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The Great Experiment

My wife returned home after visiting one of our best friends, a shapely brunette named Beverly. I knew Paula was up to something, because she gave me a particularly passionate kiss and smiled at me, “Have I got a deal for you!”

Knowing my wife's vivid imagination, I suspected I was in for a mind blowing treat, but never in my wildest dreams was I ready for what was to transpire over the course of the next few months. It seemed Bev was working on a Master’s in sex therapy at a local college, and needed assistance for her thesis research. Believe it or not, her study was to determine the effect of various stimuli on the male production of semen...and she was asking her most intimate friends to assist her by serving as (you guessed it) experimental subjects. I was, admittedly, skeptical at first, but my wife proceeded to explain the ground rules, and I realized, as kinky as it may seem, this was a legitimate research endeavor. Bev wanted to put the males in her select group through a number of different sexual episodes, and record detailed measurements of a number of parameters, such as time from initial stimulation to ejaculation, the quantity of semen emitted, recovery time before the next erection, and number of erections achieved per session. Bev's female assistants, obviously, were to provide the stimulation, and were responsible for completing detailed evaluation reports on each specific, sexual situation. All of this would be confidentially recorded and coded, of course.

Sounds pretty hot, huh?

I thought so, and rubbed Paula's nipple through her blouse to express my willingness to sacrifice myself as an experimental guinea pig, in the name of science, to further the knowledge and comprehension of mankind. And also to experience a few mind boggling orgasms at the skilled hands of my wife. She smiled at me again, and said, “So, you're interested? I thought you would be, but there's more, stud.”

I cocked an eyebrow as she explained Bev was concerned if the women were permitted to provide measurements on their own mate's performance, the project's results could easily be rendered invalid, as the couples’ familiarity could modify the results. Bev's solution to this particular conundrum is to pair different women with different men for each “data point.” Each male’s response to the various sexual activities would be recorded by at least two, separate women, either of whom could be his own mate. Furthermore, to ensure the accuracy of the study, each sexual measurement would occur every other night, and the husband and wife must abstain from sexual activities during the entire period it would take to complete the experiment. By this point, I was so hot I was light headed; all of my blood drained from my brain to another important organ. Nevertheless, I managed to ask who else was going to participate.

My wife smiled, and told me only Bev knew the names of everyone involved. Bev invited her single friends to participate, and several spouses wanted to participate on their own. I wondered how this would work, but I didn't ask any stupid questions. I gasped, “When do we begin?”

Paula replied the first sessions would start after the next, big, military deployment. Most of us are in the armed forces, and our units are scheduled to conduct a month long deployment, soon.

She explained Bev's first session is to measure the maximum amount of semen produced by a male, and the maximum number of erections each session. The only way Bev could acquire accurate data was to have the participants abstain from sex for a lengthy period; a month long deployment away from home was the obvious answer for this abstinence.

* * * *

The military exercise was finished and I returned home to find my sultry, redhead of a wife dressed to kill, perfumed, in a short, tight fitting skirt, a low cut sweater, black stockings, and spiked, high heels. She gave me a long, sloppy kiss.

“Sorry to disappoint, honey, but this is not for you; get showered and dress in a bathrobe. I expect your special test conductor will be here in one hour.”

She looked me straight in the eyes, ran the tip of her tongue slowly across her upper lip, and then walked out the front door to conduct her own experiment for Bev.

One hour later, to the minute, the doorbell rang. I eagerly opened it, to be greeted by the lovely visage of Mary Jean, one of Bev's best, single friends. Like my own wife, she looked stunning. Mary Jean is an intriguing French-Asian mix, with long black hair, firm, protruding breasts, an unbelievable ass and hips covered in a black leather miniskirt, with fishnet stockings and black boots over the most incredible pair of legs I have ever seen on this continent. Mary Jean's affectionate nickname is “MJ”, allegedly for the mind altering effect she is known to have on men.

Minutes later, I was on all fours on my bed, while Mary Jean generously lubricated my penis, and wrapped her ruby-red tipped fingers tightly around my shaft. She smiled at me.

“Been a long time, I know, so don't be embarrassed if you come quickly.” She winked at me.

“Besides, I'm going to milk you dry by the end of the night.” She slowly stroked my blood engorged penis, carefully drawing the palm of her hand underneath it, rubbing her hand against me, purring into my ear, licking me with her tongue.

“Come on hot stud, I want to see you come for me.”

After a month without sex, I soon felt a familiar tightening begin deep inside my balls and the length of my penis.

“I'm going to come, Mary Jean; I'm coming.” She deftly placed a measurement vial at the swelled, purple head of my erection, and vigorously jerked me off. I came, blasting cum into her collection vessel, gasping and shaking as she carefully held my cock, aiming every, last drop of my semen into her vial, so it could be measured. As I lay on my chest, attempting to recover, Mary Jean carefully recorded my production of semen and ejaculation time.

Three hours and three ejaculations later, I lay on my back as Mary Jean, now clad only in her garter belt and panties, traced small circles around my nipple with her tongue. Imagine my surprise when my wife walked straight into the bedroom, pulled up a chair, and sat on the opposite side of the bed.

“How's he doing, Mary Jean?” she asked.

Mary Jean flipped her hair back and giggled, “Oh, your husband is such a stud. He's come four times already, the first time shooting out a full, two ounces of his hot cum. I'm sure he has at least one more left in him. Look, he's getting hard again!

Incredibly, my penis started to rise again to Mary Jean's skilled manipulations, and in front of my wife. This boggled my mind.

Mary Jean asked my wife, “And how was your guy?”

My wife laughed, “Not much of a stud; he came almost as soon as I grabbed his cock, and then he could only get it up one more time...and only after vigorous efforts.”

My wife smiled at me, and I noticed her lipstick was badly smeared. Mary Jean asked my wife, invitingly, “Would you like to hold the vial while I finish off your husband?”

My wife smiled, “Of course, Mary Jean, it would be my pleasure.” M.J. leaned over me, shrouding my face in her long, black hair, licked her generous, full lips, and purred, “And now, for the grand finale.”

As my wife slipped a firm pillow under my hips with her right hand, she sensuously rubbed Mary Jean's left index finger with her left hand. My wife tongued one of my ears while Mary Jean slipped her own tongue into the other.

“Just relax and enjoy the ride; this one's going to be a real roller coaster.” Moments later, I groaned and gasped loudly, working my hips vigorously on the pillow, twitching and trembling as Mary Jean jerked me off with her right hand, while inserting her finger deep into my rectum. My wife participated, too, holding the measurement tube in one hand, while stroking my balls and scratching the sensitive spot between them and my ass. My soul was on fire; I couldn't breathe or think, or control my own body. I was totally under their control.

My wife whispered huskily into my ear, “Feeling all right, honey?”

I was completely beyond replying, and bucked and moaned; Mary Jean employed a little, expert twist, which I never experienced before. I arched off the bed and begged her to bring me off.

Mary Jean slowed her tempo down for a moment and asked my wife, “Well, do you think we should finish off this magnificent cock of your husband's for the evening?”

My wife agreed. “Let's see you get this geyser to erupt.”

Mary Jean's hands and fingers suddenly flew into a frenzy of action, moments later my cock attempted to eject another lot of hot sperm. Needless to say, after the night's previous efforts, it was probably only a dribble, but believe me, it felt like every drop of blood in my body was exploding out through my cock. Mary Jean took the vial from my wife, completed the paper work, gathered her clothes, and left my wife and me alone.

I lay on the bed, darkness swirling around me, completely oblivious to the world for a long time. Finally, opening my eyes, I found my wife staring down at me. She gazed at my face, smiling broadly.

 “Are you a little bit tired, dear? Well, better get your rest, the day after tomorrow is another big night!”





Getting Behind Things

Two nights later, I returned home from work to see my wife and Bev sitting on my front sofa, both dressed in short, clinging dresses and spike heels. Bev was the first to greet me, “Hi, I see you had a pretty impressive performance the other night!”

I grinned back at her. “Believe me, the pleasure was all mine.”

Bev threw her head back and laughed, turning to my wife, “Yes, Mary Jean is quite skilled, isn't she?”

My wife blushed furiously, and I wondered what other talents Mary Jean might possess.

Bev continued, “Well, I think you're really going to enjoy tonight's experiment, and on that note, Paula and I have our own business to attend to.”

They both rose and exited the house, swaying their hips seductively at me, and throwing me exaggerated kisses with a wave of their hair. I chuckled and shook my head at the two of them. I almost felt sorry for whomever they were going to work on tonight, but my musings were interrupted by a knock on the front door. Moments later, two short but incredibly shapely blondes stood in my living room.

The older of the two smiled. “Hi, I'm Susan, and this is my daughter, Donna.”

By way of an introduction Donna wrapped her arms around my neck, pressed herself tightly against me, and thrust a hot tongue between my teeth. Susan, meanwhile, got behind me and kissed the back of my neck while one of her hands felt my crotch.

Somehow, the three of us managed to make it into the bedroom, leaving a trail of clothes behind in our wake. While I traded kisses with the two girls, who looked more like twins than mother and daughter, Susan whispered in my ear, “We have a scorching night for you, stud; can you imagine what we have planned for that hard cock of yours?”

Although I was fully occupied with sucking Donna's right nipple deep into my mouth, while her fingernails traced a path up the inside of my thighs, I managed to raise my eyes to Susan and shake my head. Donna enjoyed this non-verbal communication and gasped, while Susan fondled my ass cheeks with both her hands.

“Well my horny young man, we are going to introduce you to a special treat this evening, to see how much cum your cock can produce in a new and intriguing situation.”

To be honest, this new and intriguing situation already seemed interesting enough, but Susan's next sentence brought me to full attention.

“You see, my lovely daughter has such a hot, horny ass, we really want to see how much cum your penis can spurt in there.”

My wife and I talked about the possibility of anal sex before, but never actually progressed to experimentation. Well, let the games begin!

Donna took my hand and led me to the bed, rubbing her magnificent ass up against me the whole time, and mounted the mattress on all fours. She slowly rotated her butt, humping the bed with her groin, smiling at me over her shoulder and tossing her long blonde hair about.

Susan pressed against me from behind, whispering in my ear, “Just remember what we're here for. Remember to pull out before you shoot off.”

I promised to do so; hell, I would have made all sorts of promises with that incredible blonde's, rounded ass lying in front of me, waiting to receive my throbbing penis. Susan placed a pillow beneath her daughter's hips, while Donna gripped the bedposts with her two hands, spread her legs wide apart, and sensuously winked at me. “Please sodomize me, take me up my ass, feed me your cock in my ass; I want your cock deep in me, fuck my ass, fuck me now.”

Susan generously coated my penis with a lubricant with one hand, while I worked on Donna's small, puckered hole. My fingers rubbed around her brown circle, slowly opening her up, smearing lubricant liberally into her, inserting first my small finger, and then my index finger to stretch her open. While I stroked her daughter, Susan lightly stroked my balls with one hand, and guided the head of my cock to her daughter's hind entrance.

Susan placed me at the entrance to Donna's trembling rectum, purring into my ear, “Next go around, you can take me, stud, now enter my daughter, take her slowly, slowly, let her stretch open, let her take you in.”

I pressed the tip of my penis into her asshole. At first, Donna took the end of my cock easily, but then I felt her sphincter muscle tighten against my head. With Susan's hand expertly cradling my dick, I reached forward to massage Donna's firm, muscular back, trying to relax the small of her back. As I rubbed her supple flesh, I continued to press, slowly, not forcefully. Donna gasped when I first pushed into her, groaned sensuously once or twice, then took a deep breath, and relaxed. I continued pushing into her, kneaded her taut young body, and then she slowly and lightly pushed back against me. Her sphincter dilated, and I sunk into the hottest, tightest hole I ever experienced. I felt her body heat burning into my hard cock, tiny muscles gripping every vein and artery in my penis, like little hands. Donna moaned loudly as I sunk deeply into her, and soon emitted little, shuddering wisps of noise, not loud, but never quiet. Not words really, but sighs, gasps, pants, ooohs and aaahs. I was getting incredibly turned on now, as I buried myself to the hilt into her.

I reached around Donna's flanks to grasp a breast with one hand, her clitoris with the other. As my finger slowly stroked a path back and forth across her slippery clit, Donna arched her back, pushing hard into me now, moaning loudly and quivering against me. “Oh, yes!” I felt every muscle in her body rippling as I withdrew and thrust, holding the tempo down deliberately, timing my thrusts to coincide with strokes of my hands. Donna was soon frantic, crying, weeping, thrashing, transfixed like a butterfly on my rigid pole planted deep inside her darkest entrance. She shook and shrieked, and sensations of incredible lust surged through me as I slowly, sensuously, gently moved inside her. Donna was like an animal in heat; I inserted fingers inside her vagina while I continued to stimulate her clitoris.

Susan, meanwhile, continued to fondle my balls, gauging their tightness, monitoring my progress. I could have stayed buried in Donna's deep rump forever, but soon the familiar tingling began working its way up my penis. Susan grasped my shaft tightly at its base. I felt my balls preparing to fire off their load, and Susan permitted me one more long driven thrust deep into her daughter, and then pulled my penis from her with a sucking noise. Placing a vial at the tip of my cock, Susan rapidly jerked me off the rest of the way to orgasm. She only gave half a dozen hard, rapid, bruising strokes and I erupted in a stream of splashing hot cum, splattering thick wads into her measurement vial. Like Mary Jean only two nights before, Susan firmly held my cock, controlling my ejaculation into the vial. I babbled incoherently as Susan's hands finished what her hot daughter's ass so neatly began. As I slowly came back to Earth, I realized I was lying on my bed with Donna's lush body cradled in my arms. Seeing my eyes open, she vigorously French kissed me.

“That was so hot, god was I turned on.”

I smiled at this blonde vixen pressed so tightly against me, “I hope I didn't hurt you.”

She answered my smile with one of her own, “You can hurt me like that whenever you want, baby.”

For long moments, Donna and I rested like this, coated in sweat and mutually exhausted. Susan jotted down her notes of my performance, and her eyes twinkled whenever she gazed upon our pleasure ravaged bodies. Susan permitted me sufficient time to rebuild my strength. As Donna and I lay together, our bodies started to recover, and soon the close proximity of so many curves of flesh worked on each other. Shortly, Donna and I were necking vigorously. As Donna and I kissed, I sensed Susan come up before me. Breaking away from Donna's hot lips and tongue, I tilted my head back to stare at Susan's breasts which now jiggled enticingly in front of my eyes, framed by a lacy, black bra. As I licked and sucked around her mother's breasts, Donna repositioned herself behind me, so her feet spread my thighs far apart, and my body pressed against the warm expanses of her breasts and the wet heat of her vulva.

Susan started a slow, sensuous strip tease, removing the last few articles of clothing which I had not gotten to earlier in my lust for her daughter. She peeled away the lacy bra from her rigid nipples, wetting them with her finger, blowing me kisses with her lips, sliding her lace panties to expose the shaven mound of her pubis, using her ruby-red fingernails to spread the lips of her vagina until she was flaming pink, hot, wet, puckered out, asking for a man. She placed a stocking clad leg alongside me, first one and then the other, permitting me to undo her garter clips, so I could roll her panties down to her ankles, from where Susan flung them into the corner with a prancing kick. Susan let me refasten her garters to the sleek, clinging fabric of her stockings, framing her legs in the red nylon. She turned herself around with a series of exaggerated gyrations, wiggling her ass against my nose, letting me inhale her scent. Donna handed me a vial of lubrication, and I put two fingertips of it against her dark orifice while Donna's mother slowly revolved against me. As Donna stroked my rigid shaft, coating it with more of the lubrication, Susan worked her ass down my body until she hovered above my penis.

Turning her head to look me in the eyes, she took my glistening, blood engorged penis into her hand and lightly sat down on it, positioning it against her rear hole for its entrance. Flexing her legs, Susan's eyes widened as she permitted her body weight to force my stiffened cock into the first portion of her ass. Giving little thrusts with her hips, she sat there for a moment, letting the heat build in both of us, ever so gently attached by the rigidity of my shaft. Then, slowly, ever so slowly, like some erotic Chinese sexual torture, she impaled herself upon me. Finally, she sank down in one great thrust, driving me far into her body, and threw back her head and screamed at the top of her lungs, “Yes!”

Donna's feet held my legs far apart, and like her mother before her, she put her fingers around my scrotum to keep careful track of my inevitable orgasm.

Susan danced atop of me, and reaching back with her hands, grasped mine so she could pull my organ as deeply into her body as absolutely possible. I squeezed my eyes shut, reveling in the moment. I tossed my head back and forth, thrusting against Susan, the force of her impacts pushing me into Donna's hot body cushioning me beneath, feeling her panting breaths on my neck, and her hair on my shoulders. Susan rode me exquisitely, like a jockey on a prized stallion, drawing every ounce of stamina and strength out of me. She hovered above me for what seemed like hours, both of us straining as the friction and the pressure built inexorably, until in a moment I knew that I was coming.

The two girls, both mother and daughter, sensed at the same instant my time had arrived. Susan lifted her hips quickly off me, and Donna snatched my cock, hard and rough, jerking vigorously on my rigid shaft, now smeared with the juices of her mother. Donna's fingers and palm only had to pull on me once or twice, and I erupted like a volcano-my entire body exploding through the tip of my penis, an incredible sensation; every nerve in my body sending out little electric currents.

Long, long minutes later, my senses returned to my bedroom, and I opened my eyes to find Susan and Donna fully clothed and standing by the side of my bed. They both looked like the cat which ate the canary. They each gave me sweet, short kisses on my lips and walked out the door.

Maybe an hour later, my wife came back to our home. I noticed she walked rather gingerly, and sat down on the edge of the bed carefully and daintily and on the softest pillow in the house. Apparently, I was not the only one to experience anal sex for the first time tonight!

Paula smiled at my questions about her welfare, “Did the girls each take you only once, my dear?”

I nodded in the affirmative, somewhat sheepishly.

Paula smiled at me again, “Well, Bev saw how turned on by it I was the first time, and our guy got off on me so much, Bev let him fuck me in the ass not once, not twice, but on three separate occasions.”

I started to laugh at her and took her ravaged body into my arms. As I helped her undress for the night, I observed pressure marks and light bruises on certain portions of her anatomy, where a man might grasp a woman harshly when deep into heat, and I also saw light teeth marks around her breasts.

She groaned as she lay down, “I am so sore, I don't know how I'm going to be able to walk tomorrow...and I just can't wait until Bev's next experiment!”





A Legal Opinion

Once again, another evening of Bev's wild and crazy sexual experimentation awaited my wife and me. As I showered after a hard day at work, I noticed my wife was paying particularly close attention to her makeup, and selected a particularly low cut blouse for her evening's festivities. I'll have to admit, as she headed out the door after a long and passionate kiss, I wondered what it meant for me. Well, soon enough the doorbell rang with the answer to my question.
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