucking me. My cock jerked and twitched and she wrapped her hand around the base of my cock, held me in her mouth and continued sucking. I leaned against the wall with one hand and braced myself against her back. I couldn’t believe it. I was ready again.


  



  Susan: I wanted him to get hard again in my mouth. Once he was erect, I started sucking again and let him build, but not come. When he was rigid once more, Anita quieted down next door. James let me release him from my mouth and I took him by the hand and led him like a little boy to the bedroom. I still owed James a tit fucking and I intended to give him one.


  



  * * * *


  



  Tom: Anita and I finished. All the time, I fingered her clit and tweaked her long, hard nipple which popped out of her blouse and bra. She came first, vocal and loud, and then she settled down into a series of tiny, little orgasms. I sensed her tensing and building up, then trembling and gasping quietly. Finally, I decided it was time to give her ass a break. I sped up my tempo and slammed into her. She got vocal again, and then I rammed her down into the bed and got serious.


  



  Anita: I hung on. Tom was like a man possessed. He was so good and I was so filled, my body experiencing these tiny, little orgasms which sent me trembling, shaking and twitching with tiny little comes, which felt so wonderful. I was really stretched. My ass was filled like it had never been filled before. It was so hot and it made me so horny and so proud. He was a man possessed with my ass. My ass! I was the one making him so hot. My ass was driving this stud wild, and I wanted his cum. When he mashed me down and started getting serious, I fucked back as hard as I could.


  



  Tom: The second this hot, little slut started ass fucking me back, I went over the edge.


  



  Anita: He came hard! Very hard! I kept fucking him back.


  



  Tom: Finally, I couldn’t hold it in and I let loose. I squeezed my eyes shut and hung on, reveling in the sensations. Wow, this felt so good…so good. So wonderful. I loved this woman. I wanted to cum inside her forever. I wanted to stay buried inside of her. We collapsed together and cuddled.


  



  Anita: As his spurts slowly diminished inside of me, we collapsed on the bed and he wrapped his arms around me and we cuddled. He shuddered, his come was so intense. I felt so warm, happy and wonderful.


  



  * * * *


  



  Susan: Once we were in the bedroom, I turned the lights barely on, only enough to illuminate my body, and then slowly removed my clothes; I unzipped my dress millimeter by millimeter, staring him in the eyes and gently swayed my hips. When I finished unzipping my dress, I did a sexy little shimmy and the fabric slipped away from my body and fell to the floor. James liked the corset I wore; he couldn’t take his eyes off my breasts. I stroked my hips, thighs, breasts, and lightly masturbated myself through my panties. All the time my nipples were getting rigid underneath the constraining fabric of the corset, until I knew they were bursting out of it from the hungry look in James’ eyes. I told him to come and play with my tits, if he wanted to.


  



  James: Boy, did I want to. I stepped right up and we embraced and kissed for a long, long time. Susan let my hands roam all over her body without restraint. I found some interesting locations to explore. Susan did the same with me. Finally, I couldn’t hold myself back anymore, and I undid the clasps holding her corset closed in the front. As I painfully undid each clasp, the heavy, pale curves of her breasts slowly revealed themselves to me. When I undid the bottom clasp, they popped out. They were so beautiful. Anita has small, little breasts, nicely curved and with great big fantastic nipples, but still small. Now, I know more than a mouthful is a waste, but I wanted to do some wasting for a change.


  



  Susan: The second my tits popped out, he pushed me back, so I sat on the edge of the bed. He sat next to me, leaned over, sucked my nipple into his mouth, and his other hand cupped my other breast, which he kneaded and fondled. He sucked really hard, exactly the way I like. It was obvious James knew his way around a nipple, because he sucked hard, almost intensely hard. I drew in a breath involuntarily, and he told me he loved the way my breasts moved when I breathed. I leaned back onto the bed, arched my back and let him have his way with me.


  



  James: Her nipple tasted great. Anita’s nipples were prominent and got hard almost immediately; Susan’s nipples were not so prominent, but were longer and thicker when aroused, but took more time to grow rigid. This took longer for me to grow acquainted with them. Susan’s breasts were full, heavy, wonderfully rounded, and puckered a bit at the ends. I tasted, sucked, slurped, nibbled, and sampled every inch of those breasts. While my tongue and mouth roamed at will, my hands massaged, squeezed, pulled on them, stroked, and toyed with them. From her sighs and moans, Susan seemed to enjoy the experience.


  



  Susan: The man sucked a good nipple. I was getting really wet and hot and turned on. I let him have a long time with my tits, but at some point I wanted him to mount me, get his cock in between my tits, and spray his semen all over my chest, neck and face. When I couldn’t stand it any longer, I whispered a most naughty suggestion to him. James moaned when I said “I have a great idea.”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
The Plumber’s Chronicles

The Attorney’s Interview






